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THE  GHOST-SEER;  OR,  APPARITIONIST. 

FROM  THE  PAPEKS  OF  COUNT  O 


I  AM  about  to  relate  an  adventure  which  to  many  will 
appear  incredible,  but  of  which  I  was  in  great  part  au 
eye-witness.  The  few  who  are  acquainted  with  a  certain 
political  event  will,  if  indeed  these  pages  should  happen 
to  find  them  alive,  receive  a  welcome  solution  thereof. 
And,  even  to  the  rest  of  my  readers,  it  will  be,  perhaps, 
important  as  a  contribution  to  the  history  of  the  decep- 
tion and  aberrations  of  the  human  intellect.  The  bold- 
ness of  the  schemes  which  malice  is  able  to  contemplate 
and  to  carry  out  must  excite  astonishment,  as  must  also 
the  means  of  which  it  can  avail  itself  to  accomphsh  its 
aims.  Clear,  unvarnished  truth  shall  guide  my  pen ;  for, 
when  these  pages  come  before  the  public,  1  shall  be  nu 
more,  and  shall  therefore  never  learn  their  fate. 

On  my  return  to  Courland  in  the  year  17 — ,  about  the 

time    of  the    Carnival,    I    visited    the    Prince    of at 

Venice.     We  had  been  acquainted  in  the service, 

and  we  here  renewed  an  intimacy  which,  by  the  restora- 
tion of  peace,  had  been  interrupted.  As  I  wished  to  si-e 
the  curiosities  of  this  city,  and  as  the  prince  was  waiting 
only  for  the  arrival  of  remittances  to  return  to  \m  native 
country,  he  easily  prevailed  on  me  to  tarry  till  his  de- 
parture. We  agreed  not  to  separate  during  the  time  of 
our  residence  at  Venice,  and  the  prince  was  kind  enough 
to  a^commodate  me  at  his  lodgings  at  the  Moor  Hotel." 

As  the  prince  wished  to  enjoy  himself,  and  his  small 
revenues  did  not  permit  him  to  maintain  the  dignity  of 
his  rank,  he  lived  at  Venice  in  the  strictest  incognito. 
Two  noblemen,  in  whom  he  had  entire  confidence,  and  a 
few  faithful  servants,  composed  all  his  retinue.  Ife 
shunned    expenditure,    more   however   from    inclination 
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than  economy.  He  avoided  sll  kinds  of  diasipation,  and 
up  to  the  age  of  thirty-five  years  had  resisted  the  numer- 
ous alluremente  of  this  voluptuous  city.  To  the  charms 
of  the  fair  sex  he  was  wholly  indifferent.  A  settled 
■  gravity  and  an  enthusiastic  melancholy  were  the  prom- 
inent features  of  his  character.  Uis  affections  were 
tranquil,  but  obstinate  to  excess.  He  formed  his  attach- 
ments with  caution  and  timidity,  hut  when  once  formed 
they  were  cordial  and  permanent.  In  the  midst  of  a 
tumultuous  crowd  he  walked  in  solitude.  Wrapped  in 
liis  own  visionary  ideas,  he  was  often  a  stranger  to  the 
world  about  him ;  and,  sensible  of  his  own  deficiency  in 
the  knowled^  of  mankind,  he  scarcely  ever  ventured  an 
opinion  of  his  own,  and  was  apt  to  pay  an  unwarrantable 
deference  to  the  judgment  of  others.  Though  far  from 
being  weak,  no  man  was  more  liable  to  be  governed ;  but, 
when  conviction  had  once  entered  his  mind,  he  became 
firm  and  decisive ;  equally  courageous  to  combat  an 
acknowledged  prejudice  or  to  die  for  a  new  one. 

As  he  was  the  third  prince  of  his  house,  he  had  no 
likely  prospect  of  succeeding  to  the  sovereignty.  His 
ambition  had  never  been  awakened ;  his  passions  had 
taken  another  direction.  Contented  to  find  himself  inde- 
pendent of  the  will  of  others,  he  uever  enforced  his  own 
as  a  law ;  his  utmost  wishes  did  not  soar  beyond  the 
peaceful  quietude  of  a  private  life,  free  from  care.  He 
read  much, but  withoutdiscrimination.  As  his  education 
had  been  neglected,  and,  as  he  had  early  entered  the 
career  of  arms,  his  understanding  had  never  been  fully 
matured.  Hence  the  knowledge  he  afterwards  acquired 
served  but  to  increase  the  chaos  of  his  ideas,  because  it 
was  built  on  an  unstable  foundation. 

Ho  was  a  Protestant,  as  all  his  family  had  l^een,  by 
birth,  but  not  by  investigation,  which  he  had  never 
attempted,  although  at  one  period  of  his  life  he  hadlieen 
an  enthusiast  in  its  cause.  He  had  never,  so  far  as  came 
to  ray  knowledge,  been  a  freemason. 

One  evening  we  were,  ae  usual,  walking  by  ourselves, 
well  masked  in  the  square  of  St.  Mark.  It  was  growing 
late,  and    the   crowd  was   dispersing,    when   tlie    prince 
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observed  a  mask  which  foHowed  us  everywhere.  This 
mask  was  ao  Armenian,  ami  walked  aloni'.  We  quick- 
ene<)  our  steps,  nnd  endeavored  to  baffle  bitti  by  repeated ly 
altering  our  course.  It  woe  in  vain,  tJie  inaak  was  always 
close  behind  us.  "You  have  had  no  intrigue  here,  I 
hope,"  said  the  prince  at  last,  "  the  husbands  of  Venice 
are  dangerous."  "  I  do  not  know  a  single  lady  in  the 
place,"  was  my  answer.  "Let  us  sit  down  lici-e,  and 
Hpeak  Gorman, '  said  he;  "I  fancy  wc  are  mistaken  for 
Home  other  persons."  We  sat  down  upon  a  stone  bench, 
and  exjiccted  the  mask  would  have  passed  by.  He  came 
directly  ay  to  us,  and  took  his  seat  by  the  side  of  the 
prince.  The  latter  took  out  bis  wntch,  and,  rising  at  the 
same  time,  addressed  me  thus  in  a  lond  voice  in  French : 
"  It  is  past  nine.  Come,  we  forget  that  wo  arc  waited 
for  at  the  Louvre."  This  speech  he  only  invented  in 
order  to  deceive  the  mank  as  to  our  route,  "Nine!". 
rejM-'ated  the  latter  in  the  same  language,  in  a  slow  and 
expressive  voice,  "Congratulate  yourself,  my  prince" 
(calling  him  by  his  real  name)  ;  "ho  died  at  nine,"  In 
saying  this,  he  rose  and  went  away. 

We  looked  at  each  other  in  nninzement.  "Who  is 
dead?"  said  the  prince  at  length,  after  a  long  silence. 
"1.^'t  us  follow  liim,"  replied  I,  "and  demand  an  exjihina- 
tion."  We  searched  every  corner  of  the  jilnec ;  the  mask 
was  nowhere  to  be  found.  Wo  ri'turned  to  our  hotel 
disap]>ointed.  The  prlnec  spoke  not  a  word  to  nie  the 
whole  way;  be  walked  apart  by  hiuiself,  and  apjieared 
to  be  greatly  agitated,  which  he  afterwards  confessed  to  Tue 
was  the  ease.  Having  reached  home,  be  began  at  length 
t"  speak  :  "  Is  it  not  laughable,"  f^aid  he, "  that  a  madman 
should  have  the  )tower  thus  to  disturb  a  man's  tramiuillily 
bv  two  or  three  words?"  We  wished  each  other  a  giiod- 
nigbt;  -and,  as  soon  as  I  was  in  my  own  aparlinent,  I 
noted  down  in  my  pocket-book  the  day  and  the  hour 
when  this  adventure  haj-pened.     It  was  on  a  Thursday. 

The  next  evening  the  prince  said  to  me,  "  Supjwse  we 
go  to  the  square  of  St.  Mark,  and  seek  for  our  mysterions 
Armenian.  I  long  to  see  this  comedy  unravelled."^  I 
consented.  We  walked  in  the  square  till  eleven.  The 
Armenian   was  nowhere  to  be  seen.     We  repealed  owt 
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walk  tlie  four  following  evenings,  and  each  time  with  the 
same  bad  success. 

On  the  sixth  evening,  as  wc  went  out  of  the  hotel,  it 
occurred  to  nie,  whether  designedly  or  otherwise  I  cannot 
recollect,  to  tell  tlie  servants  where  we  might  be  found 
in  case  we  should  be  inquired  for.  The  prince  remarked 
my  precaution,  and  approved  of  it  witli  a  smile.  We 
found  the  square  of  St.  Mark  very  much  crowded. 
Scarcely  had  we  a<lvanced  thirtj"  steps  when  I  perceived 
the  Armenian,  who  waa  pressing  rapidly  through  the 
crowd,  and  seemed    to  be  in   search  of  some  one.     We 

were  just   approaching  him,  when  Baron  F ,  one  of 

the  prince's  retinue,  came  up  to  us  {{uite  breathless,  and 
delivered  to  the  prince  a  letter.  "It  is  sealed  with  black," 
said  he,  "and  we  supposed  from  this  that  it  might  contain 
matters  of  importance."  I  was  struck  fis  with  a  thunder- 
bolt. The  prince  went  near  a  torch,  and  began  to  read. 
"  My  cousin  is  dead  1"  exclaimed  he.  "  When?"  inquired 
I  anxioHijIy,  interrupting  him.  He  looked  again  into  the 
letter.     "  Last  Thursday  night  at  nine." 

We  had  not  recovered  from  our  surprise  when  the 
Armenian  stood  before  us.  "  Von  are  known  here,  my 
prince  1 "  said  he.  "  Hasten  to  your  hotel.  You  will  find 
there  the  deputies  from  the  Senate.     Do  not  hesitate  to 

accept  the  honor  they  intend  to  offer  you.     Baron  F 

forgot  to  tell  you  that  your  remittances  are  arrived."  lie 
disappeared  among  the  crowd. 

We  hastened  to  our  hotel,  and  found  everything  as  the 
Armenian  had  told  us.  Three  noblemen  of  the  republic 
were  waiting  to  pay  their  respects  to  the  prince,  and  to 
escort  him  in  state  to  the  Assembly,  where  the  first 
nobility  of  the  city  were  ready  to  receive  him.  He  had 
hardly  time  enough  to  give  me  a  hint  to  sit  up  for  him 
till  bis  return. 

About  eleven  o'clock  at  night  he  returned.  On  enter- 
ing the  room  he  ajipcarcd  grave  and  thoughtful.  Having 
dismissed  the  servants,  he  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  said, 
iu  the  words  of  Hamlet,  "  Count 

"  '  There  are  more  things  In  heav'n  and  eartti, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  pbllusopliy.'  " 
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"Gracious  prince!"  replied  I,  "you  seem  to  forget 
that  you  are  retiring  to  vour  pillow  greatly  enriched  in 
prospect."    The  deceasea  was  the  hereditary  prince. 

"Do  not  remind  me  of  it,"  said  the  pnnce;  "for 
should  I  even  have  acquiretl  a  crown  I  am  nuw  too  much 
engird  to  occupy  myself  with  euch  a  trifle.  If  that 
Armenian  has  not  merely  guessed  by  chance" 

"  How  can  that  be,  my  prince?"  interrupted  I. 

"Then  will  I  resign  to  you  all  my  hopes  of  royalty  in 
exchange  for  a  monk's  cowl." 

I  hare  mentioned  this  purposely  to  show  how  far  every 
ambitious  idea  was  then  disUint  from  his  thoughts. 

The  following  evening  we  went  carHor  than  usual  to 
the  square  of  St.  Mark.  A  sudden  shower  of  rain  obliged 
B8  to  take  shelter  in  a  coffee-house,  where  we  found  a 
party  engaged  at  cards.  The  prince  took  his  place  behind 
th?  chair  of  a  Spaniard  to  observe  the  game.  I  went 
into  an  adjacent  chamber  to  read  the  newspapers.  A 
short  time  afterwards  I  heard  a  noise  in  the  card-room. 
Previously  to  the  entrance  of  the  prince  the  Spaniard 
had  been  constantly  losing,  but  since  then  he  had  won 
upon  every  card.  The  fortune  of  the  game  was  revei-Hfd 
in  a  striking  manner,  and  the  bank  was  in  danger  of 
being  challenged  by  the  pointour,  whom  this  lucky  changi! 
of  fortune  had  rendered  moi-e  adventurous.  A  Vene- 
tian, who  kept  the  bank,  told  the  prince  in  a  very  ruth: 
manner  that  his  presence  interrupted  the  fortune  of  the 
came,  afid  desired  him  to  cjuit  the  table.  The  latter 
looked  coldly  at  him,  remained  in  his  place,  and  pre- 
served the  same  countenance,  when  the  Venetian  repeated 
his  insulting  demand  in  French.  He  thought  the  prince 
understood- neither  French  nor  Italian;  and,  .iddressing 
himself  with  a  contemptuous  laugh  to  the  company,  Hnid 
"Pray,  gentlemen,  tell  me  how  I  must  make  myself  un- 
derstood to  this  fool."  At  the  same  time  he  rose  and 
prepared  to  seize  the  prince  by  the  arm.  His  pntipnec 
forsook  the  latter ;  he  grasjied  the  Venetian  with  a 
strong  hand,  and  threw  him  violently  on  the  ground. 
The  company  rose  up  in  confusion.  Hearing  the  noise, 
I  hastily  entered  the  room,  and  unguardedly  failed  the 
prince  by  his  name.    "Take  care,"  said  I,  imprudently; 
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"  we  are  in  Venice."  The  name  of  the  prince  caused  a 
gi'neral  silence,  which  ended  in  ii  whisjiering  which  ap- 
]n?iired  to  nie  to  have  a  dangerouB  tendency.  All  the 
ItiilinnB  present  divided  into  ]mrtic8,  and  kept  aloof. 
One  after  the  other  left  the  room,  bo  that  we  soon  found 
ourselves  alone  with  the  Spaniard  and  a  few  Frenchmen. 
"  Yoii  iu'e  lost,  prince,"  said  they,  "if  you  do  not  leave 
the  eity  inimedmtely.  The  Venetian  whom  you  have 
handled  so  roughly  is  rich  enough  to  hire  a  bravo.  It 
costs  liirn  hut  tifty  zechins  to  be  revenged  by  your  death." 
The  Spaniard  offered,  for  the  security  of  the  prince,  to 
go  for  the  guards,  and  even  to  accompany  us  home  him- 
self. The  Frenchmen  proposed  to  do  the  same.  We 
were  Ktill  deliberating  what  to  do  when  the  doors  sud- 
denly opened,  and  some  oflicera  of  the  Incjuisition  entered 
the  room,  'I'hcy  produced  an  order  of  government, 
which  charged  us  both  to  follow  them  immediately. 
They  conducted  us  under  a  strong  escort  to  the  canal, 
where  a  gondola  was  waiting  for  us,  in  which  we  were 
onlered  to  embark.  We  were  blindfolded  before  we 
landed.  1'liey  led  ns  up  a  laige  stone  staircase,  and 
through  a  long,  winding  ]jassage,  over  vaults,  as  I  judged 
fniiTi  the  echoes  that  itsounded  under  our  feet.  At 
length  we  canic  to  another  staii'case,  and,  having  de- 
scended a  flight  of  stejis,  we  entered  a  hall,  where  the 
bandage  was"  removed  from  out  eyes.  We  found  our- 
selves in  a  cii-ele  of  venerable  old  men,  all  dreseed  in 
hlack;  the  hall  was  hung  i-ound  with  black  and  dimly 
lighted.  A  dead  silence  reigned  in  the  assembly,  whidi 
inspired  us  with  a  feeling  of  awe.  One  of  the  old  men, 
who  appeared  to  be  the  principal  Inquisitor,  ap])roached 
the  prince  with  a  solemn  countenance,  and  said,  pointing 
to  the  Venetian,  who  was  led  forward  :  — 

"Do  you  recognine  thin  man  as  the  s;ime  who  offended 
you  at  the  coffee-house  ?" 

"  I  ilo,"  answered  the  prince. 

Then  addressing  the  prisoner :  "  Is  this  the  same  per- 
son whom  you  meant  to  have  assassinated  to-night?" 

The  [iriNoner  replied,  "  Yes." 

In  the  same  instant  the  circle  opened,  and  we  saw  with 
horror  the  head  of  the  Venetian  severed  from  his  body. 
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'*Are  jou  content  with  this  satisfaction?"  said  the 
Inc|uisitor.  The  prince  had  fainted  in  the  arms  of  hJa 
attendants.  "Go,"  added  the  Inquisitor,  turning  to  me, 
with  a  terrible  voice,  '*  Go;  and  in  future  judge  less  has- 
tilyof  the  administration  of  justice  in  Venice.' 

Who  the  unknown  friend  was  wlio  had  thus  saved  us 
from  inevitable  death,  by  interposing  in  our  behalf  the 
active  arm  of  justice,  we  could  not  conjecture.  Filled 
with  terror  we  reached  our  hotel.    It  was  past  midnight. 

The  chamberl^n,  Z ,  was  waiting  anxiously  for  us  at 

the  door. 

"  How  fortunate  it  was  that  you  sent  us  a  message," 
said  he  to  the  prince,  as  he  lighted  us  up  the  staircase. 

"The  news  which  Baron  F soon  after  brought  us 

re8|>ecting  you  from  tlie  square  of  St.  Mark  would  other- 
wise have  given  us  the  greatest  uneasiness." 

"  I  sent  you  a  message  !  "  said  the  prince.  "  When  ?  I 
know  nothing  of  it." 

"  This  evening,  after  eight,  you  sent  us  word  that  we 
roiiKt  not  be  alarmed  if  you  should  come  home  later 
to-night  than  usual." 

The  prince  looked  at  me.  "Perhaps  you  have  taken 
this  precaution  without  mentioning  it  to  me." 

I  knew  nothing  of  it. 

"  It  must  be,  so,  however,"  replied  the  chamberlain, 
"since  here  is  your  repeating- watcli,  which  you  sent  me 
as  a  mark  of  authenticity." 

The  prince  put  liis  band  to  his  watch-] locket.  It  was 
empty,  and  ho  recognized  the  watch  which  the  chamber- 
lain held  as  his  own. 

"  Who  brought  it  ?  "  said  he,  in  amazement. 

"An  unknown  mask,  in  an  Armenian  dress,  who  disap- 
|>eared  immediately." 

We  stood  lookmg  at  each  other.  "  Wliat  do  you 
ihink  of  this?"  said  the  prince  at  last,  after  a  long 
sili-nce.     "I  have  a  secret  guai-dian  hero  in  Venice." 

The  friglitfnl  transaction  of  this  night  throw  the  prince 
into  a  fever,  which  confined  him  to  his  room  for  a  week. 
During  this  time  our  hotel  was  crowded  with  Venetians 
and  strangers,  who  visited  the  prince  from  a  deference  to 
his  newly- discovered  rank.     Tboy  vied  with  each  other 
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in  offers  of  service,  and  it  was  not  a  little  entertaining  to 
observe  that  the  last  visitor  eeldom  failed  to  hint  some 
suspicion  derogatory  to  the  character  of  the  preceding 
one.  Billets-doux  and  nostrums  poured  in  upon  us  from 
all  quarters.  Every  one  endeavored  to  recommend  him- 
self in  his  own  way.    Our  adventure  with  the  InquisidoD 

was  no  more  mentioned.    The  court  of ,  wishing  the 

prince  to  delay  his  departure  from  Venice  for  some  time, 
orders  were  sent  to  several  bankers  to  pay  him  consid- 
erable sums  of  money.  He  was  thus,  against  his  will, 
compelled  to  protract  his  residence  in  Ittuy ;  and  at  his 
request  I  also  resolved  to  postpone  my  departure  for 
some  time  longer. 

As  soon  as  the  prince  had  recovered  strength  enough 
to  quit  his  chamber  he  was  advised  by  his  physician  to 
take  an  airing  in  a  gondola  upon  the  Brenta,  for  the  ben- 
efit of  the  air,  to  which,  as  the  weather  was  serene,  he 
readilv  consented.  Just  as  the  prince  was  about  to  step 
into  the  boat  he  missed  the  key  of  a  little  chest  in  which 
some  very  valuable  papers  were  enclosed.  We  immedi- 
ately turned  back  to  search  for  it.  He  very  distinctly 
remembered  that  he  had  locked  the  chest  the  day  before, 
and  he  had  never  loft  the  room  in  the  interval.  As  our 
endeavors  to  find  it  proved  ineffectual,  we  were  obliged 
to  relinquish  the  search  in  order  to  avoid  being  too  late. 
The  prince,  whose  soul  was  above  suspicion,  gave  up  the 
key  as  lost,  and  desired  that  it  might  not  be  mentioned 
any  more. 

Our  little  voyage  was  exceedingly  delightful.  A  pic- 
turesque country,  which  at  every  winding  of  the  river 
seemed  to  increase  in  richness  and  beauty;  the  serenity 
of  the  sky,  which  fortned  a  May  day  in  the  middle  of 
February;  the  charming  gardens  and  elegant  country- 
seats  which  adorned  the  banks  of  the  Brenta;  the  ma- 
jestic city  of  Venice  behind  us,  with  its  lofty  spires,  and 
a  forest  of  masts,  rising  as  it  were  out  of  the  waves  ;  all 
this  afforded  us  one  of  the  most  splendid  prospects  in 
the  world.  We  wholly  abandoned  oHrselvea  to  the  en- 
chantment of  Nature  s  luxuriant  scenery ;  our  minds 
shared  the  hilarity  of  the  day;  even  the  prince  himself 
lost  his  wonted  gravity,  and  vied  with  ns  in  merry  jests 
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BDd  diversions.  On  landing  about  two  Italian  miles 
from  the  city  we  heard  the  Bound  of  eprightly  music ;  it 
came  from  a  small  village  at  a  little  distance  from  the 
Brenta,  where  there  was  at  that  lime  a  fair.  The  place 
was  crowded  with  company  of  every  description.  A  troop 
of  young  girls  and  hoys,  dressed  in  tliealrical  habits, 
welcomed  us  in  a  pantomimical  dance.  The  invention 
was  novel ;  animation  and  grace  attended  their  every 
movement.  Before  the  dance  was  quite  concluded  the 
principal  actress,  who  represented  a  ({ueen,  stopped  sud- 
denly, as  if  arrested  by  an  invisible  arm.  Herself  and 
those  around  her  were  motionless.  The  music  ceased. 
The  assembly  was  silent.  Mot  a  breath  was  to  be  heard, 
and  the  queen  stood  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground  in 
deep  abstraction.  On  a  sudden  she  started  from  her 
reverie  with  the  fury  of  one  inspired,  and  looked  wildly 
around  her.  "A  king  is  among  ub,"  she  exclaimed,  tak- 
ing her  crown  from  her  head,  and  laying  it  at  the  feet  of 
the  prince.  Every  one  present  cast  tlicir  eyes  upon  liim, 
and  doubled  for  some  time  whether  there  was  any  mean- 
ing in  this  farce;  so  much  were  ihcy  deceived  by  the 
impressive  seriousness  of  tlic  actress.  This  silence  was 
at  length  bi-oken  by  a  general  cln])ping  of  hands,  iis  a 
mark  of  approbation.  I  looked  at  the  prince.  I  noticed 
that  he  appeared  not  a  little  disconcerted,  and  endeav- 
ored to  escape  the  inquisitive  glances  of  tlie  sjicctatorK. 
He  threw  money  to  the  players,  and  hastened  to  c.\lricate 
himself  from  the  crowd. 

We  had  advanced  but  a  few  steps  when  a  venerable 
barefooted  friar,  pressing  througli  the  crowd,  [il-icLfl 
himself  in  the  prince's  path.  "My  lord,"  said  he,  "give 
the  holy  Virgin  part  of  your  gold.  You  will  want  her 
prayers."  He  uttered  these  words  in  a  tone  of  voice 
which  startled  us  extremely,  and  then  disappeared  in  the 
throng. 

In  the  meantime  our  company  had  inci-eased.  An 
English  lord,  whom  the  prince  had  seen  before  iit  Nice, 
some  merchants  of  Leghorn,  a  German  prebeiiilrny,  a 
French  abbe  with  some  ladies,  aud  a  Russian  officer, 
attached  themselves  to  our  party.  The  physiogiioTny  of 
the  latter  bad  somctliing  so  uncommon  as  to  attract  our 


THE   OHORT-SEBR. 


particular  ni.lention.  Never  in  my  life  AiA  I  see  Bach 
v;irio[tH  featuix's  and  flo  little  exprension ;  bo  moch  attract- 
ive liencvolenco  ant)  such  forbidding  coldness  in  the 
same  face.  Kach  pattsion  seemed  by  turns  to  have  exer- 
cised its  ravages  on  It,  and  to  have  successively  abftDdoucd 
it.  Nothing  remained  but  tlic  calm,  piercing  look  of  a 
person  doeply  skilled  in  the  knowledge  of  mankind ;  but 
It  was  a  look  that  abashed  every  one  on  whom  it  was 
directed.  This  extraordinary  man  followed  us  at  a  dis- 
tance, and  seemed  apparently  to  take  but  little  interest  in 
what  was  passing. 

We  came  to  a  booth  where  there  was  a  lottery.  The 
ladies  Iraught  shares.  We  followed  their  example,  and 
the  prince  himself  jiurcliascd  a  ticket.  He  won  a  snuff- 
box. As  he  ojiened  it  I  saw  him  turn  pale  and  start 
back.     It  contained  his  lost  key. 

"  IIow  is  tills  ?  "  said  he  to  me,  as  we  were  left  for  a 
moment  alone.  "A  superior  power  attends  me,  omni- 
scietice  surrounds  ine.  Ah  invisible  being,  whom  I  can- 
not csenpe,  watches  over  my  steps.  I  must  seek  for  the 
Armenian,  and  obtain  an  explanation  from  him." 

Tlie  sun  was  setting  when  we  arrived  at  the  pleasnro- 
liouse,  where  a  supper  had  been  prepared  for  us.  The 
luincu's  name  had  au^ented  our  company  to  sixteen. 
Ilesides  the  above-mentioned  persons  there  was  a  virtuoso 
from  Hume,  several  Swiss  gentlemen,  and  an  .adventurer 
from  Palermo  in  regimentals,  who  gave  himself  out  for  a 
captain.  We  resolved  to  spend  the  evening  where  we 
were,  and  to  return  homo  by  torchlight.  The  conversa- 
tion at  tjible  was  lively.  The  prince  could  not  forlwar 
rulatinj,'  his  ailvontnro  of  the  key,  which  excited  general 
astonii^hrncnt.  A  warm  dispute  on  the  subject  presently 
took  place.  Moat  of  the  company  positively  maintained 
that  the  pretended  occult  sciences  were  nothing  better  than 
juggling  trii;ks.  The  French  abbo,  who  had  drank  rather 
too  much  wine,  challeiigcil  the  whole  tribe  of  ghosts,  the 
English  lord  uttered  lilaspheniies,  and  the  musician  made 
a  cross  to  exorclHC  the  devil.  Some  few  of  the  company, 
amongst  whom  w.ns  the  iii'ince,  contended  that  opinions 
respoctiTig  such  matters  ought  to  be  kept  to  oneself.  In 
I  the  Ivussian   officer  discoursed   with  the 
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ladies,  sii<]  did  not  seem  to  pay  attention  to  any  part  of 
conversAtion.  In  the  heat  of  the  dispute  no  one  observed 
that  tiie  SioiliaQ  had  left  the  room.  In  less  than  half  an 
hour  he  returned  wrapped  in  a  cloak,  and  placed  himself 
behind  the  chair  of  the  Frenchman.  "A  few  moments 
ago,"  said  he,  "  you  had  the  temerity  to  challenge  the 
whole  tribe  of  ghosts.  Would  you  wish  to  make  a  trial 
with  one  of  them  ?*' 

"I  will,"  answered  the  abbe,  "if  you  will  take  upon 
yourself  to  introduce  one," 

"That  I  am  ready  to  do,"  replied  the  Sicilian,  turning 
to  us,  "  as  soon  as  these  ladies  and  gentlemen  have  left  us. 

"Why  only  then?"  exclaimed  the  Englishman.  "A 
courageous  ghost  will  surely  not  be  afraid  of  a  cheerful 
company." 

"  I  would  not  answer  for  the  consequences,"  said  the 
Sicilian. 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  no ! "  cried  the  laiiies,  starting 
affrighted  from  their  chairs. 

"  Call  your  ghost,"  said  the  alilie.  In  a  tone  of  defiance, 
"lull  warn  him  beforehand  that  there  are  Khar|i-|MHnted 
ive.-tpons  here."  At  the  same  time  he  asked  one  of  the 
company  for  a  sword. 

"  If  you  preserve  the  same  intention  in  his  prt'seiicc," 
answered  the  Sicilian,  coolly,  '*  you  may  then  ai'l  as  ymi 
please."  He  then  turned  towards  the  prince;  "  Vour 
highness,"  said  be,  "asserts  that  your  key  has  been  in 
the  hands  of  a  stranger;  can  you  conjecture  in  whose?" 

"  Have  you  no  suspicion  ?  " 

"  It  certainly  occurred  to  mc  that " 

"  Should  you  know  the  person  if  you  saw  hini  ?  " 

*'  Undoubtedly." 

The  Sicilian,  throwing  back  his  cloak,  took  nut  a 
lool[ing-glas8  and  held  it  before  tlic  prince.  "Is  this  the 
man  ?  " 

The  prince  drew  back  with  affright. 

"  Whom  have  you  seen?"  I  inquired. 

"  The  Armenian," 
.  The   Sicilian    concealed    bis   looking-glass   under  his 
cloak. 
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"  Ib  it  the  persoD  whom  yoa  thought  of  ?  "  demanded 
the  whole  company. 

"TheMme.'' 

A  etiddeD  change  manifested  itself  on  every  face ;  no 
more  laughter  was  to  be  heard.  All  eyes  were  fired  with 
curiosity  on  the  Sicilian. 

"  Monsieur  I'Abbfi !  The  matter  grows  serious,"  said 
the  Englishman.  "I  advise  you  to  think  of  beating  a 
retreat. 

"The  fellow  is  in  league  with  the  devil,"  exclaimed  the 
Frenchman,  and  rushed  out  of  the  house.  The  ladies  ran 
shrieking  from  the  room.  The  virtuoso  followed  them. 
The  German  prebendary  was  snoring  in  a  chair.  The 
Russian  officer  continued  sitting  in  his  place  as  before, 
perfectly  indifferent  to  what  was  passing. 

"Perhaps  your  attention  was  only  to  raise  a  langh  at 
the  oxpcnac  of  that  boaster,"  said  the  prince,  after  they 
were  gone,  "  or  would  you  indeed  fulfil  your  promise  to 
us?" 

"It  is  tnie,"  replied  the  Sicilian;  "I  was  bnt  jesting 
with  the  abb^.  I  took  him  at  his  word,  because  I  knew 
very  well  that  the  coward  would  not  suffer  me  to  proceed 
to  extremities.  The  matter  itself  is,  however,  too  serious 
to  serve  merely  as  a  jest." 

"  You  grant,  then,  that  it  is  in  your  power?" 

The  sorcerer  maintained  a  long  silence,  and  kept 
his  look  fixed  steadily  on  the  prince,  as  if  to  esamine 
him. 

"  It  is ! "  answered  ho  at  last. 

The  prince's  curiosity  was  now  raised  to  the  highest 
pitch.  A  fondness  for  the  marvellous  had  ever  been  his 
prevailing  weakness.  His  improved  understanding  and 
a  proper  course  of  reading  had  for  some  time  dissipated 
every  idea  of  this  kind ;  but  the  appearance  of  the 
Armenian  had  revived  them.  He  stepped  aside  with 
the  Sicilian,  and  I  heard  them  in  very  earnest  con- 
versation. 

"  You  see  in  me,"  said  the  prince,  "  a  man  who  bums 
with  impatience  to  be  convinced  on  this  momentous  sub- 
ject, I  would  embrace  as  a  benefactor,  I  would  cherish  ■ 
as  my  best  friend  him  who  could  dissipate  my  doubts 
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snd  remove  the  veil  from  my  eyes.  Would  you  render 
me  this  important  aerrice?" 

"What  IB  your  request!"  inquired  the  Sicilian,  hesi- 
tating. 

"tor  the  present  I  only  b^  some  proof  of  your  art. 
I^et  me  see  an  apparition." 

"  To  what  will  this  lead  ?." 

"After  a  more  intimate  acquaintance  with  me  you 
may  be  able  to  judge  whether  I  deserve  further  in- 
stmction." 

"  I  have  the  greatest  esteem  for  your  highness,  gracious 
prince.  A  secret  power  in  your  countenance,  of  wJiidi  you 
yourself  are  as  yet  ignorant,  drew  me  at  first  sight  irre- 
sistibly towards  you.  You  are  more  powerful  than  you 
are  yourself  awar^.  You  may  command  me  to  the  utmost 
extent  of  my  power,  but " 

"Tlien  let  me  see  an  apparition," 

"But  I  must  first  be  certain  that  you  do  not  require  it 
from  mere  curiosity.  Though  the  inviHible  powers  are  in 
some  degree  at  my  command,  it  is  on  the  sacred  condition 
that  I  do  not  abuse  my  authority." 

"My  intentions  are  most  pure.     I  want  truth." 

They  left  their  places,  and  removed  to  a  distant  win- 
dow, where  I  could  no  longer  hear  them.  The  Englisli 
lord,  who  Iiad  likewise  overheard  this  conversation,  took 
me  aside.  "  Yonr  prince  has  a  noble  mind.  1  iitii  Norry 
for  him.  1  will  pledge  my  salvation  that  he  has  to  do 
with  a  rascal." 

"Everything  depends  on  the  manner  in  which  the 
sorcerer  will  extricate  himself  from  this  business." 

"Listen  to  me.  The  poor  devil  is  now  pretendini;  to 
be  scrupulous.  He  will  not  show  his  tricks  unless  lie 
hears  the  sound  of  gold.  There  are  nine  of  us.  Let  us 
make  a  collection.  That  will  spoil  his  scheme,  and  per- 
haps open  the  eyes  of  the  prince." 

"I  am  content."  The  Englishman  throw  six  guineas 
u|K>n  a  plate,  and  went  round  gathering  subscriptions. 
Kach  of  us  contributed  some  louis-tl'ors.  The  Russian 
officer  was  particularly  pleased  with  our  proposal ;  he  laid 
a  bank-note  of  one  hundred  zechins  on  the  plate,  a  piece 
of   extravagance   which   startled    the  Englishman.     We 
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brought  the  collection  to  the  prince.  "  Be  bo  kincl,"  aajA 
tlie  Lnglish  Ion],  "  as  to  entreat  this  geotleinan  in  our 
names  to  let  uh  see  a  specimen  of  his  art,  and  to  accept 
of  this  aniail  token  of  our  gratitude."  The  prince  added 
a  ring  of  value,  and  offered  the  whole  to  the  Sicilian. 
He  hesitated  a  few  niomcnl^.  "Gentlemen,"  answered 
he,  "  I  am  humbled  by  this  generosity,  but  I  yield  to 
your  request.  Your  wishes  shall  be  gratified."  At  the 
same  time  he  rang  the  bell.  "  As  for  this  money,"  con- 
tinued lie,  "  to  which  I  have  no  right  myself,  permit  me 
to  send  it  to  the  next  monastery  to  be  applied  to  pious 
uses.  !  shall  only  keep  this  ring  as  a  precious  nieraoriat 
of  the  worthiest  of  princes." 

Here  the  landlord  entered;  and  the  Sicilian  handed 
him  oyer  the  money.  "  He  is  a  raecal'not withstanding," 
whispiired  the  Englisliiiian  to  nie,  "He  refuses  the 
money  because  at  present  his  designs  arc  chiefly  on  the 
prince." 

"  Whom  do  you  wish  to  see  ?  "  asked  the  sorcerer. 

The  prince  considered  for  a  moment.  "  We  may  as 
well  Imve  a  great  man  at  once,"  said  the  Englishman. 
"  Ask  for  Pojie  OanganelH.  It  can  make  no  difference  to 
this  gentleman." 

The  Sicilian  bit  his  lips.  "  I  dare  not  call  one  of  the 
Ijord's  anointed." 

"That  Is  a  pity  !"  replied  the  English  lord  ;  "perhaps 
we  might  have  beard  irom  bim  what  disorder  he  died 
of." 

"The  Marquis  de  Lanoy,"  began  the  prince,  "was  a 
French  brigadier  in  the  late  war,  and  my  mnst  intimate 
friend.  Having  received  a  mortal  wound  in  the  battle  of 
Hastinbcck,  he  was  carried  to  my  tent,  where  he  soon 
after  died  in  my  arms.  In  bis  last  ngony  he  made  a  sign 
for  me  to  approaoh,  " '  Prince,'  said  lie  to  me, '  I  shall 
never  again  behold  my  native  land.  I  must,  therefore, 
acquaint  yon  with  a  secret  known  to  none  hnt  myself. 

In  a  convent  on  the  frontiers  of  Flanders  lives  a ,' 

He  expired.  Death  out  short  the  thread  of  bis  discourse. 
I  wish  to  see  my  friend  to  hoar  the  remainder." 

"You  ask  much,"  exclaimed  the  Englishman,  with  an 
oath.     "  1  proclaim  you  the  greatest  sorcerer  on  earth  if 
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yon  can  solve  this  problem,"  continued  he,  taming  to  tlie 
Sicilian.  We  admired  the  wise  clioice  of  the  prince,  and 
unanimously  gave  our  approval  to  the  proposition.  In 
the  meantiitie  the  sorcerer  paced  up  and  down  the  room 
with  hasty  steps,  apparently  struggling  with  himself. 

"This  was  all  tbat  the  dying  marquis  communicated 
to  you?" 

"It  is  all." 

"Did  you  make  no  further  inquiries  about  the  matter 
in  his  native  country?" 

"  I  did,  but  they  all  proved  fruitless." 

"  Had  the  lUarquis  de  Lanoy  led  an  irreproachable 
life?     I  dare  not  call  up  every  Bhade  indiscriminately." 

"  He  died,  repenting  the  excesses  of  his  youth." 

"Do  you  carry  with  you  any  token  of  liis!" 

"I  do."  (The  prince  had  really  a  snuff-box  with  tlie 
marquis'  portrait  enaniclied  in  miniature  on  the  lid, 
which  he  ha<l  placed  iijion  the  table  near  his  plate  during 
the  time  of  supper.) 

"I  do  not  want  to  know  what  it  is.  If  you  will  leave 
mc;  you  shall  sec  the  deceased," 

lie  requested  ua  to  wait  in  the  oilier  pavilion  until  he 
hhould  call  us.  At  the  s.ime  lime  he  caused  all  the  furni- 
tnre  to  Ije  removed  from  the  room,  the  windows  to  he 
taken  out,  and  the  shutters  to  be  bolted.  lie  ordei-cd  the 
innkeeper,  with  whom  he  appeared  to  be  intimately  con- 
nected, to  bring  a  vessel  with  burning  coals,  and  carefully 
to  extinguish  every  fire  in  the  house.  Previous  to  inir 
leaving  tlie  room  he  obliged  us  separately  to  pledge  our 
iu.nor  thai  we  would  maintain  an  everlasting  sib-nce 
respcctuig  everything  we  should  sec  and  hear.  All  the 
doors  of  the  pavilion  we  were  in  were  bolted  behind  us 
when  we  left  it. 

It  was  past  eleven,  and  a  dead  silence  reigned  tbrough- 
OMt  the  whole  house.  As  we  were  retiring  from  the 
Kaloon  the  Kussian  officer  asked  me  whether  we  bad 
loadetl  pistols.  "For  what  purpose?"  asked  I.  "They 
may  possibly  be  of  some  use,  replied  be.  "Wait  a 
moment.     I  will  jirovide  some."     lie  went  away.     The 

Baron    F and  I  opened  a  window  opposite  the   )pa- 

Tiliou  we  had  left.  ■  We  fancied  we  heard  two  persons 
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whispering  to  each  otlier,  and  a  noUe  like  that  of  a  ladder 
applied  to  one  of  the  windows.  This  was,  however,  a 
mere  conjecture,  and  I  did  not  dare  affirm  it  as  afact.  The 
Itussiun  officer  came  back  with  a  brace  of  pigtolH,  after 
liaving  been  absent  about  lialf  an  hour.  We  saw  him 
load  them  with  powder  and  ball.  It  was  almost  two 
o'clock  in  the  morning  when  the  sorcerer  came  and  an- 
nounced that  all  was  prepared.  Before  we  entered  the 
room  he  desired  us  to  take  off  our  shoes,  and  to  appear 
in  our  shirts,  stockings,  and  under^rments.  He  bolted 
the  doors  after  us  as  before. 

We  found  in  the  middle  of  the  room  a  large,  black 
circle,  drawn  with  charcoal,  the  space  within  which  was 
capable  of  containing  us  all  very  easily.  The  jilanks  of 
the  chamber  floor  next  to  the  wall  were  taken  up  all 
round  the  room,  so  that  we  stood  as  it  were  upon  an 
island.  An  altar  covered  with  black  cloth  w.<w  placed  in 
the  centre  upon  a  carpet  of  red  satin.  A  Chaldce  Bible 
was  laid  open,  together  with  a  sknll ;  and  a  silver  crucifix 
was  fastened  upon  the  altar.  Instead  of  candles  some 
spirits  of  wine  were  burning  in  a  silver  vessel.  A  thick 
smoke  of  frankincense  darkened  the  room  and  almost 
extinguished  the  lights.  The  sorcerer  was  undressed 
like  ourselves,  but  barefooted;  about  his  bare  neck  be 
wore  an  amulet,*  HUS|>ended  by  a  chain  of  human  hair; 
round  his  middle  was  a  white  apron  marked  with  cabal- 
istic characters  and  symbolical  figures.  He  desired  us 
to  join  hands  and  to  observe  profound  silence;  above 
all  be  ordered  us  not  to  ask  tho  apparition  any  question. 
He  desired  the  Englishman  and  myself,  whom  he  seemed 
to  distruBt  the  most,  constantly  to  hold  two  naked  swords 
croasways  An  inch  above  his  head  as  long  as  the  conjura- 


t'^,:^^ 


«iged  In 


..    — „,_ , ir  order  Mid  engraved 

III  mwd,  mill  Horn  aboai  tlie  nei^k  or  wime  oihtr  [uri  or  ttat  body.    At 

niieratltious  ccrcinnnieB.  greBt  regard  l>«lng  iisunliy  paid  to  the  Influence  ot 
Oie  «lnr-,    Tli"  AraWaiii  KayB  giyen  lo  lliln  Bj-riea  of  sniuleti  Iha  niime  0( 

■DpeiBtUlom  In  Ihe  iu«  i>[  them  lo  ilHvu  any  iliiicaKit ;  and  wen  amoiigit 
the  ChrlitUn"  of  tha  ™rly  ilnipa  amaleta  were  nindi!  ut  tlie  wood  of  tlie  croM 
or  ribbouj,  wiUi  a  text  ol  Suri]i(un  wriiten  on  tlwm,  an  preserratlTei  agaliiM 
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tion  should  last.  We  formed  a  hnlf-moon  round  liim'; 
tlie  RusBian  officer  plact^d  himself  close  to  the  EnglJsIi 
lord,  suid  was  tlie  nearest  to  the  altar.  The  sorcerer  stood 
upon  the  sntin  c.irpct  with  bis  face  turned  to  the  east. 
He  sprinkled  lioly  water  in  tlie  direction  of  the  four  car- 
dinal points  of  the  compass,  and  bowed  three  times  before 
the  Bible.  The  formula  of  the  conjuration,  of  whicli  we 
did  not  uDderstand  a  word,  lasted  for  the  spaco  of  seven 
or  eight  minutes,  at  the  end  of  which  he  made  a  sign  to 
those  who  stood  close  behind  to  seize  bim  firmly  by  the 
hair.  Amid  the  most  violent  convulsions  he  called  the 
deceased  three  times  by  his  name,  and  the  third  time  be 
stretched  forth  his  hand  towards  the  crucifix. 

On  a  sudden  we  all  felt  at  the  same  instant  a  stroke  as 
of  a  flash  of  lightuiug,  so  powerful  that  it  obliged  us  to 
quit  each  other's  hands;  a  terrible  thunder  nhouk  the 
house ;  the  locks  jarred ;  the  doors  creaked ;  tho  cover 
of  the  silver  box  fell  down  and  extinguished  the  light; 
and  on  the  opposite  wall  over  the  cbimncy-im'cc  a]ipeareil 
a  human  figure  in  a  bloody  shirt,  with  the  p;ileiiess  of 
death  on  its  countenance. 

"Who  calls  me?"  said  a  hollow,  hardly   intelligibli- 

"Thy  friend,"  answered  Ibe  sorcerer,  "who  r<'s|ic<'is 
thv  memory,  and  prays  for  thy  soul."  He  narnod  the 
pnnee. 

Tlie  answers  of  the  apparition  were  always  given  at 
very  long  intervals. 

"What  docs  he  want  with  mcV"  continued  Ibe  voice. 

"Ho  wants  to  hear  the  remainder  of  the  confession 
which  tbou  hadst  bcgiiii  to  iin]iart  to  bim  in  thy  dying 
hour,  but  did  not  finisti." 

"In  a  convent  on  tbo  frontiers  of  Flanders  lives  a ." 

The  house  again  tremlilcd  ;  a  dre.adfid  lliundi>r  rolIiMl ; 
a  flawb  of  lightning  illuminated  the  room ;  the  doors  Hew 
open,  and  another  human  figure,  bloody  and  ].ale  as  the 
first,  but  more  terrible,  appeared  on  Ihe  threshold.  The 
spirit  in  the  box  began  to  burn  again  by  itself,  and  the 
hall  vt-as  light  as  before. 

"Who  is  amongst  us?"  oxcl.iimed  the  sorcerer,  terri- 
fied, casting  a  look  of  horror  on  the  asseinblnge  ;  "  I  did 


not  want  thee."  The  figure  advanced  with  noiseleaa  and 
majestic  steps  directly  up  to  the  altar,  stood  on  the  satin 
carpet  over  against  us,  and  touched  the  crucifix.  The 
first  apparition  was  seen  no  more. 

"Who  calls  raef "  demanded  the  second  apparition. 

Tlie  sorcerer  began  to  tremble.  Terror  and  amaKment 
kept  us  motiouIesB  for  some  time.  I  seised  a  pistol. 
The  sorcerer  snatched  it  out  of  my  hand,  and  fired  it  at 
the  apparition.  The  ball  rolled  slowly  upon  the  altar, 
and  the  figure  emerged  unaltered  from  the  smoke.  The 
sorcerer  fell  senseless  on  the  eronnd. 

"What  is  thisf"  exclaimed  the  Englishman,  in  aston- 
ishment, aiming  a  blow  at  the  ghost  with  a  sword.  The 
figure  touched  his  arm,  and  the  weapon  fell  to  the  ground. 
The  perspiration  stood  on  my  brow  with  horror.    Baron 

F afterwards  confessed    to  me  that  he  had  prayed 

silently. 

During  all  this  time  the  prince  stood  fearlees  and  tran- 
quil, his  eyes  riveted  on  the  second  apparition.  "  Yes,  I 
know  thee,"  said  he  at  length,  with  emotion ;  "thon  art 
r^noy ;  thou  art  ray  friend.     Whence  cnniest  thou  ?  " 

"  Lternlly  is  mute.     Ask  me  concerning  my  past  life." 

"Who  is  it  that  lives  in  the  convent  which  thou  men- 
tionedst  to  me  in  thy  last  moments?" 

"  My  daughter." 

"  How  ?    Hast  thou  been  a  fatlier  ?  " 

"  Woe  is  me  that  I  was  not," 

"Art  thou  not  happy,  Lanoy?" 

"God  has  judged." 

"  Can  I  render  thee  any  further  service  in  this  world?" 

"  None  but  to  think  of  thyself." 

"How  must  I  do  that?" 

"Thou  wilt  learn  at  Rome." 

The  thunder  again  rolled ;  a  black  cloud  of  smoke 
filled  the  room;  when  it  had  dispersed  the  figure  wsk  ho 
longer  visible.  I  forced  open  one  of  the  wmdow  shut- 
ters.    It  was  daylijrlit. 

The  sorcerer  now  recovered  from  his  swoon.  "Where 
are  we?"  asked  he,  si^cinti  the  daylight. 

The  Russian  officer  Ktood  close  beside  him,  and  looked 
over  his  shoulder.     "Juggler,"  said    he    to  him,  with  a 
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terrible  countenance,  "thou  abalt  summon  no  more 
ghoets." 

The  Sicilian  turned  TOund,  looked  steadfastly  in  his 
face,  uttered  a  loud  shriek,  and  threw  himself  at  his  feet. 

We  looked  all  at  once  at  the  pretended  Russian.  The 
prince  instantly  recognized  the  features  of  the  Armenian, 
and  the  words  he  was  about  to  utter  expired  on  his 
tongue.  We  were  all  as  it  were  petrified  witli  fear  and 
araaEement.  Silent  anil  motionless,  our  eyes  were  fixed 
OD  this  mysterious  being,  who  beheld  us  with  a  calm  but 
penetrating  look  of  grandeur  and  superiority.  A  minute 
elapsed  in  this  awful  silence ;  another  succeeded ;  not  a 
breath  was  to  be  heard. 

A  violent  battering  against  the  door  roused  us  at  last 
from  this  stupor.  The  door  fell  in  pieces  into  the  room, 
and  several  officers  of  justice,  with  a  guard,  rushed  in. 
"Here  they  are,  all  together,"  said  the  leailer  to  his  fol- 
lowers. Then  addressing  himself  to  ua,  "  In  the  name  of 
the  government,"  continued  he,  "  I  arrest  you."  Wi;  hud 
no  time  to  recollect  our.ielvea;  in  a  few  moments  we 
were  surrounded.  The  Russian  officer,  whom  I  shall 
again  call  the  Armenian,  took  the  chief  officer  aside,  and, 
as  far  as  I  in  my  confusion  could  notice,  I  observed  him 
whisper  a  few  words  to  the  latter,  and  show  him  a  written 
paper.  The  officer,  bowing  respectfully,  immediately 
ijuitted  him,  turned  to  us,  ami  taking  oft  his  hat,  saiii : 
"(Tentlemen,  I  humbly  beg  your  pardon  for  having  con- 
founded you  with  this  impostor.  1  shall  not  inquire  who 
you  are,  as  this  gentleman  assures  me  you  are  men  of 
honor."  At  the  same  time  he  gave  his  comiiauions  a 
sign  to  leave  us  at  liberty.  He  ordered  the  Siciliun  lo 
be  bound  and  strictly  guarded.  "The  fellow  is  ripe  fur 
punishment,"  added  he;  "we  have  been  searching  for 
him  these  seven  months." 

The  wretched  sorcerer  was  really  an  ohjoot  of  jiity. 
The  terror  caused  by  the  second  apparition,  anil  liy  this 
uucxjMJCted  arrest,  had  together  overpowered  his  senses. 
Helpless  as  a  child,  he  suffered  himself  to  be  hound  wiih- 
out  resistance.  His  eyes  were  wide  open  and  immov- 
able; hia  face  was  pale  as  death;  his  lips  (juivered  con- 
rahiively,  but  he  was  unable  to  utter  a  sound.     Every 
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moment  we  expected  he  would  fall  into  s  fit.  The 
prince  was  moved  by  the  situation  in  which  he  saw  him. 
He  undertook  to  procure  hia  discharge  from  the  leader 
of  the  police,  to  whom  he  discovered  hia  rimk.  "Do  yon 
know,  gracious  prince,"  said  the  officer,  "for  whom  your 
highness  is  bo  generously  interceding?  The  juggling 
tricks  by  which  he  endeavored  to  deceive  you  are  the 
least  of  his  crimes.  We  have  secured  his  accomplices ; 
they  depose  terrible  facts  against  him.  He  may  think 
himself  fortunate  if  he  is  only  jiunished  with  the  galleys." 

In  the  meantime  we  saw  the  innkeeper  and  his  family 
led  bound  through  the  yard.  "This  man,  too? "said  the 
prince;  "and  what  is  his  crime?" 

"He  was  his  comrade  and  accomplice,"  answered  the 
officer.  "He  assisted  him  in  his  deceptions  and  robberies, 
and  shared  the  booty  with  him.  Your  highness  shall  be 
convinced  of  it  presently.  Search  the  house,"  continued 
he,  turning  to  his  followers,  "  and  bring  me  immediate 
notice  of  what  you  find." 

The  ]>rince  looked  around  for  the  Armenian,  but  he 
had  disaiipoared.  In  the  confusion  occasioned  by  the 
arrival  of  the  watch  he  had  found  means  to  steal  away 
unperceived.  The  prince  was  inconsolable;  ho  declared 
he  would  send  all  Ins  servants,  and  would  himself  go  in 
search  of  this  mysterious  man ;  an<1  he  wished  niP  to  go 
with  him.  I  hastened  to  the  window;  the  house  was 
surrounded  hy  a  groat  number  of  idlers,  whom  the  ac- 
count of  this,  event  hail  attracted  to  the  spot.  It  was 
impossible  to  get  through  the  crowd.  I  rcproscntefl  this 
to  the  prince.  "  If,"  said  I,  "it  is  the  Armenian's  inten- 
tion to  conceal  himself  from  us,  he  is  doubtless  better 
acquainted  with  the  intricacies  of  the  pl.ice  th.an  we,  and 
all  our  inquiries  would  prove  fruitless.  Let  us  rather 
remain  here  a  little  longer,  gracious  prince,"  .added  I. 
"  This  officer,  to  whom,  if  I  observed  right,  he  discovered 
hituself,  may  perhaps  give  us  some  information  respecting 

We  row  for  the  first  time  recollected  that  we  were 
still  undressed.  Wc  b.isienod  to  the  other  pavilion  and 
put  on  our  clothes  as  quickly  as  possible.  When  we 
returned  they  had  finished  searching  tlie  house. 
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On  removing  the  altar  and  some  of  the  boards  of  the 
floor  a  Bpa<;iouB  vault  was  discovered.  It  was  Jiigh 
enongh,  fur  a  mau  might  eit  upright  in  it  with  ease,  and 
was  separated  from  tlie  cellar  Ity  a  door  and  a  narrow 
staircase.  In  this  vault  they  found  an  eleutrical  machine, 
a  clock,  and  a  little  silver  bell,  which,  as  well  as  the 
electrical  inacliine,  was  in  communication  with  the  altar 
and  the  crucifix  that  was  fastened  upon  it.  A  hole  had 
been  made  in  the  window-shutter  opposite  the  chimney, 
which  opened  and  shut  with  a  slide.  In  this  hole,  .ib  we 
learnt  afterwards,  was  Used  a  magic  lantern,  from  which 
the  figure  of  the  ghost  had  been  reflected  on  the  op]>oeitc 
wall,  over  the  chimney.  From  the  garret  and  the  cellar 
they  brought  several  drums,  to  which  large  leaden  bullets 
were  fastened  by  strings;  these  had  piobably  been  used 
to  imitate  the  roaring  of  thunder  which  wc  had  heard. 

On  searching  the  yicilian's  clothes  they  found,  in  a 
case,  different  jjowdcrs,  genuine  mercury  in  vials  and 
boxes,  phosphorus  in  a  glass  bottle,  and  a  ring,  which  we- 
immediately  knew  to  be  magnetic,  Iweause  it  adhered  to 
a  steel  button  that  by  accident  had  been  jilaced  near  it. 
In  bis  coat-j)ockets  were  found  a  rosary,  a  Jew's  Inard, 
a  daj^er,  and  a  brace  of  pocket-pistols.  "Let  us  bcc 
whether  they  are  loaded,"  said  one  of  the  watch,  and 
fired  up  the  chimney. 

"  Jesus  Maria !  "  cried  a  hollow  voice,  which  we  knew 
to  be  that  of  the  first  apparition,  and  at  tlie  same  instant 
a  bleeding  person  came  tumbling  down  the  cliimnev. 
"What!  not  yet  laid,  poor  gliosl !"  cried  the  EngliKh- 
man,  wliiJe  we  started  back  in  affright.  "Home  to  tiiy 
grave.  Thou  hast  appeared  what  thou  wert  not ;  now 
thou  wilt  become  what  thou  didst  but  seem." 

"Jesus  Maria  !  I  am  wounded,"  repeated  the  man  in 
the  ehimnev.  The  ball  had  fractured  his  right  leg.  Care 
was  immediately  taken  to  have  the  wound  dresseil. 

"But  who  aft  thouV"  said  the  Englioh  lord;  "and 
what  evil  spirit  brought  thee  licre?" 

"  I  am  a  poor  mendicant  friar,"  answered  the  wounded 
man;  "a  strange  geotleman  gave  me  a  zechin  to  " 

"Repeat  a  speech.  And  why  didst  thou  not  witlidraw 
as  soon  as  thy  task  was  finished  ?" 


28  THE   OHOST-SEER. 

napped,  or  had  voluntarily  absented  himself,  was  a  secret 
to  every  one.  The  last  supposition  was  extremely  im- 
]irobable,  »s  his  conduct  had  always  been  quiet  and 
regular,  aiid  nolwdy  bad  ever  found  fault  with  him.  All 
that  bis  conipanions  could  recollect  was  that  he  had  been 
for  some  Jinie  very  melancbolY,  and  that,  whenever  he 
had  a  moment's  leisure,  he  used  to  visit  a  certain  monas- 
tery in  the  Giudccea,  where  he  had  formed  an  acquaint- 
ance with  some  monks.  This  induced  us  to  suppose  that 
be  might  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  priests  and 
had  been  persuaded  to  turn  Catholic ;  and  as  the  prince 
was  very  tolerant,  or  rather  indifferent  about  matters  of 
this  kind,  and  the  few  inquiries  he  caused  to  be  made 
proved  unsuccessful,  he  gave  up  the  search.  He,  how- 
ever, regretted  the  loss  of  this  man,  who  had  constantly 
attended  him  in  his  campaigns,  had  always  been  faithfully 
attached  to  him,  and  whom  it  was  therefore  dlflicult  to 
replace  in  a  foreign  country,  llie  very  same  day  the 
prince's  banker,  whom  ho  had  commissioned  to  provide 
liini  with  another  servant,  was  announced  at  the  moment 
we  were  going  out.  Ho  jiresented  to  the  prince  a 
middle-aged  man,  well-dressed,  and  of  good  appearance, 
who  had  Decn  for  a  long  time  secretary  to  a  procurator, 
sjioke  French  and  a  little  German,  and  was  besides  fur- 
nished with  Ihe  best  recommendations.  The  prince  was 
pleased  with  the  man's  physiognomy ;  and  as  he  declared 
that  he  would  be  satisfied  with  such  wages  as  his  service 
should  be  found  to  merit,  the  prince  engaged  him  imme- 
diately. 

Wo  found  the  Sicilian  in  a  private  prison  where,  as  the 
officer  assured  us,  ho  ha<l  been  lodged  for  the  present,  to 
accommodate  the  prince,  before  being  removed  to  the 
lead  roots,  to  which  tliere  is  no  access.  These  lead  roofs 
are  the  most  terrible  prisons  in  Venice.  They  are  situated 
on  the  top  of  the  p.ilacu  of  St.  Mark,  and  the  miserable 
criminals  suffer  so  dreadfully  from  the  heat  of  the  leads 
occasioned  by  the  heat  of  the  burning  rays  of  the  sun 
descending  directly  upon  them  that  they  frequently 
become  delirious.  The  Sicilian  had  recovered  from  his 
yesterday's  terror,  and  rose  respectfully  on  seeing  the 
prince  enter.     He  bad  fetters  on  one  hand  and  on  one 
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lee,  bat  was  able  to  walk  about  the  room  at  liberty. 
Tte  sentinel  at  the  door  withdrew  as  noon  as  wo  h^l 
entered. 

"  I  come,"  aaid  the  prince,  "  to  request  an  explanation 
of  you  on  two  subjects.  You  owe  me  the  one,  and  it 
shul  not  be  to  youi'  disadvantage  if  you  grant  me  the 
other." 

"My  part  is  now  acted,"  replied  the  Sicilian,  "my 
destiny  is  in  your  hands." 

"  Your  sincerity  alone  can  mitigate  your  punishment. 

"  Speak,  honored  prince,  I  am  ready  to  answer  you.  I 
have  nothing  now  to  lose," 

"  You  showed  me  the  face  of  the  Armenian  iu  a  look- 
ing-glass.     How  was  this  effected  ?" 

"What  you  saw  was  no  looking-glass.  A  portrait  in 
crayons  behind  a  glass,  representing  a  man  in  an  Armenian 
dress,  deceived  you.  My  quickness,  the  twilis'i',  and 
yonr  astonishment  favored  tlie  deception.  The  picture 
itself  must  have  been  found  among  the  other  thingK 
seized  at  the  inn." 

"  But  how  could  yon  read  my  thoughts  so  accurately  as 
to  hit  upon  the  Armenian?" 

"This  was  not  diHicnlt,  your  highness.  You  must 
frequently  have  mentioned  yonr  adventure  with  the 
Armenian  at  table  in  the  presence  of  yuur  doniestics. 
One  of  my  accomplices  accidentally  got  acquainted  with 
one  of  your  domestics  in  the  Giuducca,  and  liiirned  from 
him  ^adnally  as  much  as  I  wished  to  know." 

"Where  is  the  man?"  asked  the  [trinco ;  "I  have 
missed  htm,  and  doubtless  you  know  of  his  desertion." 

"1  swear  to  your  honor,  sir,  that  I  know  not  a  syllable 
about  it.  I  have  never  seen  him  myself,  nor  had  any 
Other  concern  with  him  th.nn  the  one  IJefore  mentioned.'' 

"  Proceed  with  your  story,"  said  the  jirince. 

"  By  this  means,  also,  I  received  the  first  information 
of  your  residence  and  of  your  adventures  at  Venice;  and 
I  resolved  immediately  to  profit  by  them.  You  s<>o, 
prince,  I  am  sincere.  I  was  ap]irised  of  your  intended 
excursion  on  the  Brenta.  I  prepared  for  it,  and  a  key 
that  dropped  by  chance  from  your  pocket  afforded  me 
the  first  opportunity  of  trying  my  art  uiKin  you." 
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"How!  Have  I  been  mistaken?  The  adventure  of 
the  key  was  then  a  trick  of  vours,  and  not  of  the  Arme- 
nian 1    You  say  this  key  fell  from  my  pocket  ?  " 

"  You  accidentally  dropped  it  in  taking  out  vonr  parse, 
and  I  seized  an  opportunity,  when  no  one  noticed  me,  to 
cover  it  with  my  foot.  The  person  of  whom  you  bought 
the  lottery- ticket  acted  in  concert  with  me.  He  caused 
you  to  draw  it  from  a  box  where  there  was  no  blank,  and 
the  key  had  been  in  the  snuff-box  long  before  it  name 
into  your  possession." 

"I  understand  you.  And  the  monk  who  stopped  me 
in  my  way  and  addressed  me  in  a  manner  so  solemn  " 

"  Was  the  same  who,  as  I  hear,  has  been  wounded  in 
the  chimney.  He  is  one  of  my  accomplices,  and  under 
that  disguise  has  rendered  me  many  important  services." 

"But  what  purpose  was  this  intended  to  answer?" 

"To  render  you  thoughtful;  to  Inspire  you  with  such 
a  train  of  ideas  as  should  be  favorable  to  the  wonders  I 
intended  afterwards  to  show  you." 

"The  pantomimlcal  dance,  which  ended  in  a  manner 
so  extraordinary,  was  at  least  none  of  your  contrivance?" 

"I  had  taught  the  girl  who  represented  the  queen. 
Her  performance  was  the  result  of  my  instructions.  I 
supposed  your  highness  would  be  not  a  little  astonished 
to  find  yourself  known  in  this  place,  and  (I  entreat  your 
pardon,  prince)  your  adventure  with  the  Armenian  gave 
me  reason  to  hope  that  you  were  already  disposed  to 
reject  natural  interpretations,  and  to  attribute  so  mar- 
vellous an  occurrence  to  supernatural  agency." 

"Indeed,"  exclaimed  the  prince,  at  once  angry  and 
amazed,  and  casting  iipon  me  a  significant  look ;  "  indeed, 
I  did  not  expect  this.   • 

•  Neither  did  prnhnhly  Ihe  ([reiter  number  of  my  remileni.  The  olrcnin- 
itjiTiceof  the  crown  deptufteil  Kt  thefsetof  thaprliiee,  in  k  mmner  «o  >ol«mn 
Imd  aneKppeted,  and  the  former  prediction  of  the  Armenian,  teem  bo  nitur- 
&lly  and  obrlmmly  to  aim  M  the  ume  »b]ect  that  nt  the  Hnl  readinc  of  theM 
memolTB  I  immediately  remembered  Ihe  decettfal  Bpeecb  of  the  witehei  in 
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ha»  occurred  to  many  of  my  readere. 
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"  But,"  Gontinaed  he,  after  a  long  silence,  "  how  did 
yon  produce  the  figure  which  appeared  on  the  wall  over 
the  cnininey  ?  " 

"  By  means  of  a  magic  lantern  that  was  fixed  in  the 
opposite  window-Bhutter,  in  which  you  have  undoubtedly 
observed  an  opening." 

"  But  hgw  did  it  happen  that  not  one  of  ns  perceived 
the  lantern?"  asked  Lord  Seymour. 

"  You  remeraber,  my  lord,  that  on  your  reentering  the 
room  it  was  darkened  by  a  thick  smoke  of  frankincense. 
I  likewise  took  the  precaution  to  place  the  boards  which 
had  been  taken  up  from  the  floor  upright  against  the 
wall  near  the  winaow.  By  theae  means  I  prevented  the 
shatter  from  immediately  attractitag  observation.  More- 
over, the  lantern  remained  covered  by  a  slide  until  you 
had  taken  your  places,  and  there  was  no  further  reason 
to  apprehend  that  you  would  institute  any  examination 
of  the  saloon." 

"  As  I  looked  out  of  the  window  in  the  other  pavilion," 
said  I,  "  I  fancied  I  heard  a  noise  like  that  of  a  iktsoh 
placing  a  ladder  against  the  side  of  the  house.  Was  I 
right?'' 

"  Exactly ;  it  was  the  ladder  upon  which  my  assistants 
stood  to  direct  the  magic-lantern." 

"The  apparition,"  continued  the  jinncc,  "had  really  a 
superficial  likeness  to  my  deceased  friend,  and  wliat  was 
particularly  striking,  his  hair,  which  was  of  a  very  light 
color,  was  exactly  imitated.  Was  this  mere  chance,  or 
how  did  you  come  by  such  a  resemblance?"  - 

"  Your  highness  must  recollect  that  you  had  at  lalile  a 
snuff-box  by  your  plate,  with  an  enamelled  portrait  of  an 
officer  in  a uniform.  I  asked  whether  yoii  had  any- 
thing about  you  as  a  memento  of  your  friend,  and  as  your 
highness  answered  in  the  afiinnative,  I  conjectured  tliat 
it  might  be  the  box.    I  had  attentively  examined  the 

Tfae  StclUin.  who  tannt  to  ha* «  had  no  other  Tnotire  for  hK  nholc  Rcbpmo 
lluui  to  aMuniib  the  pdneo  by  ahovliig  him  thM  hlg  rnnlt  wm  diMovereil, 
plirnl.  without  b«ln([  htmiH>lf  iiware  of  It.  Ihp  very  Rnnic  nblrli  nioft  fur- 
thered the  iIbw  of  th*  Arnianlan;  bat  howeifr  much  ot  l«  Intereit  thi« 
tdientore  will  1«e  If  1  take  away  the  higher  motlTe  vhich  at  flrat  teemed 
M  influence  these  actlODi,  I  muiit  be  no  mraiis  Inlrinw  upon  hiatorloal  truth. 
bnt  ta«M  r«laM  the  faoti  exactly  a*  they  occurred.  —  A'Me  "/  rht  German 
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picture  (luring  supper,  and  being  very  expert  in  drawing 
nn<\  not  less  tiappy  in  taking  likenesses,  I  had  no  difficulty 
in  giving  to  my  shade  the  supertioial  reseinblance  you 
have  perceived,  the  more  so  as  the  marquis'  features  are 
very  marked," 

"But  the  figure  seemed  to  move?" 

**  It  appeared  so,  yet  it  was  not  the  figure  that  moved 
but  ttie  Biaoke  on  which  the  light  was  reflected." 

"And  tlic  man  who  fell  down  iii  the  chimney  spoke  for 
the  ajujarition  ?" 

"He  did." 

"  But  he  cuuld  not  Iiear  your  question  distinctly." 

"There  was  no  occ^aiou  for  it.  -Your  highness  will 
recollect  that  I  cautioned  you  all  very  strictly  not  to 
propose  any  question  to  tlie  apparition  yourselves.  My 
inquiries  and  his  answeru  were  preconcerted  between  us; 
and  that  no  mistake  might  happen,  I  caused  him  to  apeak 
at  long  intervals,  which  he  counted  by  the  beating  of  a 
watch," 

"You  ordered  the  innkeeper  carefully  to  extinguish 
every  fire  in  the  house  with  water;  this  was  un- 
doubtedly " 

"To  save  the  man  in  tlie  chimney  from  the  danger  of 
being  suffocated  ;  because  the  chimneys  in  tlio  house  com- 
municate with  each  other,  and  I  did  not  tliink  myself 
very  secure  from  jour  retinue." 

"  How  did  it  happen,"  asked  Lord  Seymour,  "  tiial 
your  ghost  appeared  neither  sooner  nor  later  than  you 
wished  him  ? 

"The  ghost  was  in  the  room  for  some  time  before  I 
called  him,  but  wMIc  the  room  was  lighted,  the  shade 
was  too  faint  to  be  perceived.  When  the  formula  of  the 
conjuration  was  finished,  I  caused  the  cover  of  the  box, 
in  which  the  spirit  was  burinp,  to  drop  down,  the  saloon 
was  darkened,  and  it  was  not  till  then  that  the  figni-e  on 
the  wall  could  be  distinctly  seen,  although  it  had  been 
reflected  there  a  considerable  time  before." 

"  When  the  ghost  apjieared,  we  all  felt  an  electrio 
shock.     How  was  that  managed?" 

"You  have  discovered  the  machine  under  the  altar. 
You  have   also  seen  that   I   was  standing  upon  a  ailk 
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canwt.  I  directed  you  to  form  a  half-moon  around  me, 
and  to  take  each  other's  hauds.     When  the  crisis  ajv 

!>roached,  I  save  a  siga  to  one  of  you  to  seize  mc  by  tlie 
lair.  The  silver  crucifix  was  the  conductor,  nnd  you  felt 
the  electric  shock  when  I  touched  it  with  my  baud." 

"You  ordered  Count  O and   myself,"  continued 

Lord  Seymour,  "  to  hold  two  naked  swords  crossways 
over  your  head,  during  the  whole  time  of  the  conjuration  ; 
for  what  purpose?" 

"For  no  other  than  to  engage  your  attention  during 
the  operation ;  because  I  diatnisted  you  two  the  most. 
You  remember,  that  1  expressly  commanded  you  to  hold 
the  sword  one  inch  above  rny  head  ;  by  coiiHnlng  you 
exactly  to  this  distance,  I  prevented  you  from  looking 
where  I  did  not  wish  you.  I  liad  not  tlien  perceived  my 
principal  enemy." 

"I  own,"  cried  Lord  Soynioiir,  "you  acted  with  due 
precaution  —  but  why  were  we  obliged  to  appear  un- 
dressed ? '" 

"llerely  to  give  a  greater  solemnity  to  the  scene,  anil 
to  excite  your  imaginations  by  tlie  strangeness  of  the 
|iroceedrng." 

"The  second  apparition  prevented  your  gliosl  from 
speaking,"  said  the  prince.  "  What  should  we  have 
learnt  from  him?" 

"  Nearly  the  same  as  what  you  he:ird  afterwards.  It 
was  not  without  design  that  I  asked  your  highness 
whether  you  had  told  me  everything  that  the  dece.ised 
i-oinmunicated  to  you,  and  whether  you  had  made  any 
further  inijuiries  on  this  subject  in  his  country.  T  thought 
this  was  necessary,  in  order  to  prevent  the  deposition  of 
the  ghost  from  being  contradicted  by  fads  with  which 
you  were  previously  acqu.ainted.  Knowing  likewise  tli.it 
every  m.in  in  his  youth  is  li.ahle  to  error,  I  tni|uired 
whether  the  life  of  your  friend  had  been  ivreproachiddc, 
and  on  your  answer  I  founded  that  of  the  ghost." 

"Your  expl.inatton  of  this  matter  is  satisfactory," 
resumed  the  prince,  after  a  short  silence;  "but  there 
remains  a  principal  circumstance  which  I  iLiust  ask  you 
to  clear  up." 

"If  it  lie  in  my  power,  and  " 
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"No  conditions  I  Justice,  in  whose  hsnds  yon  now 
are,  might  perhaps  not  ioteiTogate  you  with  so  much 
delicacy.  Who  waa  this  unlinown  at  wliose  feet  we  saw 
you  fall  ?  What  do  you  know  of  hiin  ?  How  did  you 
get  acquainted  with  him  ?  And  in  what  way  was  he  con- 
nected with  the  appearance  of  the  second  apparition?*' 

"  On  looking  at  him  more  attentively,  yon  gave  a  loud 
scream,  and  f^l  at  his  feet.  What  are  we  to  understand 
hy  that?" 

"  This  man,  your  highness  " He  stopped,  grew 

visibly  jierplexed,  and  with  an  embarrassed  countenance 
looked  around  him.  "Yes,  prince,  by  all  that  is  sacred, 
this  unknown  is  a  terrible  IJeing." 

"  What  do  you  know  of  him  ?  What  connection  have 
you  with  hint  ?    l>o  not  hope  to  conceal  the  truth  from 

"  I  shall  take  care  nut  to  do  bo  ,  —  tor  wlio  will  warrant 
that  he  is  not  among  us  at  this  very  moment?" 

"Where?  Who?"  exclaimfjd  we  altogetlier,  " half- 
anmscd,  half-startled,  looking  about  the  room.  "  Tliat  is 
impossible." 

"Oh  !  to  this  man,  or  whatever  he  may  be,  things  stilt 
mori'  incom]>r('hen Bible  are  possible." 
^    "But  who    is    he?      Whence    comes   he?      Is   he  an 
Armenian  or  a  Kiissian  ?     Of  the  characters  he  assumes, 
which  is  hia  real  one  ¥  " 

"  lie  ia  nothing  of  what  he  appears  to  be.  There  are 
few  conditions  or  countries  of  winch  lie  has  not  worn  the 
mask.  No  person  knows  who  he  is,  whence  he  comes, 
or  whither  he  goes.  That  he  has  been  for  a  long  time  in 
Egypt,  as  many  pretend,  and  that  he  has  brought  from 
thence,  out  of'  a  catacomb,  his  occult  sciences,  I  will 
neither  affirm  nor  deny.  Here  we  only  know  him  by  the 
name  of  the  Tnoomprehensibte.  How  old,  for  instance, 
do  you  suppose  he  is?" 

"To  JTidge  from  his  appearance  ho  can  scarcely  have 
passed  forty." 

"  And  of  what  age  do  you  suppose  I  am  ?  " 

"  Not  far  from  fiflv." 

"  Quite  right ;  and'l  nuist  tell  you  that  I  was  but  a  boy 
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of  seventeen  when  my  grandfather  spoke  to  me  of  this 
marrelloui  man  whom  he  had  seen  at  Famagueta;  at 
which  time  he  appeared  nearly  of  the  same  age  as  he 
does  at  present." 

**  This  is  ex^^rated,  ridiculous,  and  incredible." 

"  By  no  means.  Were  I  not  prevented  by  these  fetters 
I  could  produce  vouchers  whose  dignity  and  respectabil- 
ity shonld  leave  you  no  room  for  doubt.  There  are 
several  credibl|  persons  who  remember  having  seen  him, 
each,  at  the  same  time,  in  different  parts  of  the  globe. 
Ho  sword  can  wound,  no  poison  can  hurt,  no  lire  can 
bum  him ;  no  vessel  in  which  he  embarks  can  be  wrecked. 
Time  itself  seems  to  lose  its  power  over  him.  Years  do 
not  affect  his  constitution,  nor  ^e  whiten  his  hair.  Never 
was  he  seen  to  take  any  food.  Kever  did  he  approach  a 
woman.  No  sleep  closes  his  eyes.  Of  the  twenty-fout 
hours  in  the  day  there  is  only  one  which  he  cannot  com- 
mand ;  during  which  no  person  ever  saw  him,  and  during 
which  he  never  was  employed  in  any  terrestrial  occupa- 
tion." 

"And  this  hour  is?" 

"  The  twelfth  in  the  night.  When  the  clock  strikes 
twelve  at  midnight  he  censes  to  belong  to  the  living.  In 
whatever  place  he  is  he  must  immediately  be  gone ;  what- 
ever business  he  is  engaged  in  he  must  mstantly  leave  it. 
Tlie  terrible  sound  of  the  hour  of  midnight  tears  him  from 
the  arms  of  friendship,  wrests  him  from  the  altar,  and 
would  drag  him  away  even  in  the  agonies  of  deatli. 
Whither  he  then  goes,  or  what  he  is  then  engaged  in,  is 
a  secret  to  every  one.  No  person  ventures  to  interro- 
gate, still  Ices  to  follow  him.  His  features,  .it  this  drvad- 
nil  hour,  assume  a  sternness  of  expression  so  gloomy  and 
terrifying  that  no  person  has  courage  sufficient  to  look 
him  in  the  face,  or  to  speak  a  word  to  him.  However 
■  lively  the  conversation  may  have  been,  a  dead  sil^ce 
immediately  succeeds  it,  and  all  around  wait  for  his 
return  in  respectful  silence  without  venturing  to  quit 
their  seats,  or  to  open  the  door  throiigh  which  lie  has 
passed."  -J** 

"  Does  nothing  extraordinary  appear  in  his  person 
when  he  returns?"  inquired  one  of  our  parly. 
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"Notliing,  except  that  he  seenw  pale  snd  exhsosted, 
like  a  man  who  hns  just  suffered  a  painful  operation,  or 
received  sonic  dis.iatrous  intelligence.  Some  pretend  to 
have  seen  drops  of  blood  on  his  linen,  but  with  what 
degree  of  veracity  I  cannot  affirm." 

"Did  no  person  ever  attempt  to  conceal  the  approach 
of  this  hour  from  him,  or  cndenvor  to  preoccupy  his  mind 
in  such  a  mnnncr  as  to  make  him  forget  it?" 

"Once  only,  it  is  said,  he  missed  the  appointed  time. 
The  company  was  namcrous  and  reninined  together  late 
in  the  night.  All  the  clocks  and  watches  were  purposely 
set  wrong,  and  the  warmth  of  conversation  carried  him 
away.  When  the  stated  hour  arrived  he  suddenly  be- 
came silent  and  motionloRs;  his  limbs  continued  in  the 
position  in  which  tliis  instant  had  nn'ested  them ;  hia 
eyes  were  fixed  ;  his  pulse  censod  to  beat.  All  the  means 
emi>loyed  to  awake  him  jiroved  fruitless,  and  this  situa- 
tion endured  till  the  hour  had  elapsed.  He  then  revived 
on  a  sudden  without  any  a.isistance,  opened  his  eyes,  and 
resumed  his  S])eech  at  the  very  syllable  which  he  was 
pronouncing  at  the  moment  of  interruption.  The  general 
consternation  iliscovered  to  him  what  had  liapponed,  and 
he  declared,  with  an  awful  solemnity,  that  they  ought  to 
think  themselves  happy  in  having  escaped  with  the  friglit 
alone.  Tlie  same  night  lie  cfuitted  forever  the  city  where 
this  c i re u instance  had  occurred.  The  common  opinion  is 
that  during  this  mysterious  hour  he  converses  with  his 
genius.  Some  even  siippose  him  to  be  one  of  the  de- 
]iarte<l  who  is  allowed  to  pass  twenty-throe  honrs  of  the 
day  among  the  living,  and  that  in  the  twcnty-fourth  his 
soul  is  obliged  to  return  to  llio  infernal  regions  to  suffer 
its  punishment.  Some  believe  him  to  be  the  famous 
Apotloiiius  of  Tyana ;  and  others  the  disciple  of  John,  of 
whom  itisfi.aid,' lie  shall  remain  until  the  last  judgment.'" 

"A  character  so  wonderful,"  replied  the  prince,  "can- 
not fail  to  give  rise  to  whimsical  conjectures.  But  all 
tliia  you  jirofess  to  know  only  liy  liearsay,  and  yet  his 
ln'liaviiir  to  you  and  yonra  to  him  seemed  to  indicate 
a  more  intimate  aeipinintancc.  Is  it  not  fonnded  upon 
some  particular  event  in  which  yon  have  yourself  been 
coucerneil':'     Conceal  nothing  from  us." 
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Th«  Sicilum  looked  at  ua  doubtiogty  and  remained 
silent. 

"If  it  concerns  something,"  continued  tlie  prince, 
"that  you  do  not  wish  to  be  made  known,  I  proinise 
you,  iu  the  name  of  these  two  gentlemen,  the  most  in- 
violable secrecy.  Hut  speak  candidly  and  without  re- 
serve." 

"  Could  I  hope,"  answered  the  prisoner,  after  a  long 
dieiiee,  "that  you  would  not  make  use  of  what  I  am 
going  to  relate  as  evidence  against  me,  I  would  tetl  you 
a  remarkable  adventure  of  this  Anneniaii,  of  which  I 
myself  was  witncsB,  and  which  will  leave  you  no  doiibt 
of^  his  supernatural  powers.  But  I  beg  leave  to  conceal 
some  of  the  names." 

"  Cannot  you  do  it  without  this  condition  ?  " 

"No,  your  liighness.  Tliere  is  a  family  concerned  in 
it  whom  I  have  reason  to  reajioct." 

"Let  us  hear  your  story." 

"It  is  about  five  years  ago," began  the  Sicilian,  "that 
at  Naples,  where  1  was  practisirju;  my  art  witii  tolerable 
success,  I  became  acquainted  with  a  jierson  of  the  name 

of   Lorenzo  del   M ,  chevalier  of  the  Order  of  Hi. 

Stefjhen,  a  young  and  rich  nobleman,  of  one  of  the  first 
families  in  the  kmgdom,  who  loaded  me  with  kindnesses, 
and  seemed  to  have  a  great  esteem  fur  my  otrult  knowl- 
edge. He  told  me  that  the  Marquis  dd  M— nte,  his 
father,  was  a  zealous  admirer  of  the  cabala,  and  would 
think  himself  happy  in  having  a  philosopher  like  myself 
(for  such  he  was  pleased  to  call  me)  under  his  roof.  The 
marquis  lived  in  one  of  his  country  Hvate  on  the  sea-shore, 
about  seven  miles  from  Naples.  There,  almost  entirely 
secluded  from  the  world,  he  bewailed  the  loss  of  a 
beloveil  son,  of  whom  he  had  been  deprived  by  a  terrible 
calamity.  The  chevalier  gave  me  to  understand  that  he 
and  his  family  might  perhaps  have  occasion  to  employ 
me  on  a  matter  of  the  most  grave  importance,  in  the  hope 
of  gaining  tlirough  my  secret  science  some  information, 
to  procure  which  all  natural  means  had  been  tried  in 
vain.  He  added,  with  a  very  significant  look,  that  he 
himself  might,  perhaps  at  some  future  period,  have 
jeason  to  look  ujion  me  ns  the  restorer  of  his  tranquil  I  ity., 
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and  of  all  liis  earthly  happiness.  The  nffftir  was  as  fol- 
lows :  — 

"  This  Lorenzo  was  the  younger  son  of  the  marquis, 
and  for  that  reason  had  been  destined  for  the  church ; 
the  family  estates  were  to  descend  to  the  eldest.  Jero- 
nymo,  w)iic)i  was  the  name  of  the  latter,  had  spent  many 
years  on  his  travels,  and  had  returned  to  his  country 
about  seven  years  prior  to  the  event  which  I  am  about 
to  relate,  in  order  to  celebrate  his  marriage  with  the  oaly 
daughter  of  the  neighboring  Count  C — tti.  This  tnarri^e 
had  been  determined  on  by  the  parents  during  the  in- 
fancy of  the  children,  in  order  to  unite  the  large  fortunes 
of  the  two  houses.  But  though  this  agreement  was  made 
by  the  two  families,  without  consulting  the  hearts  of  the 
parties  concerned,  the  latter  bad  mutually  pledged  their 

faith  to  each  other  in  secret.     Jeronymo  del  M and 

Antonia  C had  been  brought   up  together,  and  tlic 

little  restraint  imposed  on  two  children,  whom  their 
parents  were  already  accustomed  to  regard  as  destined 
for  each  other,  soon  produced  between  tiiem  a  connectiou 
of  the  tenderest  kind ;  the  congeniality  of  their  tempers 
cemented  this  intimacy;  and  in  later  years  it  ripened 
insensibly  into  love.  An  absence  of  four  years,  far  fnmi 
cooling  this  passion,  had  only  served  to  inflame  it ;  and 
Jeronymo  returned  to  the  arms  of  his  intended  bride 
as  faithful  and  as  ardent  as  if  they  had  never  been 
separated. 

"The  raptures  occasioned  by  his  return  had  not  yet 
subsided,  and  the  preparations  for  the  happy  day  were 
advancing  with  the  utmost  zeal  and  activity,  when  the 
bridegroom  disappeared.  He  iise<l  frequently  to  pass 
whole  afternoons  in  a  summer-house  which  commanded  a 
pros|>ect  of  the  sea,  and  was  accustomed  to  take  the 
diversion  of  sailing  on  the  water.  One  day,  on  an  even- 
ing spent  in  this  manner,  it  was  observed  that  he  re- 
m-iined  absent  a  much  longer  time  than  usual,  and  his 
friends  began  to  be  very  uneasy  on  his  account.  Mes- 
sengers were  despatched  after  him,  vessels  were  sent  to 
sea  in  quest  of  him;  no  person  hiul  seen  him.  None  of 
his  servants  were  missed ;  he  must,  therefore,  have  gone 
alone.    Night  came  on,  and   he   did   not  appear.    The 
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next  mointng  dawned ;  the  day  passed,  the  evening  suc- 
ceeded ;  Jeronynio  came  not.  Already  they  had  begun 
to  give  themBelvea  up  to  the  moHt  in(.'l;incho1y  coniec- 
tnres  when  the  news  arrived  that  an  Algerinc  pirate  had 
landed  the  proceeding  day  on  that  coast,  and  carried  off 
several  of  the  inhaoitants.  Two  galleys  which  were 
ready  for  sea  were  immediately  manned  ;  the  old  marquis 
himself  embarked  in  one  of  them,  to  attempt  the  deliver- 
ance of  his  son  at  the  peril  of  hin  own  life.  On  the  third 
morning  they  perceived  the  corsair.  They  had  the 
advanti^e  of  the  wind  ;  they  were  juat  about  to  overtake 
the  pirate,  and  had e^en  approached  so  near  that  Lorenzo, 
who  was  in  one  of  the  galleys,  fancied  that  he  saw  upon 
tbe  deck  of  the  adversary's  s)ii))  a  signal  tpade  by  his 
brother,  when  a  sudden  storm  sopamted  Uie  vessels. 
Hardly  could  the  damaged  galleys  sustain  the  fury  of  the 
tempest.  The  pirate  in  the  meantime  had  disappeared, 
and  the  distressed  state  of  the  other  vessels  ohliged  them 
to  land  at  Malta.  T)ie  affliction  of  the  family  knew  no 
bounds.  Tlie  distracted  old  marquis  tore  his  gi'ny  hairs 
in  the  utmost  violence  of  grief ;  and  fe.irs  wore  onler- 
tained  for  thelifeof  the  joungcounlpss.  Five  years  were 
consumed  in  fruitless  mquiries.  Diligent  search  was 
made  along  all  the  coast  of  Barbary;  immense  sums  were 
offered  for  the  ransom  of  the  pooi'  mar<pus,  but  no  per- 
son came  forward  to  claim  them.  The  only  probable 
conjecture  which  remained  for  tJie  family  to  fonn  was, 
that  the  same  storm  which  had  spjiaratwl  the  galleyn  from 
the  pirate  had  destroyed  the  latter,  and  that  the  whole 
ships  company  had  perished  in  the  waves. 

"  But,  however  this  supposition  might  be,  it  did  not  by 
any  means  amount  to  a  certniiity,  and  could  not  authorize 
the  family  altogether  to  renounce  the  hope  that  the  lost" 
Jeronymo  might  again  appear.  In  case,  however,  th.it  he 
was  really  dead,  either  tlie  family  must  become  extinct, 
or  the  younger  son  must  relin<juish  the  cliurrh,  and 
assume  tbe  rights  of  the  elder.  Ah  justice,  on  the  out* 
hand,  seerae<l  to  oppose  the  latter  measure,  so,  on  the 
other  hand,  the  necessity  of  preserving  the  family  from 
annihilation  required  that  tbe  scniple  should  not  be  car- 
ried too  far.     In  the  meantime,  tJirough  griet  anOi  \\i6 
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iDfiriuitieH  of  age,  the  old  marquis  was  fast  sinking  to  Lis 
grave;  every  unaucceasful  attempt  diminished  the  hope 
of  finding  his  lost  son ;  be  saw  the  dan^r  of  his  family's 
becoming  extinct,  which  might  be  obviated  b^  s  trifling 
injustice  on  his  part,  in  consenting  to  favor  his  yoonger 
SOD  at  the  expense  of  the  elder.  The  consummation  of 
his  alliance  with  the  house  of  Count  C — tti  required  only 
that  a  name  should  be  changed,  for  the  object  of  the  two 
families  wiia  equally  accomplished,  whether  Antonia 
became  the  wife  of  Lorenzo  or  of  Jeronynio.     Thfl  faint 

tirobaVility  of  the  latter's  appearing  again  weighed  but 
ittic  against  the  certain  and  pressing  danger  of  the  total 
extinction  of  the  family,  and  the  old  marquis,  who  felt 
the  approach  of  death  every  day  more  and  more,  ardently 
wished  at  least  to  die  free  from  this  inquietude. 

"  Lorenzo,  however,  who  was  to  be  principally  bene- 
fited by  this  measure,  opposed  it  with  the  greatest  obsti- 
nacy. Alike  unmoved  by  the  allurements  of  an  immense 
fortune,  and  the  attractions  of  the  beautiful  and  accom- 
plished being  whom  bis  family  were  about  to  deliver  into 
his  arms,  he  refused,  on  principles  the  most  generous  and 
conscientiutis,  to  invade  the  rights  of  a  brother,  who  per- 
haps was  still  nlive,  and  miEht  some  day  return  to  claim 
his  own.  '  Is  not  the  lot  of  my  dear  Jeronymo,'  said  Jie, 
*  made  suAiciently  miserable  by  the  horrors  of  a  long  cap- 
tivity, that  I  should  yet  add  hitternesfl  to  his  cupofjerief 
by  stealing  from  him  all  that  he  holds  most  dear?  With 
what  conscience  could  I  supplicate  heaven  for  his  return 
when  his  wife  is  in  my  arms?  With  what  countenance 
could  I  hasten  to  meet  him  should  he  at  last  be  restored 
to  us  by  some  miracle?  And  even  supposing  that  be  is 
torn  from  us  forever,  how  can  we  better  honor  his  mem- 


respect  to  him  than  by  sacrificing  our  dearest  hopes  upon 
his  tomb,  and  keeping  untouched,  as  a  sacred  deposit, 
what  was  peculiarly  his  own  ? ' 

''But  all  the  arguments  which  fraternal  delicacy  could 
adduce  were  insuflicient  to  reconcile  the  old  marquis  to 
the  idea  of  being  obliged  to  witness  the  extinction  of  a 
jr>edigree  which  nine  centuries  bad  beheld  flourishing.  All 
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that  Lorenao  conid  obtain  was  a  respite  of  two  years 
before  teadtog  the  affianced  bride  of  his  brother  to  t)iG 
altar.  During  this  period  thejr  continned  their  inquiries 
with  the  atmoat  diliaence.  Loreneo  himself  made  several 
voyases,  and  exposed  his  person  to  many  dangen.  No 
tronble,  no  expense  was  spared  to  recover  the  lost  Jero- 
nymo.  These  two  years,  however,  liice  those  which  pre- 
ceded them,  were  in  vaiu  F  " 

"And  the  Countess  Antoniaf"  gud  the  prince,  "You 
tell  UB  nothing  of  her.  Could  she  so  calmly  submit  to  her 
fate?    I  cannot  suppose  it." 

"Antonift,"  answered  the  Sicilian,  "experienced  the 
most  violent  struggle  between  duty  and  inclination, 
between  hate  and  Mmiration.  The  disinterested  gener- 
osity of  a  brother's  love  affected  her;  she  felt  herself 
forced  to  esteem  a  person  whom  she  could  never  love. 
Her  heart  was  torn  By  conflicting  sentiments.  But  her 
repugnance  to  the  chevalier  seemed  to  increase  in  the 
same  degree  as  hia  claims  upon  her  esteem  augmented. 
IjorenKo  perceived  with  heartfelt  sorrow  the  grief  that 
consumed  her  youth,  A  tender  compassion  insensibly 
assumed  the  place  of  that  indifference  with  which,  till 
then,  he  had  been  accustomed  to  regard  her;  but  this 
treacherous  sentiment  quickly  deceived  him,  and  an 
ungovernable  passion  began  by  degrees  to  ghnke  tlio 
steadiness  of  his  virtue  —  a  virtue  which,  till  then,  had 
been  iinequ ailed. 

"He,  however,  still  obeyed  the  dictates  of  generosity, 
though  at  the  expense  of  his  love.  By  his  efforts  alone 
was  the  unfortunate  victim  protected  against  the  arbi- 
trary proceedings  of  the  rest  of  the  family.  But  his 
endeavors  were  ineffectual.  Kvery  victory  he  gained 
over  his  passion  rendered  him  more  worthy  of  Antoni.i; 
and  the  disinterestedness  with  which  he  refused  her  left 
her  no  excuse  for  resistance. 

"This  was  the  state  of  affairs  when  the  chevalier 
engaged  me  to  visit  him  at  his  father's  villa.  The  earnest 
recommendation  of  my  patron  procured  me  a  reception 
which  exceeded  my  most  sanguine  hopes.  I  must  not 
forget  to  mention  that  by  sonic  remarkable  operations  I 
had  previously  rendered  my  name  famous  in  different 


THE   GHOST-SEKK. 


lodges  of  Freemftsone,  which  cii'cumstitnce  may,  perhaps, 
hiive  contributed  lo  strengthen  the  old  marquis'  confi- 
dence in  me,  and  to  heighten  his  eit^cctations.  I  beg  you 
will  excuse  me  from  describing  particularly  the  lengths  t 
went  with  him,  and  the  means  which  I  employed ;  yon 
may  judge  of  them  from  H-hat  I  have  already  confessed 
to  you.  Profiting  bv  the  mystic  books  which  I  found  ia 
his  very  extensive  librai-y,  I  was  soon  able  to  converse 
with  him  in  his  own  language,  and  to  adorn  my  system 
of  the  invisible  world  with  the  most  extraordinary  inven- 
tions. Tn  a  short  time  I  could  make  him  believe  what- 
ever I  pleased,  and  he  would  have  sworn  as  readily  as 
upon  an  article  in  the  canon.  Morover,  as  he  was  very 
flcvout,  and  was  by  nature  somewhat  credulous,  my 
fnbles  received  ci'edcnce  the  more  readily,  and  in  a  short 
time  I  had  so  completely  surrounded  and  hemmed  him 
in  with  mystery  that  he  cared  for  nothing  that  was  not 
supernatural.  In  sfiort  I  became  the  patron  saint  of  the 
house.  The  usual  subject  of  my  lectures  was  the  exalta- 
tion of  human  nature,  and  the  intercourse  of  men  with 
superior  beings;  the  infallible  Count  Gabalis*  was  my 
ornvle.  The  young  countess,  whose  mind  since  the  loss 
of  her  lover  had  been  more  occupied  in  the  world  of 
spirits  th.in  in  that  of  nature,  and  who  had,  moreover,  a 
sti-ong  shade  of  melancholy  in  her  composition,  caught 
my  hmts  with  a  fearful  satisfaction.  Even  the  servants 
contrived  to  have  some  business  in  the  room  when  I 
was  speaking,  and  seizing  now  and  then  one  of  my 
expressions,  joined  the  fragments  together  in  their  own 
way. 

"  Two  months  were  passed  in  this  manner  at  the  mar- 
quis' villa,  when  the  ctievalier  one  morning  entered  my 
apartment.  A  deep  sorrow  was  painted  on  his  counte- 
nance, his  features  were  convulsed,  he  threw  himself  into 
a  chair,  with  gestures  of  dcspwr, 

"' Captain,' said  he,  'it  is  all  over  with  me,  I  must 
begone  ;  I  can  remain  here  no  longer.' 

" '  What  is  the  matter,  chevalier  ?  What  ails  you  P' 

■  A  inyHlical  work  o(  that  tills,  writl*n  in  French  In  1070  by  the  Abb*  da 
Vlllan.  and  irarmlateillnti)  English  tn  t«IM.  Pope  i>  uld  to  havg  bonoirtd 
from  It  the  michinery  al  his  B£fe  ot  ths  Ixxik if.  O,  B. 
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** '  Oh !  this  fatal  nassioD ! '  said  he,  starting  frantically 
from  his  chair.  *  I  have  combated  it  like  a  man ;  I  can 
resist  it  no  longer.' 

" '  And  whoeo  fault  is  it  but  yoani,  my  dear  chevalier  ? 
Are  they  not  all  in  your  favor?  Your  father,  your  rela- 
tions.' 

" '  My  father,  my  relations !  What  are  they  to  me  ?  I 
want  not  a  forced  union,  but  one  of  inclination.  Have 
not  I  a  rival?  Alas  I  and  what  n  rival !  FerhapH  among 
the  dead  !  Oh !  let  me  go !  Let  me  go  to  the  end  of  the 
world,  —  1  mast  find  ray  brother.' 

** '  What !  after  so  many  unsuccessful  attempts  can  yon 
still  cherish  hojie?' 

***Hope!'  replied  the  chevalier;  'alaa!  no.  It  has 
long  since  vanished  from  my  heart,  but  it  has  not  fioni 
hers.  Of  what  consequence  are  my  nentinients?  Can  I 
be  happy  while  there  remains  a  glcnm  of  hope  in  Aiito- 
nia's  heart?  Two  words,  my  friend,  would  end  my  tor- 
ments. But  it  is  in  vain.  My  destiny  nitist  continue  to 
be  miserable  till  eternity  shall  break  its  long  t-ilence,  and 
the  grave  shall  speak  in  my  1>ehalf.' 

"  '  Ib  it  then  a  state  of  certainty  that  wonld  render  yon 
happy  ?  * 

"'Happy!  Alas!  I  doubt  whether  I  can  ever  again 
be  happy.  But  uncertainty  is  of  all  others  the  most 
dreadful  pain.' 

"After  a  short  interval  of  silence  he  suiipressed  his 
emotion,  and  continued  mournfully,  'H  he  could  but  pcp 
my  torments!  Surely  a  constancy  wliich  renders  bis 
brother  miserable  cannot  add  to  his  happiness.  Can  it 
be  jnst  that  the  living  should  suffer  so  much  for  the  sake 
of  the  dead,  who  can  no  longer  enjoy  earthly  felicity? 
If  he  knew  the  pangs  I  suffer,'  continued  he,  hiding  his 
face  on  my  shoulder,  while  the  tears  streamed  from  his 
eyes,  '  yes,  perhaps  ho  himself  would  conduct  her  to  my 
arms.' 

" '  But  is  there  no  poaaibility  of  gratifying  your 
wishes  ? ' 

"  He  started.     '  What  do  you  say,  my  friend  ? ' 

"'Less  important  occasions  than  the  present,'  said  I, 
'  have  disturbed  the  repose  of  the  dead  for  the  sake  of 
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the  living.  Ib  not  the  whole  earthly  happiness  of  a  man, 
of  a  brother ' 

" '  The  whole  earthly  happiness  1  Ah,  my  friend,  I 
feel  what  you  say  is  but  too  true;  my  entire  felicity,' 

'"And  the  tranc[uillity  of  a  diBtreesed  family,  are  not 
these  sufficient  to  justify  such  a  measure  ?  Undoubtedly. 
tf  any  sublunary  cioncern  can  authorize  us  to  interrupt 
the  peace  of  the  blessed,  to  make  use  of  a  power' 

" '  For  God's  sake,  my  friend,'  said  he,  interrupting  me, 
'  no  more  of  this.  Once,  I  avow  it,  I  had  sach  a  thought; 
I  think  I  mentioned  it  to  you;  but  I  have  long  since  re- 
jected it  as  horrid  and  abominable.' 

"You  will  have  conjectured  already,"  continued  the 
Sicilian,  "  to  what  this  conversation  led  na.  I  endeavored 
to  overcome  the  scruples  of  the  chevalier,  and  at  last 
succeeded.  We  resolved  to  summon  the  spirit  of  the 
dece.ised  Jeronymo.  I  only  stipulated  for  the  delay  of  a 
fortnight,  in  order,  as  I  pretended,  to  prepare  myself  in 
■■  "  '  '  :;t.     The    "        '    ' 


a  suitable  manner  for  so  solemn  an  act.  The  time  being 
expired,  and  my  machinery  in  readiness,  I  took  advantage 
of  a  very  gloomy  day,  when  we  were  all  assembled  as  ■ 
usual,  to  obtain  the  consent  of  the  family,  or  rather, 
gradually  to  lead  them  to  the  subject,  so  that  they  them- 
selves requested  it  of  mc.  The  most  difficult  part  of  the 
task  was  to  obtain  the  approbation  of  Antonia,  whose 
presence  was  most  essential.  My  endeavors  were,  how- 
ever, greatly  assisted  by  the  melancholy  tnrn  of  her 
mind,  and  perhaps  still  more  so  by  a  faint  hope  that 
Jeronymo  might  still  be  living,  and  therefore  would  not 
appear.  A  want  of  confidence  in  the  thing  itself,  or  a 
doubt  of  my  ability,  was  the  only  obstacle  which  I  had 
not  to  contend  with. 

"Having  obtained  the  consent  of  the  family,  the  third 
day  was  fixed  on  for  the  operation.  I  propared  them  for 
the  solemn  transaction  by  mystical  instruction,  by  f.ist- 
ing,  solitude,  and  prayers,  which  I  ordered  to  be  con- 
tinued till  late  in  the  night.  Much  use  was  also  made  of 
a  certain  musical  instrument,  unknown  till  that  time,  and 
which,  in  such  cases,  has  often  been  found  very  powerful. 
The  effect  of  those  artifices  was  so  much  beyond  my 
ex/>ectation  that  the  enthusiasm  to  which  on  this  occasion 
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I  was  obliged  to  force  myself  wae  infinitely  heightened 
by  that  of  my  audieDce.  The  anxlouBly-expected  Iiour 
at  last  arrived." 

"  I  gaeaa,"  said  the  prince,  "  whom  joii  are  now  going 
to  introduce.    But  go  on,  go  on." 

"No,  your  bigness.  The  incantation  succeeded  ac- 
cording to  ray  wishes." 

"How?     Where  is  the  Armenian?" 

"  Do  not  fear,  your  higlmess.  He  will  appear  but  too 
soon.  I  omit  the  description  of  the  farce  itself,  as  it 
would  lead  me  to  too  great  a  length.  Be  it  Huflicient  to 
say  that  it  answered  my  utmoBt  expectations.  The  old 
marqnis,  the  young  cottntess,  her  mother,  Ixircnzo,  and  a 
few  othera  of  the  family,  were  present.  You  may 
imagine  that  during  my  long  residence  in  this  house  I 
bad  not  wanted  opportunities  of  gathering  information 
respecting  cverythmg  that  concerned  the  deceased.  Sev- 
eral portraits  of  him  enabled  me  to  give  the  apparilion 
the  most  striking  likeness,  and  as  I  sutTered  the  p;h(>st  t<i 
speak  only  by  signs,  the  sound  of  his  voice  could  excite 
no  suspicion. 

"  The  departed  Jerony mo  appeared  in  the  dress  of  a 
Moorish  slave,  with  a  deep  wound  in  his  neck.  Vou 
observe  that  in  this  respect  I  was  counteracting  the  gen- 
eral supposition  that  he  had  perished  in  the  waves,  for  I 
bad  reason  to  hope  that  the  unexpectedness  of  tliiis  cir- 
cumstance would  heighten  their  belief  in  the  ajiparitiou 
itself,  while,  on  the  other  hand,  notliing  apgiearcd  to  me 
more  dangerous  than  to  keep  loo  strictly  to  what  was 
natural." 

*'I  think  yon  Judged  rightly,"  said  the  prince.  "In 
whatever  respects  apparitions  the  most  probable  is  the 
least  acceptable.  If  their  communications  are  easily 
comprehended  we  undervalue  the  channel  by  which  they 
are  obtained.  Nay,  we  even  suspect  the  reality  of  the 
miracle  if  the  discoveries  which  it  brings  to  light  are 
such  as  might  easily  have  Iwen  im!^;incd.  Why  should 
wc  disturb  the  repose  of  a  spirit  if  it  is  to  inform  us  of 
nothing  more  than  the  ordinary  powers  of  the  intellect 
are  capable  of  teaching  hk?  But,  on  the  other  hand,  if 
the  intelligence  which  wc  ri'ccivy  is  cxtvaordinui-y  and 
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unexpected  it  confirms  in  some  degree  the  miracle  by 
which  it  is  obtained ;  tor  who  can  doubt  an  operation  to 
be  fiupern.itural  when  its  eSect  could  not  be  prxidaced  by 
natural  means?  I  interrupt  you,"  added  the  prioce. 
"  Proceed  in  jour  uarrative. 

"  I  asked  the  ghost  whether  there  was  anything  in  this 
world  which  he  still  considered  as  his  own,"  conUoned 
the  Sicilian, "  and  whether  he  had  left  anytbine  behind 
that  was  particularly  dear  to  him?  The  ghost  ^ook  his 
head  tliree  times,  and  lifted  up  hb  hand  towards  heaven. 
Previous  to  his  retiring  he  dropped  a  ring  from  his  fil^ 
ger,  which  was  found  on  the  floor  after  he  bad  disap- 
peared. Antonia  took  it,  and,  looking  at  it  attentively, 
she  knew  it  to  be  the  ring  she  had  given  ber  intendra 
husband  on  their  betrothal. ' 

"The  ring!"  exclaimed  the  prince,  surprised.  "How 
did  you  get  it?" 

"Who?  I?  It  was  not  the  true  one,  yonr  highness; 
I  got  it.     It  was  only  a  counterfeit." 

"A  counterfeit!"  repeated  the  prince.  "But  in  order 
to  counterfeit  you  required  the  true  one.  How  did  you 
come  by  it?    Surely  tlie  deceased  never  went  without  it." 

"That  is  true,"  replied  the  Sicilian,  with  symptoms  of 
confusion.  "  But  from  n  description  which  was  given  me 
of  the  genuine  ring" 

"A  description  which  wan  given  you  I     By  whom  ?" 

"Long  lieiore  that  time.  It  was  a  plain  gold  ring,  and 
had,  I  IjeJicve,  the  name  of  the  young  countess  engraved 
on  it.     But  yon  made  me  lose  the  connection." 

"What  hapi>ened  further?"  said  the  prince,  with  a 
very  dissatisfied  countenance. 

"The  family  felt  convinced  that  Jeronymo  was  bo 
more.  From  that  day  forward  they  ]mbiicly  announced 
his  death,  and  went  into  mourning.  The  circumstance 
of  the  rinjj  left  no  doubt,  even  in  the  mind  of  Antonia, 
and  added  a  cousiderable  weight  to  the  addresses  of  the 
chevalier. 

"In  the  meantime  the  violent  shock  which  the  young 
countess  liad  received  from  the  sight  of  the  apparition 
brought  on  her  a  disorder  so  danfierous  that  the  hopes  of 
Lorenzo  were  very  near  being  destroyed   forever.     On 
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her  recovery  she  insisted  upon  taking  the  veil ;  and  it  was 
only  Bl  the  most  seriouii  remonstrances  of  her  confeBsor, 
in  whom  she  placed  implicit  confidence,  that  she  was 
induced  to  abandon  her  project.  At  length  the  united 
solicitations  of  the  family,  and  of  the  confessor,  forced 
from  her  a  reluctant  consent.  The  last  day  of  mourning 
waa  fixed  on  for  the  day  of  marriage,  and  the  old  mar- 
quis determined  to  add  to  the  solenmity  of  the  occasion 
by  makii^over  all  bis  estates  to  his  lawful  heir. 

"The  day  arrived,  and  Ijorenso  received  his  trembling 
bride  at  the  altar.  In  the  evening  a  splendid  banijuet 
waa  prepared  for  the  cheerful  guesLs  in  a  liall^uperbly 
lllaminated,  and  the  most  lively  and  delightful  mu^ic 
contributed  to  increase  the  genefiil  glatinesa.  The  hajipy 
old  marquis  wished  all  the  world  lo  participate  in  his  joy. 
All  tlie  entrances  of  the  palace  were  thrown  open,  .iiid 
every  one  who  sympathized  in  his  happiness  was  joyfully 
welcomed.     In  the  midst  of  the  throng" 

The  Sicilian  paused.  A  trembling  expectation  sii^- 
liended  our  breath. 

**  In  the  midst  of  the  throng,"  continue<l  the  firisoncr, 
"appeared  u  Franciscan  monk,  to  whom  my  attention 
was  directed  by  the  person  who  sat  next  to  me  ;it  liiliji'. 
lie  was  standmg  motionless  like  a  marble  pillar.  His 
8ha|>e  was  tall  anil  thin;  his  face  pale  and  ghjistly ;  liis 
eyes  were  tixed  with  a  grave  and  nionrnful  expression  on 
the  new-married  couple.  The  joy  which  bcaiuoij  on  the 
face  of  every  one  present  appeared  not  on  his.  His 
countenance  never  oiioe  varied.  lie  seemed  like  a  statue 
among  the  living.  Such  an  object,  ap])earing  amidst  the 
general  joy,  struck  me  more  forcibly  from  its  contrast 
with  everything  around.  It  left  on  my  mind  so  indelibln 
an  impression  that  from  it  alone  I  have  been  cnabli^d 
(which  would  otherwise  have  been  inn)ofwtlilc)  to  vecollrct 
the  features  of  the  Franciscan  monk  in  the  Itussian 
officer;  for,  without  doubt,  yon  mnst  have  already  eun- 
(*ive<l  that  the  person  I  have  described  was  no  other  thiin 
your  Armenian. 

"  I  frequently  attempted  to  withdraw  my  cyos  frntn 
this  terrible  figure,  but  they  wandered  back  iuvoliiiilarilv, 
and  found  his  countenance  unaltered.     I  ]ioiuted  him  out 
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to  the  5>er8on  who  sat  nearett  to  rae  on  the  other  side, 
and  he  did  the  same  to  the  person  next  to  him.  In  a 
few  minatea  a  general  curiosity  and  aatonishment  per- 
vaded the  whole  company.  Tlie  conversation  languished ; 
a  general  silence  suooeeded ;  the  monk  did  not  heed  it. 
He  continued  motionless  as  before ;  his  grave  and  mourn- 
ful looks  constantly  fixed  upon  the  new-married  couple ; 
his  appearance  struck  every  one  with  terror.  The 
young  countess  alone,  who  found  the  transcript  of  her 
own  sorrow  in  the  face  of  the  stranger,  beheld  with  a 
melancholy  satisfaction  the  only  object  that  seemed  to 
understand  and  sympathize  in  her  snfferings.  The  crowd 
insensibly  diminished.  It  was  pant  midn^t ;  the  music 
became  fainter  and  more  languid ;  the  tapers  grew  dim, 
and  many  of  them  went  out.  The  oonversation,  declining 
by  degrees,  lost  itself  at  last  in  secret  murmurs,  and  the 
faintly  illuminated  hall  was  nearly  deserted.  The  monk, 
in  the  meantime,  continued  motionless,  with  the  same 
grave  and  mournful  look  still  fixed  on  the  new-married 
coujilc.  The  company  at  length  rose  from  the  table;  the 
gucsU  dispersed ;  the  family  assembled  in  a  separate 
frroup,  and  the  monk,  though  uninvited,  continued  near 
them.  How  it  happened  that  no  person  spoke  to  him  I 
cannot  conceive. 

"The  female  friends  now  surrounded  the  trembling 
bride,  who  cast  a  supplicating  and  distressed  look  on  the 
venorabb  stranger ;  he  did  not  answer  it.  The  gentle- 
men assembled  in  the  same  manner  around  the  bride- 
groom. A  solemn  and  anxious  silence  prevailed  among 
ihcm.  *That  wo  should  be  so  happy  here  together, 
began  at  length  the  old  marquis,  who  alone  seemed  not 
to  behold  the  stranger,  or  at  least  seemed  to  behold  him 
without  dismay.  'That  we  should  be  so  happy  here 
together,  and  my  son  Jeronymo  cannot  be  with  us ! ' 

"' Have  yon  invited  him,  and  has  he  failed  tocomeP' 
asked  the  monk.  It  was  the  first  time  he  had  spoken. 
We  looked  at  him  in  alarm. 

" '  Alas !  he  is  gone  to  a  place  from  whence  there  is  no 
return,'  answered  the  old  man.  '  Reverend  fatjier !  you 
mLsunderstood  me.    My  son  Jeronymo  is  dead.* 

"'Perhaps  he  only  fears  to  appear  in  this  company,' 
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replied  the  monk.  *  Who  knows  how  your  son  Jeronynio 
may  be  situated  ?  Let  him  now  hear  the  voice  which 
he  heard  the  last.    Desire  vour  son  Lorenzo  to  call  him.' 

^^  *  What  means  he  ? '  whispered  the  company  to  one 
another.  Lorenzo  changed  color.  I  will  not  deny  that 
my  own  hur  began  to  stand  on  end. 

^  In  the  meantime  the  monk  approached  a  sideboard ; 
he  took  a  glass  of  wine  and  carried  to  his  lips.  '  To  the 
memory  of  our  dear  Jeronymo ! '  said  he.  '  Let  every 
one  who  loved  the  deceased  follow  my  example,' 

*'  *  Be  you  who  you  may,  reverend  father ! '  exclaimed 
the  old  marquis,  *•  you  have  pronounced  a  name  dear  to 
us  all,  and  you  are  heartily  welcome  here  ; '  then  turning 
to  us,  he  offered  us  full  glasses.  '  Come,  my  friends ! ' 
continued  he,  ^  let  us  not  be  surpassed  by  a  stranger.  The 
memory  of  my  son  Jeronymo ! 

"  Never,  I  believe,  was  any  toast  less  heartily  received. 

"'There  is  one  glass  still  unemptied,"  said  the  mar- 
quis. *  Why  does  my  son  Lorenzo  refuse  to  drink  this 
friendly  toast?' 

"  Lorenzo,  trembling,  received  the  glass  from  the  hands 
of  the  monk  ;  tremblingly  he  put  it  to  his  Ii})8.  *  To  my 
dearly-beloved  brother  Jeronymo ! '  he  stammered  out, 
and  replaced  the  glass  with  a  shudder. 

"  '  That  was  my  murderer's  voice  ! '  exclaimed  a  terrible 
figure,  which  appeared  -suddenly  in  the  midst  of  us, 
covered  with  blood,  and  disfigured  with  horrible  wounds. 

"  Do  not  ask  me  the  rest,"  added  the  Sicilian,  with 
every  symptom  of  horror  in  his  countenance.  "  I  lost 
my  senses  the  moment  I  looked  at  this  ap])arition.  The 
same  happened  to  every  one  present.  When  we  recovered 
the  monk  and  the  ghost  had  disappeared  ;  Lorenzo  was 
writhing  in  the  agonies  of  death.  He  was  carried  to  bed 
in  the  most  dreadful  convulsions.  No  person  attended 
him  but  his  confessor  and  the  sorrowful  old  marquis,  in 
whose  presence  he  expired.  The  marquis  died  a  few 
weeks  after  him.  Lorenzo's  secret  is  locked  in  the  bosom 
of  the  priest  who  received  his  last  confession ;  no  person 
ever  learnt  what  it  was. 

"  Soon  after  this  event  a  well  was  cleaned  in  the  farm- 
yard of   the  marquis'  villa.      It   had  been  disused   for 
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tnauy  years,  and  was  nlmost  closed  up  by  shrnbe  and  old 
trees.  On  di^ng  among  the  rubbish  a  human  skeleton 
was  fouud.  The  bouse  where  this  happened  is  now  no 
more;  the  family  del  M — nte  is  extinct,  and  Anto- 
nia's  loinb  may  be  'seen  in  a  convent  not  far  bom 
Salerno. 

"  You  Bee,"  continued  the  Sicilian,  seeing  us  all  stand 
silent  a[i(l  tliouKhtful,  "  you  see  how  my  acquaintance  with 
lliis  Russian  ofiicei-,  Annenian,  or  Franciscan  friar  origi- 
nated. Judge  now  whether  I  had  not  good  cause  to 
tremble  at  the  sight  of  a  being  who  has  twice  placed 
himself  in  my  wiiy  in  a  manner  so  terrible." 

"  I  beg  you  will  answer  nie  one  question  more,"  swd 
the  prince,  rising  from  hia  seat.  "  Have  you  been  always 
sincere  in  your  account  of  everything  relating  to  the 
chev.ilier?' 

"To  the  beat  of  my  knowledge  I  have,"  replied  the 
Sicilian. 

■'  You  really  believed  him  to  be  an  honest  man  ?  " 

"  I  did  ;  by  heaven  !  I  did,"  answered  he  again. 

"  Even  at  the  time  he  gave  you  the  ring? 

"  How  !  He  gave  ine  no  ring.  I  did  not  say  that  he 
gave  me  the  ring." 

"  Very  well !  "  said  the  prince,  pulling  the  bell,  and 
preparing  to  depart.  "  And  you  believe  "  (going  back  to 
the  prisoner)  "  that  the  ghost  of  the  Marquis  de  Lanoy, 
which  the  tiuissian  officer  introduced  after  your  appari- 
tion, was  a  true  and  real  ghost  ?  " 

'■  1  cannot  think  otherwise." 

"  Let  us  go  !  "  said  the  prince,  addressing  hiraself  to 
us.  The  gaoler  came  in.  "We  have  done,"  said  the 
prince  to  him.  "  You,  sir,"  turning  to  the  prisoner,  "  you 
shall  hear  further  from  nit." 

"  I  am  tempted  to  ask  your  hlgtmess  the  last  question 
yoti  proposed  to  the  sorcerer,"  said  I  to  the  prince,  when 
we  were  alone.  "  Do  you  believe  the  second  ghost  to 
have  been  a  real  and  true  one?" 

"  I  believe  it !     No,  not  now,  most  assuredly." 

"  Xot  now  ?    Then  you  ilid  once  believe  it  ?  " 

"  I  confess  I  was  tcmplt-il  for  a  moment  to  believe  it 
Hoiaeth'mg  more  than  the  contrivance  of  a  ju^ler." 
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"  And  I  could  wish  to  see  the  man  wlio  under  similar 
cironmatancefl  would  not  have  had  the  same  impression. 
But  what  reasons  have  you  for  retracting  your  opinion  ? 
Wbat  the  prisoner  has  related  of  the  Armenian  ought  to 
increase  rather  than  diminish  your  belief  in  hia  super- 
natural powers." 

"  What  this  wretch  has  relate<l  of  him,"  said  the 
prince,  interrupting  me  very  gravely.  "I  bope,"  con- 
tinued lie, "  you  have  now  no  doubt  but  that  we  nave  had 
to  do  with  a  villain." 

"  No ;  but  must  bis  evidence  on  that  account " 

"The  evidence  of  a  villain,  even  supposing  I  had  no 
Other  reason  for  doubt,  can  have  no  weight  against 
common  sense  and  established  truth.  Does  a  man  who 
has  already  deceived  me  several  times,  and  whose  trade  it 
is  to  deceive,  does  he  deserve  to  be  heard  in  a  cause  in 
which  the  nnsupjwrted  tCBtimony  of  even  the  most  Binccre 
adherent  to  truth  could  not  be  received  ?  Ought  we  to 
lielieve  a  man  who  perhaps  never  once  spoke  truth  fur 
its  own  sake  ?  Does  such  a  man  deserve  credit,  when  he 
appears  as  evidence  against  human  reason  and  the  eternal 
laws  of  nature?  Woulil  it  not  be  as  absurd  as  to  admit 
the  accusation  of  a  person  notoriously  Iiifamuu»  against 
unblemished  and  irrc|>roacliable  innocence?" 

"  But  what  motives  could  he  have  for  giving  so  great 
a  character  to  a  man  whom  he  has  so  niany  reasons  to 
hate  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  to  conclude  that  he  can  have  no  motives  for 
doing  this  because  I  am  unable  to  comprehend  them.  Do 
I  know  who  has  brilwd  him  to  deceive  me?  1  confess  I 
cannot  |>enetrate  the  whole  contexture  of  his  plan ;  but 
he  has  certainly  done  a  material  injury  to  the  cause  he 
advocates  by  proving  himself  to  be  at  least  an  im))09tor, 
and  perhaps  something  worse." 

"The  circumstance  of  the  ring,  1  allow,  ap]>ear9  some- 
wbat  suspicious." 

"  It  is  more  than  suspicious,"  answered  the  prince  ;  "  it 
is  decisive.  He  received  this  ring  from  the  murderer, 
and  at  the  moment  he  received  it  he  must  have  been 
certain  that  it  was  from  the  murderer.  Who  but  the 
Q  could  have  taken  from  the  finger  of  the  deceased 
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a  ring  which  he  undoubtedly  never  took  off  himaelt? 
Throughout  the  whole  of  hia  aarration  the  Sicilian  lias 
labored  to  persuade  ue  tliat  while  ho  was  endeavoring  to 
deceive  Lorenzo,  Lorenzo  was  in  reality  deceiving  him. 
Would  he  have  had  recourse  to  this  subterfuge  if  lie  had 
not  bt!en  sensible  how  much  he  should  lose  in  our  estima- 
tion by  confessing  himself  an  accomplice  with  the  asaasein  ? 
The  whole  story  is  visibly  nothing  but  a  series  of  impos- 
tures, invented  merely  to  connect  the  few  truths  he  hns 
thought  proper  to  give  us.  Ought  I  then  to  hesitate  in 
disbelieving  the  eleventh  assertion  of  a  person  who  has 
already  deceived  me  ten  times,  rather  tlian  admit  a  viola- 
tion of  the  fundamental  laws  of  nature,  which  J  have 
ever  found  in  the  most  perfect  harmony  ?" 

"  I  have  nothing  to  reply  to  all  this,  but  the  apparition 
we  saw  yesterday  is  to  me  not  the  less  incomprehensible." 

"  It  is  also  incomprehensible  to  uie,  although  I  have 
been  tempted  to  believe  that  I  have  found  a  key  to  it." 

"IIow  BO?"  asked  I. 

"  Do  not  you  recollect  that  the  second  apparition,  as 
soon  as  he  entered,  walked  directly  up  to  the  altar,  took 
the  (Tucilix  in  his  baud,  and  placed  himself  upon  the 
carpet  ? " 

"  It  .ippeared  so  to  me." 

"And  this  crucifix,  according  to  the  Sicilian's  con- 
fession, was  a  conductor.  You  see  that  the  apparition 
hastened  to  make  himself  electrical.  Thus  the  blow 
which  liord  Seymour  struck  him  with  a  sword  was  of 
course  ineffectual;  the  electric  stroke  disabled  his  arm." 

"This  is  true  with  respect  to  the  sword.  But  the 
pistol  fired  by  the  Sicilian,  the  ball  of  which  we  heard 
roll  slowly  upon  the  altar?" 

"Are  you  convinced  that  this  was  the  same  ball  which 
was  fired  from  the  pistol?"  rejilied  the  prince.  "Not to 
mention  that  the  puppet,  or  the  man  who  rejiresented  the 
ghost,  may  have  been  so  well  accoutred  as  to  be  invul- 
nerable by  sword  or  bullet ;  but  consider  who  it  was  that 
loaded  the  pistols." 

''True,"  stud  I,  an<l  a  sndden  light  broke  upon  my 
mind;  "the  Russian  officer  had  loaded  them,  bnt  it  waa 
in  our  presence.    How  conld  he  have  deceived  us  ?  " 
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"Why  should  he  not  have  deceived  ub?  Did  you 
anapect  hiiu  sufficiently  to  observe  liim?  Did  you  ex- 
Mune  the  ball  before  it  was  put  into  the  pistol  ?  May 
it  not  have  been  one  of  quicksilver  or  clay  ?  Did  you 
take  Dotice  whether  the  Kuseian  officer  really  put  it  into 
the  barrel,  or  dropped  it  into  his  other  hand  'i  But  sup- 
posing that  he  actually  loaded  the  pintols,  what  is  to  con- 
.  vince  you  that  he  really  took  the  loaded  ones  into  the 
room  where  the  ghoat  appeared,  and  did  not  change  them 
for  another  pair,  which  he  might  have  dune  the  more 
easily  as  nobody  ever  thought  of  noticing  him,  and  we 
were  beaides  occupied  in  undressing?  And  could  not 
tlie  figure,  at  the  moment  when  we  were  prevented  from 
aeeing  it  by  the  amoke  of  the  pistol,  have  dropped  another 
ball,  with  which  it  had  been  beforehand  provided,  on  the 
the  altar?     Which  of  these  conjectures  is  impossible?" 

"You  are  right.  But  that  striking  resemblance*  to 
your  deceased  friend!  I  have  often  seen  him  with  you, 
and  I  immediately  recc^nizcd  him  in  the  apparition. 

'*  I  did  the  same,  atuT  I  must  confess  tlie  illusion  was 
complete.  Bub  if  the  jn^ler  from  a  few  stolen  glances 
at  my  snuff-box  was  able  to  give  to  hie  apparition  a  re- 
aenibiance,  what  waa  to  prevent  the  Russian  officer,  who 
hail  used  the  box  during  the  whole-  time  of  anppc-r,  who 
had  had  liberty  to  observe  the  picture  unnoticed,  and  to 
whom  I  had  dincovered  in  confidence  whom  it  represented, 
what  was  to  prevt^nt  him  from  doing  the  same?  Add  to 
this  what  has  been  before  observed  by  the  Sicilian,  that 
tlie  prominent  features  of  the  martjuls  were  so  striking  .'la 
to  be  easily  imitated;  what  ia  there  so  inexplicable  iu 
tliia  second  ghost?" 

"  But  the  words  he  uttered  ?  The  information  he  gave 
you  about  your  friend?" 

"  What?"  said  the  prince,  "Did  not  the  Sicilian  assure 
us,  that  from  the  little  which  he  ha<l  learnt  from  me  he 
hail  compoaed  a  similar  story?  Docs  not  this  prove  that 
the  invention  was  obvlona  and  natural?  Besides,  the 
answers  of  the  ghoat,  like  those  of  an  oracle,  were  so 
o'xicure  that  he  waa  in  no  danger  of  being  detected  hi  a 
falsehood.  If  the  Fuan  who  personated  the  ghost  pos- 
Hessed  s^acity  and  presence  of  mind,  and  knew  ever  so 
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little  of  the  affair  on  wbich  be  was  consnlted,  to  what 
length  might  not  he  have  carried  the  decepttoD  f " 

"  Pray  consider,  your  highness,  how  much  preparation 
such  a  complicated  artifice  would  have  required  from  the 
Armenian ;  how  much  time  it  talcee  to  paint  a  face  with 
sufficient  exactness ;  how  much  time  would  have  been 
requisite  to  instruct  the  pretended  ghost,  so  as  to  guard 
him  against  gross  errors ;  what  a  degree  of  minute  atten-  * 
tion  to  regulate  every  minor  attendant  or  adventitious 
circumstance,  which  must  be  answered  in  some  manner, 
lest  titey  should  prove  detrimental !  And  remember  that 
the  Russian  officer  was  absent  but  half  an  hour.  Was 
that  short  space  of  time  suflicicnt  to  make  even  such  ar- 
rangements as  were  most  indispensable?  Surety,  my 
prince,  not  even  a  dramatic  writer,  who  has  the  least 
desire  to  preserve  tlie  three  terrible  unities  of  Aristotle^ 
durst  venture  to  load  the  interval  between  one  act 
and  another  with  such  a  variety  of  action,  or  to  ))reBumfl 
upon  such  a  facility  of  belief  in  hia  audience." 

"  What !  You  think  it  absolutely  impossible  that  every 
necessary  preparation  should  have  been  made  in  the  space 
of  half  an  hour?" 

"  Indeed,  I  look  upon  it  as  almost  impossible." 

"  I  do  not  understand  this  expression.  Does  it  militate 
agtunst  the  physical  laws  of  time  and  space,  or  of  matter 
and  motion,  that  a  man  so  ingenious  and  so  expert  as  this 
Armenian  must  tindoubtcilly  be,  assisted  by  agenta  whose 
dexterity  and  aoutencRs  are  probably  not  in^rior  to  his 
own ;  favored  by  the  time  of  night,  and  watched  by  no 
one,  provided  with  such  means  and  instruments  aa  a  man 
of  this  profession  is  never  without -~  is  it  impossible  that 
such  n  man,  favored  by  sucli  circumstances,  should  be 
able  to  effect  so  much  in  so  short  a  time  ?  Is  it  ridicu- 
lous or  absurd  to  suppose,  that  by  a  very  small  number 
of  words  Or  signs  he  can  convey  to  his  assistants  very  ex- 
tensive comniisBionH.  and  direct  very  complex  operations? 
Nothing  ought  to  be  admitted  that  is  contrary  to  the  es- 
tablished laws  of  nature,  unless  it  in  something  with 
which  these  laws  arc  .ibsolutely  incompatible.  Would 
you  rather  give  credit  to  a  miracle  than  admit  an  improba- 
fcjJityP     Would  yon  solve  a  difficulty  rather  by  over- 
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tnrning  the  powers  of  nature  than  b)r  believing  an  artful 
and  uncommon  combination  of  them?" 

"  Though  the  fact  will  not  justify  a  conclusion  such  as 
you  have  condemned,  you  must,  however,  grant  that  it  is 
far  beyond  our  conception." 

"  I  am  almost  tempted  to  dispute  even  this,"  said  the 
prince,  with  a  quTet  smile.  "  What  would  you  say,  my 
dear  count,  if  it  should  be  proved,  for  instance,  that  the 
operations  of  the  Armenian  were  prepared  and  carried 
on,  not  only  during  the  half-hour  tliat  he  was  absent  from 
UB,  not  only  In  haste  and  incidentally,  but  during  the 
whole  evening  and  the  whole  nigbt?  You  recollect  that 
the  Sicilian  employed  nearly  three  hours  in  preparation." 

"The  Sicilian?     Yes,  my  prince." 

"And  how  will  you  convince  me  that  this  juggler  bad 
not  as  much  concern  in  the  second  apparition  as  in  the 
first  ¥  " 

"Ifow  so,  your  highness?" 

"That  he  was  not  the  principal  assistant  of  the  Ar- 
menian? In  a  word,  how  will  jou  convinfc  me  that  they 
did  not  co-operate?" 

"  It  would  be  a  difficult  task  to  prove  that,"  exclaimed 
I,  with  no  little  surprise. 

"Not  so  ditKcult,  my  dear  count,  as  you  imagine. 
What !  Could  it  have  happened  by  mere  chance  that 
these  two  men  should  form  a  design  so  extraordinary  and 
BO  complicated  upon  the  same  person,  at  the  same  time, 
and  in  the  same  place  ?  Could  mere  chance  have  produced 
such  an  exact  harmony  between  their  operations,  that 
one  of  them  should  play  so  exactly  tlie  game  of  the  other  ? 
•Snppose  for  a  moment  that  the  Armt-iiinn  intended  to 
heighten  the  effect  of  his  deception,  by  introducing  it  after 
a  less  refined  one  —  that  he  created  a  Hector  to  make 
himself  hU  Affhilles.  Suppose  that  he  has  done  all  ibis 
to  discover  what  degree  of  credulity  he  could  exjiect  to 
find  in  me,  to  examine  the  readiest  way  to  pain  my  confi- 
dence, to  familiarize  himself  with  hm  subject  by  an 
attempt  that  might  have  miscarried  without  any  [.rejudioe 
to  bis  plan  ;  in  a  word,  to  tune  the  instrument  on  wliicb 
he  intended  to  play.  Suppose  he  did  tliis  with  the  view 
of  ezdting  my  suspicions  on  one  subject  in  order  to 
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divert  my  attention  from  another  more  importmnt  to  his 
design.  Lastly,  suppoH  he  wisheB  to  have  some  indirect 
metLoda  of  information,  which  he  had  himself  occasion 
to  practise,  imputed  to  the  sorcerer,  in  order  to  divert 
suspicion  fvom  the  true  channel." 

"How  do  you  mean?"  said  I. 

"Suppose,  for  instance,  that  he  may  hftTO  bribed  some 
of    my  servants    to    give    him    secret  intelligence,  or, 

ferhaps,  even  some  papers  \rhich  may  serve  his  porpose. 
hare  missed  one  ot  my  domestics.  What  reason  have 
I  to  tliiulc  that  the  Armenian  is  not  oonoemed  in  his 
leaving  me  ?  Such  a  connection,  however,  if  it  existed, 
may  be  aooidently  discovered ;  a  letter  may  be  inter- 
cepted ;  a  servant,  who  is  in  the  secret,  may  betray  his 
trust.  Now  all  the  consequence  of  the  Armenian  is 
destroyed  if  I  detect  the  source  of  bis  omniscience.  He 
therefore  introduces  this  sorcerer,  who  must  be  supposed 
to  have  some  design  upon  me.  He  takes  care  to  give  me 
early  notice  of  him  and  liis  intentions,  so  that  whatever 
I  may  liereafter  discover  my  suspicions  must  necessarily 
rest  upon  the  Sicilian.  This  is  the  puppet  with  which 
he  amuses  me,  whilst  he  himself,  unobserved  and  unsus- 
pe(;te<l,  is  entangling  me  in  invisible  snares." 

"  We  will  allow  this.  But  ia  it  consistent  with  the 
Armenian's  plan  that  he  himself  should  destroy  the  illu- 
sion which  he  has  created,  and  disclose  the  mysteries  of 
his  science  to  the  eyes  of  the  uninitiatal  ?  " 

"What  mysteries  does  he  disclose?  None,  surely, 
which  he  intends  to  practise  on  me.  He  therefore  loses 
nothing  by  the  discovery.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  what 
an  advantage  will  he  gain,  if  this  pretended  victory  over 
ju^lin^  and  deception  should  render  me  secure  and  nn- 
auspectiiig  ;  if  he  succeeds  in  diverting  my  attention  from 
the  right  quarter,  and  in  fixing  my  wavering  suspicions 
on  an  object  tho  most  remote  from  the  real  one!  He 
could  naturally  expect  that,  sooner  or  later,  either  fr«m 
my  own  doubts,  or  at  the  suggestion  of  another,  I  should 
be  tempted  to  seek  a  key  to  his  mysterious  wonders,  in 
the  mere  art  of  a  juggler;  how  could  he  better  provide 
i^inst  such  an  inquiry  than  by  contrasting  bis  prodi^ea 
with  juggling  tricks.    By   confining  the    latter  wi^in 
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artificial  limits,  and  by  delivering,  as  it  were,  into  my 
hands  a  scale  by  which  to  appreciate  them,  he  naturally 
exalts  and  perplexes  my  ideas  of  the  former.  How  many 
sospicions  he  precludes  bjr  this  single  contrivance !  How 
many  methods  of  accounting  for  his  miracles,  which  after- 
wards have  occurred  to  me,  does  he  refute  beforehand ! " 

'^But  in  exposing  such  a  finished  deception  he  has 
acted  very  much  wainst  his  own  interest,  both  by  quick- 
ening the  penetration  of  those  whom  he  meant  to  impose 
upon,  and  by  staggering  their  belief  in  miracles  in  general. 
X  our  highness'  self  is  the  best  proof  of  the  insufficiency 
of  his  plan,  if  indeed  he  ever  had  one." 

^  Perhaps  he  has  been  mistaken  in  respect  to  myself," 
said  the  prince ;  ^^  but  his  conclusions  have  nevertheless 
been  well  founded.  Could  he  foresee  that  I  should  ex- 
actly notice  the  very  circumstance  which  threatens  to 
become  the  key  to  the  whole  artifice  ?  Was  it  in  his  plan 
that  the  creature  he  employed  should  render  himself  thus 
vulnerable  ?  Are  we  certain  that  the  Sicilian  has  not  far 
exceeded  his  commission  ?  He  has  undoubtedly  done  so 
with  respect  to  the  ring,  and  yet  it  is  chiefly  this  single 
circumstance  which  determined  my  distrust  in  him.  How 
easily  may  a  plan,  whose  contexture  is  most  artful  and 
refined,  be  spoiled  in  the  execution  by  an  awkward  in- 
strument. It  certainly  was  not  the  Armenian's  intention 
that  the  sorcerer  should  trumpet  his  fame  to  us  in  the 
style  of  a  mountebank,  that  he  should  endeavor  to  impose 
upon  us  such  fables  as  are  too  gross  to  bear  the  least 
reflection.  For  instance,  with  what  countenance  could 
this  impostor  affirm  that  the  miraculous  being  he  spoke 
of  must  renounce  all  commerce  with  mankind  at  twelve 
in  the  night  ?  Did  we  not  see  him  among  us  at  that  very 
hour  ?  ** 

"That  is  true,"  cried  I.  "He  must  have  forgotten 
it." 

"  It  often  happens,  to  people  of  this  description,  that 
they  overact  their  parts ;  and,  by  aiming  at  too  much, 
mar  the  effects  which  a  well-managed  deception  is  calcu- 
lated to  produce." 

"  I  cannot,  however,  yet  prevail  on  myself  to  look  upon 
the  whole  as  a  mere  preconcerted  scheme.    What !  the 
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Sicilian's  terror,  hia  convukive  fits,  his  swoon,  the  de- 
plorable situation  in  which  we  saw  him,  and  which  was 
even  such  as  to  mnve  our  pity,  were  all  these  nolhiiig 
more  than  a  studied  part?  I  allow  that  a  skilful  per- 
former may  carry  imitation  to  a  very  high  pitch,  but  he 
certainly  liua  no  power  over  ttie  organs  m.  life." 

"  Ab  for  that,  luy  friend,"  replied  the  prince,  "  I  have 
seen  Richard  III.  performed  by  Garrick.  But  were  we 
at  tliat  moment  sufficiently  cool  to  be  capable  of  ob- 
serving diupassionately?  Could  we  judge  of  the  emotion 
of  the  Sicilian  when  we  Were  almost  overcome  by  our 
own  ?  B(.'sideE,  the  decisive  crisis  even  of  s  deception  is 
su  momentous  to  the  deceiver  himself  that  eicessive 
anxiety  may  produce  in  him  symptoms  as  violent  as 
those  nhich  surprise  exciteH  in  the  deceived.  Add  to 
this  the  nncx|iected  entrance  of  tbc  watch." 

"  I  am  glad  you  remind  me  of  that,  prince.  Would  the 
Armenian  have  ventured  to  discover  such  a  dangerous 
scliemc  to  the  eye  of  justice;  to  expose  the  fidelity  of 
his  creature  to  so  severe  a  test?  And  for  what  pur- 
pose ? "  .  ■ 

"  Leave  that  matter  to  him  ;  he  is  no  doubt  acquainted 
with  the  people  he  employs.  Do  we  know  what  secret 
crimes  may  have  Eecured  him  the  eilencc  of  this  man? 
You  have  been  informed  of  the  office  he  holds  in  Venice ; 
what  difficulty  will  he  find  in  saving  a  man  of  whom  he 
himself  is  the  only  accuser?" 

[This  sngi^ci'tion  of  the  prince  was  but  too  well  justified 
by  the  event.  For,  some  days  after,  on  inquiring  after 
the  prisoner,  we  were  told  that  beliad  escaped,  and  had 
not  since  been  heard  of.] 

"You  ask  what  could  be  his  motives  for  delivering 
this  man  into  the  hands  of  justice?"  continued  the 
prince.  "By  what  other  method,  except  this  violent 
one,  could  he  have  wrested  from  the  Sicilian  such  an 
infamous  and  improbable  confession,  which,  however, 
was  BO  materia!  to  the  success  of  his  plan  ?  Who  but  a 
man  whose  case  is  desperate,  and  who  has  nothing  to 
lose,  would  consent  to  give  so  humiliating  an  account 
of  himself?  Fnder  what  other  circumstances  could  we 
have  believed  snch  a  coofessioii  ? '' 
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^  I  grant  all  this,  my  prince.  That  the  two  apparitions 
were  mere  contrivances  of  art ;  that  the  Sicilian  has  im- 
posed upon  us  a  talo  which  the  Armenian,  his  master,  had 
previously  taught  him ;  that  the  efforts  of  both  have  been 
directed  to  the  same  end,  and,  from  this  mutual  intel- 
ligence all  the  wonderful  incidents  which  have  astonished 
us  in  this  adventure  may  be  easily  explained.  But  the 
prophecy  in  the  square  of  St.  Mark,  tnat  first  miracle, 
which,  as  it  were,  opened  the  door  to  all  the  rest,  still 
remains  unexplained ;  and  of  what  use  is  the  key  to  all 
his  other  wonders  if  we  despair  of  resolving  this  single 
one?" 

"Rather  invert  the  proposition,  my  dear  count,"  an- 
swered the  prince,  "  and  say  what  do  all  these  wonders 
prove  if  I  can  demonstrate  that  a  single  one  among  them 
is  a  juggling  trick?  The  prediction,  I  own,  is  totally 
beyond  my  conception.  If  it  stood  alone  ;  if  the  Arme- 
nian liad  closed  the  scene  with  it,  instead  of  beginning  it, 
I  confess  I  do  not  know  how  far  I  might  have  been  car- 
ried. But  in  the  base  alloy  with  which  it  is  mixed  it  is 
certainly  rather  suspicious.  Time  may  explain,  or  not 
explain  it ;  but  believe  me,  my  friend  ! "  added  the  prince, 
taking  my  hand,  with  a  grave  countenance,  —  "  a  man 
who  can  command  supernatural  powers  has  no  occasion 
to  employ  the  arts  of  a  juggler ;  he  despises  them." 

"  Thus,"  says  Count  O ,  "  ended  a  conversation 

which  I  have  related  word  for  word,  because  it  shows 
the  difficulties  which  were  to  be  overcome  before  the 
prince  could  be  effectually  imposed  upon  ;  and  I  hope  it 
may  free  his  memory  from  the  imputation  of  having 
blindly  and  inconsiderately  thrown  himself  into  a  snare, 
which  was  spread  for  his  destruction  by  the  most  unex- 
ampled and  diabolical  wickedness.    Not  all,"  continues 

Count  O ,  "  who,  at  the  moment  I  am  writing,  smile 

contemptuously  at  the  prince's  credulity,  and,  in  the 
fancied  superiority  of  their  own  yet  unterapted  un- 
derstanding, unconditionally  condemn  him  ;  not  all  of 
these,  I  apprehend,  would  have  stood  his  first  trial  so 
courageously.  If  afterwards,  notwithstanding  this  provi- 
dential warning,  we  witness  liis  downfall ;  if  we  see  that 
the  black  design  agaiubt  wliich,  at  the  very  outset,  he 
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wae  thnB  cautioned,  is  finally  Bnccessfu),  we  shall  be  lean 
inclined  to  ridicule  his  weakness  than  to  be  astonished  at 
the  infamous  ingenuity  of  a  plot  which  could  seduce 
an  understanding  so  fully  prepared.  Considerations  of 
worldly  interest  can  have  no  influence  upon  my  testi- 
mony ;  he,  who  alone  would  be  thankful  for  it,  is  now  no 
more.  His  dreadful  destiny  is  accomplished ;  his  soul  has 
long  since  been  purified  before  the  throne  of  truth,  where 
inin<!  will  likewise  have  apneared  before  these  pami^es 
meet  the  eyes  of  the  world.  Pardon  the  involuntary 
tears  which  now  flow-  at  the  remembrance  of  my  dearest 
friend.  But  for  the  sake  of  jnstice  I  must  write  this. 
His  was  a  noble  character,  and  would  have  adorned 
a  throne  which,  seduced  by  the  most  atrocious  artifice, 
he  attempted  to  ascend  by  the  commission  of  a  crime. 


BOOK  II. 


"  Not  long  after  these  events,"  continues  Count  O , 

in  his  narrative,  "I  began  to  observe  an  extraordinary 
alteration  in  the  disposition  of  the  prince,  which  was 
partly  the  immediate  consoquoncc  of  the  last  event  and 
]>artly  produced  by  the  concurrence  of  many  adventitious 
circumstances.  Hitherto  he  had  avoided  every  severe 
trial  of  his  faith,  and  contented  himself  with  purifj-ing 
the  rude  and  abstract  notions  of  religion,  in  which  he 
had  been  educated,  by  thone  more  rational  ideas  upon 
this  subject  which  forced  themselves  upon  his  attention, 
or  comparing  the  many  discordant  opinions  with  each 
other,  without  inquiring  into  the  foundations  of  his  faith. 
Religious  subjects,  he  has  many  times  confessed  to  me, 
always  appeared  to  him  like  an  enchanted  castle,  into 
which  one  does  not  set  one's  foot  without  horror,  and 
that  they  act  therefore  mucli  the  wiser  part  who  pass  it 
in  respectful  silence,  without  exposing  themselves  to  the 
danger  of  being  bewildered  in  its  labyrinths,  A  servile 
and  oigoted  education  was  the  source  of  this  dread ;  this 
had  impressed  frightful  images  upon  his  tender  brain, 
which,  during  the  remainder  of  his  life,  he  was  never 
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able  wholly  to  obliterate.  Religious  melancholy  was  an 
hereditary  disorder  in  his  family.  The  education  which  ho 
»ad  hiB  brothers  had  received  was  calculated  to  produce 
it;  and  the  men  to  whose  care  they  were  entrusted, 
selected  with  this  object,  were  also  either  enthusiasts  qt 
hypocrites.  'L, 

"  To  Btifle'  all  the  sprightlinees  of  the  boy,  by  a  gloomy 
restraint  of  his  mental  faculties,  was  the  only  method  of 
securing  to  themselves  tlie  highest  approbation  of  his 
royal  parents.  The  whole  of  our  prince's  childhood  wore 
a  dark  and  gloomy  aspect ;  mirth  wns  b.inishcd  even  from 
his  amusements.  All  hb  ideas  of  religion  were  accompa- 
nied by  some  frightful  image ;  and  the  representations  of 
terror  and  severity  were  those  which  first  took  hold  of 
his  lively  imagination,  and  which  the  longest  retained 
their  empire  over  it.  His  God  was  an  object  of  terror,  a 
being  whose  occnpation  is  lo  chastise  ;  and  the  ndoration 
he  paid  hint  was  either  slavish  fear,  or  a  blind  submission 
which  stifled  all  his  energies.  In  all  his  youthful  pro- 
pensities, which  a  vigorous  growth  and  a  fine  constitn- 
tion  naturally  excited  to  break  out  with  the  greater 
violence,  religion  stood  in  his  way;  it  opposed  every, 
thing  upon  which  his  young  heart  was  bent ;  ho  learned 
to  consider  it  not  as  a  friend,  bnt  as  the  scourge  of  his 
passions;  so  that  a  silent  indignation  was  gradually  kin- 
dled against  it  in  his  heart,  which,  together  with  a  bigoted 
faith  and  a  blind  fear,  produced  an  incongruous  mixture 
of  feelings,  and  an  abhorrence  of  a  ruler  before  whom  he 
trembtcd. 

"  It  is  no  wonder,  therefore,  that  he  took  the  first 
opportunity  of  escaping  from  so  galling  a  yoke  —  but  he 
fled  from  it  as  a  bond-slave  who,  escapmg  from  his  rigor- 
ous master,  drags  along  with  him  a  sense  of  his  servitude, 
even  in  the  midst  of  freedom ;  for,  as  he  did  not  renounce 
the  faith  of  his  earlier  years  from  a  deliberate  conviction, 
and  did  not  wait  till  the  maturity  and  improvement  of  his 
reasoning  had  weaned  him  from  it,  but  escaped  from  it 
like  a  fugitive,  upon  whose  person  Ijie  rights  of  his  mas- 
ter are  still  in  force,  so  was  he  obliged,  even  after  his 
widest  separation,  to  return  to  it  at  last.  He  had  csca]>ed 
with   bis  chain,  and  for  that  reason   must  necessarily 
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become  the  prey  of  any  one  who  should  discover  it,  and 
kaow  how  to  make  use  of  the  discoverr.  That  such  a 
one  presented  himself,  the  sequel  of  this  history  will 
prove ;  most  likely  the  reader  has  already  surmised  itr" 

"  The  confessions  of  the  Sicilian  left  a  deeper  impres- 
sion upon  bis  mind  than  they  ought,  considering  the 
circumBtances ;  and  the  small  victory  which  bis  reason 
had  thence  gained  over  this  weak  imposture,  remwkably 
increased  his  reliance  u])od  his  own  powers.  The  facility 
with  w))ich  he  had  been  able  to  unravel  this  deception 
appeared  to  have  surprised  him.  Truth  and  error  were 
not  yet  so  accurately  distinguished  from  each  other  in 
his  mind  hut  that  he  often  mistook  the  arguments  which 
were  in  favor  of  the  one  for  those  in  favor  of  the  other. 
Thence  it  arose  that  the  same  blow  which  destroyed  his 
faith  in  wonders  made  the  whole  edifice  of  it  totter.  In 
this  instance,  he  fell  into  the  same  error  as  an  inex- 
perienced man  who  has  been  deceived  in  love  or  friend- 
ship, because  he  happened  to  make  a  bad  choice,  and  who 
denies  the  existence  of  these  sensations,  because  he  takes 
the  occasional  exceptions  for  distinguishing  features. 
The  unmaskingof  adeception  madecvcn  truth  suspicious 
to  him,  because  he  had  unfortunately  discovered  truth  by 
false  reasoning. 

"This  imaginary  triumph  pleased  him  in  proportion  to 
the  magnitude  of  the  oppression  from  which  it  seemed  to 
deliver  him.  From  this  instant  there  arose  in  his  mind 
a  scepticism  which  did  not  spare  even  the  most  sacred 
objects. 

"Many  circumstances  concurred  to  encourage,  and 
still  more  to  confirm,  him  in  this  turn  of  mind.  He  now 
quitted  the  retirement  in  which  he  had  hitherto  lived, 
and  gave  way  to  a  more  dissipated  mode  of  life.  His 
rank  was  discovered ;  attentions  which  he  was  obliged  to 
return,  etifjuettes  for  which  he  was  indebted  to  his  rank, 
drew  him  imperceptibly  within  the  vortex  of  the  great 
world.  His  rank,  as  well  as  his  pei-sonal  attractions, 
opened  to  him  the  circles  of  ail  the  beaux  eapritg  in 
Venice,  and  he  soon  found  himself  on  terms  of  intimacy 
with  the  most  enlightened  persons  in  the  republic,  men  of 
learning  as  well  as  politicians.    Tiiis  obliged  him  to  en- 
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larffQ  tbfi  monotonous  and  limited  circle  to  which  his 
understanding;  had  hitherto  been  confined.  He  began  to 
perceive  the  poverty  and  feebleness  of  his  ideas,  and  to 
feel  the  want  of  more  elevated  impressious.  The  old- 
Easbiooed  turn  of  bis  underetandiug,  in  sjiite  of  the  nintiy 
advantages  with  which  it  was  accx>mpanied,  formed  an 
unpleasing  contrast  with  the  current  ideas  of  eociety;  his 
i^orance  of  the  commonest  things  frequently  exposed 
htm  to  ridicule,  than  which  he  dreaded  nothing  more. 
The  unfortunate  prejudice  which  attached  to  his  native 
country  appeared  to  him  a  challenge  to  overcome  it  in  his 
own  person.  Besides  this,  there  was  a  peculiarity  in  his 
character;  be  was  offended  with  every  attention  that  be 
thought  was  paid  bim  on  account  of  his  rank  rather  than 
his  Dersonal  qualities.  He  felt  this  humiliation  principally 
in  the  company  of  persons  who  shone  by  tbeir  abilities, 
and  triumphed,  as  it  were,  over  their  birth  by  their  merit. 
To  p<:rrceive  himself  dietinguished  as  a  prince,  in  such 
a  society,  was  always  a  deep  humiliation  to  him,  because 
be  unforlimately  fancied  himself  excluded  by  his  rank 
from  all  competition.  These  circumstances  convinced 
him  of  the  necessity  of  cultivating  his  mind,  in  order  to 
raise  it  to  a  level  with  the  tbinkiug  part  of  the  world, 
from  which  be  bad  hitherto  been  so  separated ;  and  for 
that  purpose  he  chose  the  most  modern  books,  and  applied 
himself  to  them  with  all  the  ardor  with  which  he  was 
accuptomed  to  pursue  every  object  to  which  he  devoted 
hhuseif.  But  the  unskilful  haml  that  directed  his  choice 
always  prompted  him  to  select  such  as  were  little  calcu- 
lated to  improve  either  his  heart  or  his  reason;  besides - 
that,  ho  was  influenced  by  a  propensity  which  rendered 
everything  irresistible  which  was  in  comprehensible.  He 
had  neither  attention  nor  memory  for  anything  that  was 
not  of  that  character,  and  both  his  reason  and  his  heart 
remained  untouched,  while  he  was  tilling  the  vacuities  of 
bis  brain  with  confused  ideas.  The  dazzHng  style  of  some 
writers  captivated  his  imagination,  while  the  subtlety  of 
others  ensnared  his  reason.  Together,  tliey  easily  took 
pOBsesaion  of  a  mind  which  became  the  prey  of  whatever 
was  obtruded  upon  it  with  a  certain  degree  of  dogmatism. 
A  courae  of  reading,  which  had  been  continued  with 
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ardor  for  more  than  a  year,  had  scbtmIj  enriched  bim 
with  one  benevolent  idea,  but  had  filled  his  head  with 
doubts,  which,  as  a  natural  conseqacnce  with  such  a  char- 
acter, had  almoat  fonad  an  anfortunate  road  to  his  heart. 
Ill  a  word,  be  bad  entered  this  labyrinth  as  a  credalons 
euthusiaBt,  had  left  it  as  a  sceptic,  and  at  length  became 
a  perfect  free-thinker. 

"  Among  the  circles  into  which  he  had  been  introduced 
there  was  a  private  society  called  the  Bucentauro,  which, 
under  the  mask  of  a  noble  and  rational  liberality  of  sen- 
timent, encouraged  the  most  unbridled  licentiousness  of 
manners  and  opinion.  As  tt  enumerated  many  of  the 
clergy  among  its  members,  and  could  even  boast  of  some 
cardinals  at  its  bend,  the  prince  was  the  more  easily 
induced  to  join  it.  He  thought  that  certain  dangerous 
truths,  which  reason  discovers,  could  be  nowhere  oetter 
preserved  than  in  the  hands  of  such  persons,  whose  rank 
coni]ielled  them  to  moderation,  and  who  had  the  advan- 
tnge  of  bearing  and  examining  the  other  side  of  the 
question.  The  prince  did  not  recollect  that  licentious- 
ness of  sentiment  and  manners  takes  m>  much  the 
stronger  hold  among  persons  of  this  rank,  inasmuch  as 
they  Tor  that  reason  feel  one  curb  less ;  and  this  was  tbe 
case  with  the  Bucentauro,  most  of  whose  members, 
through  an  execrable  pbiloBOphy,  and  manners  worthy  of 
such  a  guide,  wore  not  only  a  disgrace  to  their  own 
r.-ink,  but  even  to  human  nature  itself.  The  society  had 
its  secret  degrees ;  and  I  will  believe,  for  the  credit  of 
the  jirince,  that  they  never  thought  him  worthy  of  ad- 
mission into  the  inmost  sanctuary.  Every  one  who 
entered  this  society  was  obliged,  at  least  so  long  as  he 
continued  to  be  a  member  of  it,  to  lay  aside  all  distinc- 
tions  arising  from  rank,  nation,  or  religion,  in  short,  every  . 
general  mark  or  distinction  whatever,  and  to  submit  him- 
self to  the  condition  of  universal  equality.  To  be  elected 
a  member  w.is  indeed  a  difficult  matter,  as  superiority  of 
understanding  alone  paved  tbe  way  to  it.  The  society 
boasted  of  the  highest  Ion  and  the  most  cultivated  taste, 
and  such  indeed  was  its  fame  throughout  all  Venice. 
This,  as  well  as  the  appearance  of  equality  which  pre- 
dominated in  it,  attracted  the  prince  irresistibly.    Sen- 
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aible  convereationa,  set  off  by  the  most  admirable  humor, 
iDstructive  amusements,  and  the  flower  of  tlie  leiirncd 
and  political  worid,  which  were  all  attracted  to  thU 
point  as  to  their  common  centre,  concealed  from  him  for 
a  long  time  the  danger  of  this  connectioD.  As  he  by 
degrees  discovered  through  its  mask  the  spirit  of  the 
institution,  as  they  grew  tired  of  being  any  longer  on 
their  guard  before  him,  to  recede  was -dangerous,  and  false 
shame  and  anxiety  for  his  safety  obliged  him  to  conceal  the 
displeasure  he  felt.  But  he  alrearly  began,  merely  frotn 
familiarity  with  men  of  this  class  and  their  sentiments, 
though  they  did  not  excite  him  Ia  imitation,  to  lose  the 

Sure  and  charming  simplicity  of  his  character,  nnd  the 
elicacy  of  his  moral  feelings.  His  understanding,  sup- 
ported by  real  knowledge,  could  not  without  foreign 
assistance  solve  the  fallacious  sophisms  with  which  he 
had  been  here  ensnared;  and  this  fatal  poison  had  al- 
ready destroyed  all,  or  nearly  all,  the  basis  on  which  his 
morality  rested.  He  surrendered  the  natural  and  indis- 
pensable safeguards  of  his  happiness  for  sophistus  which 
deserted  him  at  the  critical  moment,  and  he  was  conse- 
quently left  to  the  operation  of  any  specious  ai-gtiment 
which  came  in  bis  way. 

"Perhaps  the  hand  of  a  friend  might  yet  have  been  in 
time  to  extricate  him  from  this  abyss;  but,  besides  thai 
I  did  not  become  acquainted  with  the  real  character  of 
the  Bucentauro  till  long  after  the  evil  ha<l  taken  place, 
an  urgent  circumstance  called  me  away  from  Venice  just 
at  the  beginning  of  this  period.  Lord  Seymour,  too,  a 
valuable  acquaintance  of  the  prince,  whose  cool  under- 
standing was  proof  against  every  species  of  deception, 
and  who  woulu  have  infallibly  been  a  secure  sujijiort  to 
him,  left  us  at  this  time  in  order  to  return  to  hiw  native 
country.  Those  in  whose  hands  I  left  the  prince  weru 
indeed  worthy  men,  but  inexperienced,  excessively  nar- 
row in  their  religious  opinions,  deficient  in  their  jwrceji- 
tion  of  the  evil,  and  wanting  in  credit  with  the  princf. 
They  had  nothing  to  oppose  to  his  captious  sophiHtns 
except  the  maxims  of  a  blind  and  uninquiring  faith, 
which  either  irritated  him  or  excited  his  ridicule.  He 
saw  through  theui  too  easily,  and  his  superior  reason  soun 


silenced  those  weak  defenders  of  the  good  cause,  as  will 
be  clearly  evinced  from  an  instance  which  I  shall  intro- 
duce in  the  sequel.  Those  who,  subsequent  to  this,  pOB- 
seesed  themselves  of  his  confidence,  were  much  more 
interested  in  plunging  him  deeper  into  error.  When  I 
returned  to  Venice  in  the  following  year  how  great  a 
change  liad  already  taken  place  in  everything! 

"The  influence  of  this  new  philoaopliy  soon  showed 
itself  in  the  prince's  conduct.  The  more  openly  he  pup- 
sued  ))leasure,  and  acquired  new  friends,  the  more  did  he 
lose  ill  the  estimation  of  his  old  ones.  He  pleased  me 
less  and  less  every  day ;  we  saw  each  other  more  seldom, 
and  indeed  he  was  seldom  accessible.  He  bad  launched 
out  into  the  torrent  of  the  great  world.  His  threshold 
WHS  eternally  thronged  when  he  was  at  home.  Amuse- 
tJients,  banquets,  and  galas  followed  each  other  in  rapid 
succession.  He  was  the  idol  whom  every  one  courted, 
the  great  attraction  of  every  circle.  In  proportion  as  he, 
in  bis  secluded  life,  bad  fancied  living  in  society  to  be 
difficult,  did  he  to  his  astonishment  find  it  easy.  Every- 
tbing  met  his  wishes.  Whatever  he  uttered  was  admira- 
ble, and  when  be  remained  silent  it  was  like  committing 
a  robbery  upon  the  company.  They  understood  the  art 
of  drawing  his  tbouglits  insensibly  from  his  soul,  and  then 
with  a  little  delicate  management  to  sur[irise  him  with 
tltem.  This  bajipincsB,  which  accon)panie<]  him  every- 
where, and  this  universal  success,  raised  him  indeed  too 
niucb  iu  his  own  ideas,  because  it  gave  him  too  much 
conHilcncc  and  too  much  reliance  upon  himself. 

"  The  heightened  opinion  which  be  thus  acquired  of  bis 
own  worth  made  htm  credit  the  excessive  and  almost 
idolatrous  adoration  that  was  paid  to  his  understanding; 
which  liut  for  this  increased  self-complacency,  must  have 
Ui'cesf  i<rily  recalled  him  from  his  aberrations.  For  tlie 
pi-oser  t,  however,  this  universal  voice  was  only  a  confirm- 
ation of  what  bis  complacent  vanity  whispered  in  bis 
ear;  a  tribute  which  be  felt  entitled  to  by  right.  He 
would  I  ive  iiifailibly  disengaged  hiniself  from  this  snare 
bad  the^  -tllowed  him  to  take  breath;  had  they  granted 
biin  a  moiiieiit  of  uninterrupted  leisure  to  compare  bis 
real  merit  witb  the  picture  that  was  exhibited  to  him  in 
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this  flednoing  mirror ;  bat  bis  exiBteDG«  was  a  coDtinued 
state  of  intoxication,  a  whirl  of  excitement.  The  higher 
be  had  been  elevated  the  more  difficulty  bad  he  to  sup- 
port hiiuBclf  in  his  elevation.  This  incessant  exertion 
■lowly  uDdermined  him ;  rest  had  foreaJien  even  his 
slumbers.  His  weakneas  had  been  discovered,  and  the 
passion  kindled  in  his  breast  turned  to  good  account.  . 

"  His  worthy  attendants  soon  found  to  their  cost  that 
their  lord  had  become  a  wit.  That  anxious  sensibility, 
those  glorious  truths  which  his  heart  once  embraced  with 
the  greatest  enthusiasm,  now  began  to  be  the  objects  of 
his  ndicule.  He  revenged  himself  on  the  great  truths 
of  religion  for  the  oppression  which  he  bad  so  long  suf- 
fered from  miwionception.  But,  since  from  too  true  a 
voice  his  heart  combated  the  intoxication  of  his  bead, 
there  was  more  of  acrimony  than  of  humor  in  hia  jests. 
His  disposition  began  to  uiter,  and  caprice  to  exhibit 
itself.  Tlie  moat  beautiful  ornament  of  hia  character,  his 
niotlesty,  vaniahed ;  parasites  had  poisoned  his  excelk'nt 
heart.  That  tender  delicacy  of  address  which  frequently 
made  hia  attendants  forget  that  he  was  their  lord,  now 
gave  place  to  a  decisive  and  despotic  tone,  which  made 
the  more  sensible  impreeaion,  because  it  was  not  founded 
upon  distinction  of  rank,  for  the  want  of  which  they  could 
have  consoled  themselves,  but  upon  an  arrogant  estima- 
tion of  his  own  superior  merit.  When  at  home  he  was 
attacked  by  reflections  that  seldom  made  their  appear- 
ance in  the  bustle  of  company ;  his  own  people  scarcely 
ever  saw  him  otherwise  than  gloomy,  peevish,  and 
unhappy,  whilst  elsewhere  a  forced  vivacity  made  liim 
the  soul  of  every  circle.  With  the  sincerest  sorrow  did 
we  behold  him  treading  this  dangerous  path,  but  in  the 
vortex  in  which  be  was  involved  the  feeble  voice  of 
friendahip  was  no  longer  heard,  and  he  was  too  much 
intoxicated  to  understand  it.  1* 

"Just  at  the  beginning  of  this  epoch  an  affair  of  the 
greatest  consequence  required  my  presence  in  the  court 
of  my  sovereign,  which  I  dared  not  postpone  even  for 
the  dearest  interests  of  friendahip.  An  invisible  hand, 
the  agency  of  which  I  did  not  discover  till  king  after- 
wards, had  contrived  to  derange  my  affairs,  and  to  apread 
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reports  concerning  me  vhioh  I  was  obliged  to  oontradict 
hj  my  presence.  The  parting  from  the  prince  vts 
painful  to  me,  but  did  not  affect  him.  The  ties  which 
united  U9  hod  been  severed  for  some  time,  but  bis  fate 
bad  awakened  all  my  anxiety.  I,  on  that  account,  pre- 
vailed on  Baron  von  F to  inform  me  by  letter  of 

every  event,  which  he  baa  done  in  the  most  conscientious 
manner.  As  I  was  for  a  considerable  time  no  longer  an 
eye-witness  of  these  events,  it  will  be  allowable  for  me  to 
introduce  the  Baron  von  F in  my  stead,  and  to  fill 


up  the  gap  in  roy  narrative  by  the  contents  of  bis  letters. 
Not  withstanding  that  the   representation  of  my  friend 
-  is  not  always  what  I  should  have  ffiven,!  would 


not  alter  any  of  his  expressions,  so  that  the  reader  will 
be  enabled  to  discover  the  truth  with  very  little  trouble." 


BABON   VON   F TO  COUNT   VON   0 . 

M»y  n. 
I  THANK  yon,  my  most  honored  friend,  for  the  pennis- 
sion  you  have  given  me  to  continue  in  your  absence  that 
contiduutial  intercourse  with  you,  which  during  your  stay 
here  furtued  my  great  pleasure.  You  must  be  aware  that 
there  is  no  one  here  with  whom  I  can  venture  to  open 
iny  heart  on  certain  private  matters.  Whatever  yon 
may  urge  to  the  contrary,  I  detest  the  people  here. 
SJince  the  prince  has  become  one  of  them,  anil  since  we 
have  lost  your  society,  1  feel  solitary  in  the  midst  of  this 

populous  city.     Z lakes  it  less  to  heart,  and  the  fair 

ones  of  Venice  nmnage  to  make  hint  forget  tlie  mortifica- 
tions he  is  compelled  to  share  with  me  at  home.  And 
why  should  he  make  himself  unhappy?  lie  desires 
nothing  more  in  the  prince  than  a  master,  whom  he  could 
also  find  elsewhere.  But  I!  —  you  know  how  deep  an 
interest  I  feel  in  our  prince's  weal  and  woe,  and  how  much 
cause  I  have  for  doing  so;  I  have  now  lived  with  him 
sixteen  years,  and  seem  to  exist  only  for  his  sake.     As  a 
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hoj  of  nine  yean  old  I  first  entered  bis  service,  and  since 
that  time  we  have  never  been  separated.  I  have  grown 
Dp  under  bia  eye  —  along  intercourse  has  iaaeasibly  at- 
tached me  more  and  more  to  him  —  I  have  borne  a  part 
in  all  his  adventures,  great  and  smalt.  Until  this  lost 
unhappy  year  I  bad  been  accustomed  to  look  upon  him 
in  the  light  of  a  friend,  or  of  an  elder  brother  —  I  have 
basked  in  his  smile  as  in  the  suushine  of  a  summer's  day 
—  no  cload  hung  over  my  happiness!  —  and  all  this  must 
now  go  to  ruin  m  this  unlucky  Venice  I 

Since  your  departure  several  changes  have  taken  place 
in  our  establishment.  The  Prince  ol — d —  arrived  here 
last  week,  with  a  numerous  and  brilliant  retinue,  and  has 
caused  a  new  and  tumultuous  life  in  our  circle.  As  he  is 
BO  nearly  related  to  our  prince,  and  as  they  are  moreover 
at  present  upon  pretty  good  terms,  they  will  be  very  little 
apart  during  his  sojourn,  which  I  bear  is  to  last  until 
after  the  feast  of  the  AHcension.  A  good  begiiiuiiig  has 
already  been  made;  for  the  Irisl  ten  days  our  prince  has 
hardly  had  time  to  breathe.  The  Prince  of  —  d  — has  all 
along  been  living  in  a  very  expensive  way,  which  was  ex- 
cusable in  him,  as  he  will  soon  take  bia  departure;  but 
the  worst  of  the  business  is  that  he  has  inoculated  our 
prince  with  his  CKtravagance,  because  he  could  not  well 
withdraw  himself  from  his  company,  and,  in  ibe  peculiar 
relation  which  exists  between  the  two  housL-a,  thought  it 
incumbent  upon  himself  to  assert  the  dignity  of  his  own. 
We  shall,  moreover,  depart  from  Venice  in  a  few  weeks, 
wliich  will  relieve  the  prince  from  the  necessity  of  con- 
tinuing for  any  length  of  time  this  extraordinary  expendi- 
ture. 

The  Prince  of  —  d  — ,  it  is  reported,  is  here  on  business 

of  the Order,  in  which  he  imagines  that  he  i>iay8  an 

important  part.  That  he  lias  taken  advantage  of  all  the 
actjuaiiitances  of  our  prince  you  may  readily  imagine. 
He  has  been  introduced  with  distinguished  honor  Into  the 
society  of  the  Bucentauro,  as  he  ia  pleased  to  consider 
himself  a  wit,  and  a  man  of  great  genius,  and  allows 
himself  to  be  styled  in  his  correspondences,  which  he 
keeps  up  throughout  all  parts  of  the  world,  the  "prince 
phUosophique."     I  do  not  know  whether  you  have  ever 
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hftd  th«  pleasure  of  meeting  him.  He  ditplava  a  ptoiD- 
ising  exterior,  piereing  evei,  a  coBDteniiiioe  fnU  of  flxiH«a> 
sioD,  mnch  show  of  reading,  much  aciqnired  natnrmlneM 
(if  I  may  be  allowed  the  ezprewioii),  joined  to  a  princel)' 
coadeaceDsion  towards  the  human  race,  a  large  anonnt 
of  confidence  in  himself,  and  an  eloqaeoRe  which  talks 
down  all  opposition.  Who  could  refuse  to  pay  homage 
to  such  splendid  qualities  in  a  "Royal  Highneaa?*'  But 
to  what  advanti^  the  quiet  and  sterling  worth  of  odt 
prince  will  appear,  when  contrasted  with  these  daiiUng 
accomplishments,  the  event  must  show. 

Id  the  arrangement  of  our  establishment,  TBgrions  and 
important  changes  have  taken  place.  We  faaye  rented  a 
new  and  magniloent  house  opposite  the  new  Procuracy, 
because  the  lodging  at  the  Moor  Hotel  became  too  con- 
fined  for  the  pnnce.  Our  suite  has  been  augmented  by 
twelve  persons,  p^s,  Moors,  guards,  etc.  During  yonr 
stay  here  you  complained  of  unnecewary  expense  —  you 
should  see  ns  now! 

Our  internal  arrangements  remain  the  same  as  of  old, 
except  that  the  prince,  no  longer  held  in  check  by  your 
presence,  is,  if  possible,  more  reserved  and  distant  towards 
us  than  ever;  we  see  very  little  of  him,  except  while 
dressing  or  iindressing  him.  Under  the  pretext  that  we 
speak  the  French  language  very  badly,  and  the  Italian 
not  at  all,  lie  has  found  meani  to  exclude  us  from  most 
of  his  entertainments,  which  to  me  personally  is  not  a 
very  great  grievance ;  but  I  believe  I  know  the  true 
reason  of  it  —  he  is  ashamed  of  us ;  and  this  hurts  me,  for 
we  have  not  deserved  it  of  him. 

As  you  wish  to  know  all  our  minor  affairs,  I  must 
tell  you,  that  of  all  his  attendants,  the  prince  almost 
exclusively  employs  Biondello,  whom  he  took  into  his 
service,  as  you  will  recollect,  on  the  disappearance  of  his 
hunteman,  and  who,  in  his  new  mode  of  bfe,  hss  become 
quite  indispcneable  to  him.  This  man  knows  Venice 
thoroughly,  and  turns  everything  to  some  account.  It  is 
as  though  he  had  a  thousand  eyes,  and  could  set  a 
thoRsana  hands  in  motion  at  once.  This  he  accomplishes, 
as  he  says,  by  the  help  of  the  gondoliers.  To  the  prince 
he  renders  Iiimself  very  useful  ny  making  him  acquninti-d 
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with  all  the  atrange  faoes  that  present  themBelves  at  his 
asserablicB,  and  the  private  information  he  gives  his  high- 
neas  has  always  proved  to  be  correct.  Besides  this,  he 
speaks  and  writes  both  Italian  and  French  excellently, 
and  has  in  consequence  already  risen  to  be  the  prince's 
secretary.  I  must,  however,  relate  to  you  an  instance  of 
fidelity  in  him  which  is  rarely  found  among  people  of  his 
station.  The  other  day  a  merchant  of  good  standing 
from  Rimini  requested  an  andienoe  of  the  prince.  The 
object  of  his  visit  was  an  extraordinary  complaint  con- 
cerning Biondello.  The  procurator,  his  former  master, 
who  must  have  been  rather  an  odd  fellow,  had  lived  in 
irreconcilable  enmity  with  his  relations ;  this  enmity  be 
wished  if  possible  to  continue  even  after  his  death. 
Biondello  possessed  his  entire  confidence,  and  was  the 
repository  of  all  his  secrets;  while  on  his  deatlibed  he 
obliged  him  to  swear  that  he  would  keep  them  inviolably, 
and  would  never  disclose  them  for  the  benefit  of  his  rela- 
tions; a  handsome  legaey  was  to  be  the  reward  of  his 
silence.  When  the  deceased  procurator's  will  was  opened 
and  his  papers  inspected,  many  blanks  and  irregularities 
were  found  to  which  Biondello  alone  could  furnish  a  key. 
He  persisted  in  denying  that  he  knew  anytlimg  about  it, 
gave  up  his  very  handsome  legacy  to  the  heirs,  and  kept 
his  secrets  to  himself.  Large  oifers  were  made  to  him 
by  the  relations,  but  all  in  vain ;  at  length,  in  order  to 
escape  from  their  importunities  and  their  threats  of 
legally  prosecuting  him  he  entered  the  service  of  the 
prince.  Tlie  mer^ant,  who  was  the  chief  heir,  now  ap- 
plied to  tiic  prince,  and  ma<le  larger  ulYera  than  before 
if  Biondello  would  alter  his  determination.  But  even  the 
persuasions  of  the  prince  were  fiuitless.  lie  admitted 
that  secrets  of  consequence  had  really  been  confided  to 
him ;  he  did  not  deny  that  the  deceased  had  perhaps 
carried  his  enmity  towards  his  relations  too  far;  but, 
added  he,  he  was  my  dear  master  and  benefactor,  and 
died  with  a  firm  belief  in  my  integrity.  I  was  the  only 
friend  he  had  left  in  the  world,  and  will  tlierefore  never 
prove  myself  nnworthy  of  his  confidence.  At  the  same 
time  he  hint(.-d  that  the  avowals  they  wished  him  to 
make  would  nut  tend  to  the  honor  of  the  deceased.    Waa 
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not  that  acting  nobly  and  delicately  f  You  may  easily 
imagine  that  the  prince  did  not  renew  hie  endeavon  to 
shake  so  pr&Ueworthy  a  determinaUon.  The  extraordi- 
nary fidelity  which  he  has  shown  towardo  bis  deceased 
master  has  procured  him  the  unlimited  confidence  of  bis 
present  one ! 

Farewell,  my  dear  friend.  How  I  aigh  for  tbe  qoiet 
life  we  led  when  first  yon  oame  amongst  us,  for  the  still- 
nesB  of  which  your  society  so  agreeably  indemnified  us. 
I  fear  my  happy  days  in  Venice  are  over,  and  shall  be 

flad  if  tbe  same  remark  does  not  also  apply  to  the  prince. 
'he  element  in  which  be  now  lives  is  not  calculated  to 
render  him  permanently  happy,  or  my  sixteen  yoan' 
experience  haa  deceived  me. 
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I  should  never  have  thought  that  our  stay  at  Venice 
would  have  been  productive  of  any  good  consequences, 
it  has  been  the  means  of  saving  a  man's  life,  and  I  am 
reconciled  to  it. 

Some  few  evenings  ago  the  prince  was  being  carried 
honte  Inte  nt  night  from  the  Bucentauro ;  two  doniestics, 
of  whom  Biondello  was  one,  accompanied  him.  By  some 
accident  it  happened  that  the  sedan,  which  had  been 
hired  in  haste,  broke  down,  and  the  prince  was  obliged 
to  proceed  the  remainder  of  the  way  on  foot.  Biondello 
walked  in  front;  their  course  lay  throiitih  several  dark, 
retired  streets,  and,  as  daybreak  was  at  hand,  the  lamps 
were  either  burning  dimly  or  had  gone  out  altogether. 
They  bad  proceeded  abont  a  qnarter  of  an  hour  when 
Biondello  discovered  that  he  had  Inst  his  way.  The 
similarity  of  the  bridges  had  deceived  him,  and,' instead 
of  crossmg  that  of  St.  Mark,  they  found  themselves  in 
Hesti^re  di  Onstello.  Tt  was  in  a  by-street,  and  not  a 
goal  was  stirring;  they  were  obliged  to  turn  back  in 
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order  toeain  a  mun  street  by  which  to  set  theiDSelves 
right.  TEey  had  proceeded  but  a  few  paces  when  they 
heard  cries  of  "murder"  in  a  neighboring  street.  With 
his  usual  determined  courage,  the  priuce,  unarmed  as  he 
was,  snatched  a  stick  from  one  of  his  attendants,  and 
rushed  forward  in  the  direction  whence  the  sound  came. 
Three  ruffianly-looking  fellows  wAe  just  about  to  assas- 
sinate a  man,  who  with  his  companion  was  feebly  de- 
feuding  himself;  the  prince  appeared  just  in  time  to 
arrest  the  fatal  blow.  The  Toices  of  the  prince  and  his 
followers  alarmed  the  murderers,  who  did  not  expect 
any  interruption  in  bo  lonely  a  place;  after  inflicting 
a  ^w  slight  wounds  with  their  da^ers,  they  abandoned 
their  victim  and  took  to  their  heels.  Eshausted  with  the 
unequal  combat,  the  wounded  man  sunk  half  fainting  into 
the  arms  of  the  prince;  his  companion  informed  my 
master  that  the  man  whose  life  he  ))ad  saved  was  the 
Marquis  Civitella,  a  nephew  of  the  Cardinal  A — i.  As 
the  marquis'  wounds  bled  freely,  Biondello  acted  as 
surgeon  to  the  best  of  his  ability,  and  the  prince  took 
care  to  have  him  conveyed  to  the  palace  of  his  uncle, 
which  was  near  at  hand,  and  whither  lie  himself  accom- 
panied him.  This  done,  he  left  the  house  without  re- 
vealing his  name. 

This,  however,  w.is  discovered  by  a  servant  who  had 
recognized  Biondello,  Already  on  the  following  morning 
the  cardinal,  an  old  acquaintance  from  the  Bucentauro, 
waited  upon  the  prince.  The  interview  lasted  an  hour ;  the 
cardinal  was  much  move<I ;  tears  stooil  in  his  eyes  when 
they  parted;  the  prince,  too,  was  affected.  The  same 
evening  a  visit  was  paid  to  llie  sick  man,  of  whose  case 
the  surgeon  gives  a  very  favorable  report  ;  the  mantle  in 
which  he  was  wrapped  had  rendered  the  thrusts  unsteady, 
and  weakened  their  force.  Since  this  event  not  a  d.ty 
hag  passed  without  the  prince's  paying  a  visit  at  the  cardi- 
nal's, or  receiving  one  irom  him,  and  a  close  intimacy  has 
begun  to  exist  between  him  and  the  cardinal's  family. 

The  cardinal  is  a  venerable  man  of  sixty,  with  a 
majestic  aspect,  but  full  of  gayety  and  good  health.  He 
is  said  to  be  the  richest  prelate  throughout  all  the  domin- 
ions of  the   republic.     He  is  reported   to   manage  his 
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e  fortune  in  a  very  libera!  raaaner,  and,  althongh 
ly  economical,  to  despise  none  of  the  joys  of  this 
life.  This  nephew,  who  is  his  sole  heir,  is  not  always  on 
the  best  of  terms  with  bis  uncle.  For,  although  the 
cardinal  is  anything  but  an  cnerny  to  youthful  pleasures, 
the  conduct  of  the  nephew  must  exhaust  the  atmost 
tolerance.  His  loose  principles  and  dissipated  manner  of 
living,  aided  unhappily  by  all  the  attractions  which  can 
make  vice  tempting  and  excite  sensuality,  have  rendered 
him  the  terror  at  M  fathers  and  the  bane  of  all  husbands ; 
this  last  attack  also  was  said  to  have  been  caused  by  an 
intrigue  he  hod  begun  with  the  wife  of  the ambas- 
sador, without  speaking  of  other  serious  broils  front 
which  the  jiower  and  the  money  of  the  cardinal  could 
scarcely  extricate  him.  But  for  this  the  cardinal  would 
be  the  linppicst  man  in  Italy,  for  he  possesses  everything 
that  can  msikc  life  agreeable;  but  by  this  one  domestic 
misfortune  all  the  gifts  of  fortune  are  annulled,  and  the 
enjoyment  of  his  wealth  is  embittered  lo  the  cardinal  by 
the  continual  fear  of  finding  nobody  to  inherit  it. 

The  whole  of  this  information  I  have  obtained  from 
Biondclto.  The  prince  lias  found  in  this  man  a  real 
treasure.  Every  day  he  becomes  more  indispensable, 
and  we  arc  continually  discovering  in  him  some  new 
talent.  Some  da^s  ago  the  prince  felt  feverish  and  couM 
not  sleep;  the  nighulamp  was  e;(tinguiBhcd,  and  all  his 
ringing  failed  to  arouse  the   valct-de-chambre,  who  had 

fme  to  sleep  out  of  the  house  with  an  opera-dancer, 
t  length  the  prince  determined  to  rise  himself,  and  to 
rouse  one  of  his  people.  He  had  not  proceeded  far  when 
a  strain  of  delicious  melody  met  his  ear.  Like  one 
enchanted,  he  followed  the  sound,  and  found  Biondello 
in  his  room  playing  upon  the  flute,  with  his  fellow-eervants 
assembled  around  him.  The  prince  could  hardly  believe 
his  senses,  and  commanded  him  to  })roceed.  With  a  sur- 
prising degree  of  facility  he  began  to  vary  a  touching 
adagio  air  with  some  tine  extempore  variations,  which  he 
executed  with  all  the  taste  of  a  virtuoso.  The  prince, 
who,  as  you  know,  is  a  judge  of  music,  says  that  he 
might  play  with  confidence  in  the  finest  choir  in  Italy. 
"  I  must  dismiss  this  man,"  said  he  to  me  next  morn- 
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ing,  "  for  I  am  unable  to  reward  him  according  to  hu  i 
merits."     Biondeilo,  who  had  overheard   these  words, 
oame  forward,     "If  yoa  diBmisB  me,  graciouB  prince," 
said  be,  "you  deprive  me  of  my  best  reward." 

"  You  are  bom  to  somethiDg  better  than  to  serve," 
soawered  my  master.  "I  must  not  stand  in  the  way  of 
your  fortune." 

'*Do  not  press  upon  me  any  better  fortune,  gracious 
air,  than  that  which  I  have  chosen  for  myself." 

"To  neglect  talent  tike  yours  —  No!  I  can  never 
permit  it." 

"  Then  permit  me,  gracious  sir,  sometimes  to  exercise 
it  in  your  presence," 

Prepuations  were  immediately  made  for  carrying  this 
proposition  into  effect.  Biondeilo  had  a  room  assigned 
to  him  next  the  apartment  of  the  prince,  so  that  he  can 
lull  him  to  sleep  with  his  strains,  and  wake  him  in  the 
same  manner.  The  prince  wished  to  double  his  salary, 
hut  Biondeilo  declined,  requesting  that  this  intended 
boon  should  be  retained  in  his  master's  hands  as  a 
capital  of  which  he  might  some  day  wish  to  avail  him- 
self. The  prince  expects  that  he  will  soon  come  to  ask  a 
favor  at  his  hands ;  and  whatever  it  may  be  it  is  granted 
beforehand.  Farewell,  dearest  friend.  I  am  waiting 
with  impatience  for  tidings  from  K — n. 


LETTER  in. 

BABOM   VON    F TO   COUNT    VON   O 

The  Marquis  of  Civitella,  who  is  now  entirely  recov- 
ered  from  his  wounds,  was  last  week  introduced  to  the 
prince  by  his  uncle,  the  cardinal,  and  since  then  he  has 
followed  him  like  his  shadow.  Biondeilo  cannot  have 
told  me  the  truth  respecting  this  marquis,  or  at  any  rate 
his  account  mnst  he  greatly  exaeReratod.  His  mien  is 
highly  eng^ng,  and  his  manners  irresistibly  winning. 
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It  is  impossible  to  be  out  of  bamor  with  bira;  the  first 
sight  of  him  has  disvmed  me.  Imagine  »  mtm  of  the 
most  enchanting  figure,  with  oorresponding  grace  and 
dignity,  a  conntenanoe  full  of  thought  ana  genius,  an 
expression  frank  and  inviting  ;  aperauasivetoneof  voice, 
the  most  flowing  eloqaeuce,  and  a  glow  of  youthful 
beauty,  joined  to  all  tbe  advant^es  of  a  most  liberal 
education.  He  has  none  of  that  contemptuous  pride, 
none  of  that  solemn  starchnesa,  which  we  disliked  so 
much  in  all  the  other  nobles.  His  whole  being  is  redolent 
of  yoRthful  joyousnesa,  benevolence,  and  warmth  of  feel- 
ing. His  excesses  must  have  been  much  exaggerated;  I 
never  saw  a  more  perfect  picture  of  health.  iFhe  is  really 
BO  wholly  abandoned  as  Biondello  represents  him  he  is  a 
syren  whom  none  can  resist. 

Towards  me  he  behaved  with  much  frankness.  He 
confessed  with  the  most  pleasing  sincerity  that  he  was  by 
no  means  on  the  beet  of  terms  with  his  uncle,  the 
cardinal,  and  that  it  was  his  own  fault.  But  he  was 
serionsly  resolved  to  amend  his  life,  antj  the  merit  would 
he  entirely  the  prince's.  At  the  same  time  he  hoped 
through  his  instrumentality  to  be  reconciled  to  his  uncle, 
as  the  prince's  influence  with  the  cardinal  was  unbounded. 
Tbe  only  thing  he  had  wanted  till  now  was  a  friend  and 
a  guide,  and  he  trusted  he  should  find  both  in  the  person 
of  the  prince. 

The  prince  has  now  assumed  the  authority  of  a  pre- 

fitor  towards  him,  and  tre.tts  htm  with  all  the  watch- 
ness  and  slrictnesa  of  a  Mentor.  But  this  intimacy 
also  gives  the  marquis  a  certain  degree  of  influence,  of 
which  he  well  knows  how  to  avail  himself.  He  hardly 
stirs  from  his  side ;  he  is  present  at  all  parties  where  the 
prince  is  one  of  the  guests ;  for  the  Buccntauro  alone  he 
IS  fortunately  as  yet  too  young.  Wherever  he  appears 
in  public  with  the  prince  he  manages  to  draw  him  away 
from  the  rest  of  the  company  by  the  pleasing  manner  in 
which  he  ougagea  him  in  conversation  and  arrests  his 
attention.  Nobody,  they  tmy,  has  yet  been  able  to  reclium 
him,  nnd  the  prince  will  deserve  to  be  immortalized  in  an 
epic  should  he  accomplish  such  an  Herculean  task.  I  am 
much  afraid,  however,  that  the  tables  may  be  turned,  and 
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the  guide  be  led  ftway  by  the  pupil,  of  which,  in  fact, 
there  Mems  to  be  every  prospnot. 

The  Prince  of  —  d  —  oas  taken  his  departure,  much  to 
the  utiflfaction  of  us  all,  my  master  not  excepted.  What 
I  predioted,  my  dear  O — — ,  has  come  to  pass.  Two 
oltfkraoters  so  widely  opposed  must  iuevitably  clash  to- 
gether, and  cannot  mamtain  a  good  understanding  for 
any  length  of  time.  The  Prince  of  —  d  —  had  not  been 
long  IQ  Venice  before  a  terrible  schism  took  place  in  the 
intellectual  world,  which  threatened  to  deprive  our  prince 
of  (m&Jialf  of  his  admirers.  Wherever  nc  went  he  was 
oroflsed  by  this  rival,  who  possessed  exactly  the  reciuisito 
amoant  of  small  cunning  to  avail  himself  of  every  little 
advanta^  he  guned.  As  he  bcBides  never  scrupled  to 
make  nse  of  any  petty  manteuvres  to  increase  his  conse- 
quence, he  in  n  short  time  drew  all  the  weak-minded  of 
the  community  on  his  side,  and  shone  at  the  head  of  a 
company  of  parasites  worthy  of  such  a  leader.*  Tlio 
wiser  course  would  certainly  have  been  not  to  enter  into 
competition  at  alt  with  an  adversary  of  this  description, 
and  a  few  months  back  this  is  the  part  which  the  ]>nnce 
would  have  taken.  But  now  he  has  launched  too  far 
into  the  stream  easily  to  regain  the  shore.  These  trifles 
have,  perhaps  by  the  circumstances  in  which  he  is  plaeeil, 
aooaired  a  certain  degree  of  importance  in  his  eyes,  and 
had  he  even  despised  them  his  pride  would  not  have 
allowed  him  to  retire  at  a  moment  when  hi«  yieldin;^ 
would  have  been  looked  upon  less  as  a  voluntary  iict  th:m 
aa  a  confession  of  inferiority.  Added  to  this,  an  unlucky 
revival  of  forgotten  satirical  speeches  had  taken  place, 
and  the  spirit  of  rivalry  which  took  posHeiwion  of  his 
followers  had  affected  the  prince  himself.  In  order, 
therefore,  to  maintain  tliat  position  in  society  which 
public  opinion  had  now  assigned  him,  he  deemed  it 
ai]visal>l«  to  seine  every  possible  op|Kirtunity  of  disjiliiy, 
and  of  increasiiig  the  number  of  his  admirers;  Iml  this 
couM  only  bo  effected  by  the  mout  princely  expcndituri.' ; 

■  The  tuinh  JuilKincnl  nhlnh  Bnron  F— 
of  hid  Snt  Letter)  yvriiiounpeH  unun  thh  U 
HvrmtMl  hf  «¥«ry  nne  whn  hiu  the  ffninl  f* 
■nd  niut  bf  tttclhiiUHl  to  the  preluiJluud  vi 
^Ikt  Qmtl  vm  g . 
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he  was  ^erefore  eternally  ctving  feuta,  flntert^menta, 
and  expenBive  concerts,  maEing  costly  prewnta,  and  play- 
ing high.  As  this  fltrange  madness,  moreover,  had  also 
infected  the  prinoe'a  retinae,  who  arc  generally  mnoh 
more  punotilious  in  respect  to  what  they  deem  "  the  honor 
uf  the  family"  than  their  masters,  the  prince  was  obliged 
to  aaaist  the  zeal  of  his  followers  by  his  liberality.  Here, 
then,  is  a  whole  oatalogne  of  ills,  all  irremediable  conse* 
quences  of  a  snSoiently  excaaable  weakness  to  which  the 
prince  in  an  angnarded  moment  gave  way. 

We  have,  it  is  true,  got  rid  of  our  rival,  but  the  hann 
he  has  done  will  not  so  soon  be  remedied.  The  finances 
of  the  prince  are  ezhansted  ;  all  that  he  had  saved  by  the 
wise  economy  of  years  is  spent;  and  he  must  hasten 
from  Venice  if  he  would  escape  plnnging  into  debt,  which 
till  now  he  has  most  sompulonsly  avoided.  It  is  de> 
cisively  settled  that  we  leave  as  soon  as  fresh  remittances 
arrive. 

I  shonld  not  have  minded  all  this  splendor  if  the  prince 
had  but  reaped  the  least  real  aatiBfactton  from  it.  But 
he  was  never  less  happy  than  at  jiresent.  He  feels  that 
he  is  not  what  he  formerly  was ;  he  seeks  to  regain  his 
eel f- reaped' t ;  he  is  dissatistied  with  himself,  and  launches 
into  fresh  dissipation  in  order  to  drown  the  recollection 
of  the  Inst.  One  new  acannintance  follows  another,  and 
each  involves  him  more  deeply,  I  know  not  where  -this 
will  end.  We  must  away  — there  is  no  other  chance  of 
safety  —  we  must  away  from  Venice. 

Bnt,  my  dear  friendf,  I  have  not  yet  received  a  single 
line  from  yon.  How  am  I  to  interpret  this  long  uid 
obstinate  silence  ? 


LETTER  IT. 

TIAROM   vox   F TO   COUJIT   VOX  O . 

June  12. 
I  thank  yon,  my  dear  friend,  for  the  token  of  >-onr 
remembrance   which   young   B — hi   brought   me.      But 
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what  ifl  it  you  uy  aboiit  letters  I  onght  to  have  reoeived  ? 
I  hnve  received  no  letter  from  you ;  not  &  single  one. 
What  a  cironitons  route   mast   they   have  taken.    In 

future,  dear  O ,  when  you  honor  me  with  an  epistle 

deapatoh   it   via  Trent,  under  cover  to  the  princ«,  my 

We  have  at  length  been  compelled,  my  dear  friend,  to 
resort  to  a  measure  which  till  now  we  had  so  happily 
avoided.  Our  remittances  have  failed  to  arrive  —  failed, 
for  the  first  time,  in  this  pressing  emergency,  and  we  have 
been  oUiged  to  have  recourse  to  a  usurer,  as  the  prince 
is  willing  to  pay  handsomely  to  keep  the  affair  secret. 
The  worst  of  this  dis^reeable  occurrence  is,  that  it  re- 
tards our  departure.  On  this  affnir  the  prince  and  I  have 
had  an  explanation.  The  whole  transaction  had  been 
arranged  Dv  Biondello,  and  the  son  of  Israel  was  there 
before  I  had  any  suspicion  of  the  fact.  It  grieved  me  to 
the  heart  to  see  the  prince  reduced  to  Buch  an  extremity, 
and  revived  all  my  recollections  of  the  past,  and  fears 
for  the  future;  and  I  suppose  I  may  have  looked  rather 
sorrowful  and  gloomy  when  the  usurer  left  the  room.  The 
prince,  whom  the  foregoing  scene  had  left  in  not  the  hftp- 
piest  frame  of  mind,  was  pacing  angrily  up  and  down 
the  room ;  the  rouleaus  of  gold  were  still  lying  on  (lie 
table;  I  stood  at  the  window,  counting  the  panes  of 
glass  in  the  procurator's  house  opposite.    There  was  a  long 

pause.     At  length  the  prince  broke  silence.    "  F !  " 

he  began,  "  I  cannot  bear  to  see  dismal  faces  about  me." 

I  remained  silent. 

"  Why  do  you  not  answer  mc  ?  Do  I  not  perceive  that 
your  heart  is  almost  bursting  to  vent  8ome  of  its  vex- 
ation ?  I  insist  on  your  speaking,  otherwise  you  will 
begin  to  fancy  that  you  are  keeping  some  terribly  mo- 
mentous secret." 

"  If  I  am  gloomy,  gracious  sir,"  replied  I,  "  it  is  only 
because  I  do  not  see  you  cheerful," 

*'I  know,"  continued  he,  "  thiit  you  have  been  disBatis- 
fied  with  me  for  some  time  past  —  that  you  disapprove 

of  every  step  I  take  —  that — what  does  Count  O 

•ay  in  his  letters  ?  " 

u  Count  O has  not  written  to  me." 
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**Not  written?  Why  do  yon  denjit?  Ton  keep  up 
a  oonfidential  correspoadence  together,  you  aod  the 
ooant ;  I  am  quite  aware  of  that.  Come,  yoa  may  ood- 
feaa  it,  for  I  have  no  wish  to  prr  into  your  secret*. 

"Count  O ,"  replied  I,  "nae  not  yet  answered  uy 

of  the  three  letters  which  I  have  written  to  bim." 

"  I  have  done  wrong,"  continued  he;  "  d<»*t  yon  think 
8o?  "  (taking  np  one  of  the  rouleaus)  **I  should  not  have 
done  this  ?'*^ 

**  I  Bee  that  it  was  necessary.** 

''I  ought  not  to  have  reduced  myself  to  such  s 
necessity  ?  " 

I  did  not  answer. 

"  Oh,  of  coarse  1  I  ought  never  to  have  indulged  my 
wishes,  but  have  grown  gray  in  the  same  dull  manner  in 
which  I  was  brought  up!  Becanse  I  once  venture  a  step 
beyond  tlit;  drear  monotony  of  my  past  life,  and  took 
around  mc  to  see  whether  there  be  not  some  new  source 
of  enjoyment  in  store  for  me  —  because  I  " 

"  It  It  was  but  a  trial,  gracious  sir,  I  have  no  more  to 
say ;  for  the  experience  you  have  gained  would  not  be 
dearly  bought  at  three  times  the  price  it  has  cost.  It 
grieves  me,  I  confeaa,  to  think  that  the  opinion  of  the 
world  should  be  concerned  in  determining  the  question  — 
how  are  you  to  choose  your  own  happiness." 

"  It  is  well  for  you  that  you  can  afford  to  despise  the 
world's  opinion,"  replied  hc,  "  I  am  its  creature,  I  must 
bo  its  slave.  What  are  we  princes  but  opinion?  With 
us  it  is  everything.  Public  opinion  is  our  nurse  and  pre- 
ceptor in  infancy,  our  oracle  and  idol  in  riper  years,  our 
staff  in  old  ago.  Take  from  ua  what  we  derive  front  the 
of  the  world,  and  the  poorest  of  the  humblest 
in  a  better  position  than  we,  for  his  fate  has 
taught  him  a  lesson  of  philosophy  which  enables  him  to 
bear  it.  Hut  a  prince  who  laughs  at  the  world's  opinion 
destroys  himself,  like  the  priest  who  denies  the  existence 
of  a  wd." 

"  And  yet,  gracious  prince  " 

"  I  see  whni  you  would  aay ;  I  can  break  through  tlie 
circle  which  my  birth  has  drawn  around  me.  But  can  I 
also  eradicate  from  my  memory  all  the  false  impressions 
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which  education  and  early  habit  have  implanted,  and 
which  a  hundred  thousand  fools  have  been  continually  la- 
boring toimpreaa  more  and  more  firmly?  Everybody  nat^ 
nralty  wiabea  to  be  what  be  is  in  perfection  ;  in  short,  the 
whole  aim  of  a  prince's  existence  is  to  appear  happy.  If 
we  cannot  be  happy  after  your  fashion,  is  that  any  reason 
why  we  should  discard  all  other  means  of  happiness,  and 
not  be  happy  at  ail !  If  we  cannot  drinlc  of  joy  pure 
from  the  lountain-head,  can  there  be  any  reason  wby  we 
should  not  beguile  ourselves  with  artificial  pleasure — nay, 
even  be  content  to  accept  a  sorry  sabetitute  from  the 
very  band  that  robs  us  of  the  higher  boon?" 

"You  were  wont  to  took  for  this  compensation  in  your 
own  heart." 

"But  if  I  no  longer  find  it  there?  Oh,  how  came  we 
to  fall  on  this  subject?  Why  did  you  revive  these  recol- 
lections in  me?  I  bad  recourse  to  this  tumult  of  the 
senses  in  order  to  stille  an  inward  voice  which  embitters 
my  whole  life;  in  order  to  lull  to  rest  this  inquisitive 
reason,  whicli,  like  a  sbai'p  sickle,  moves  to  and  fro  in  my 
brain,  at  each  new  research  lopping  off  another  brancli 
of  my  bappinesa.'* 

"  IHy  dearest  prince" He  had   risen,  and  was 

pacing  up  and  down  the  room  in  uuusuai  agitation.* 

"When  everything  gives  way  before  me  and  behind 
me;  when  the  past  lies  in  the  distance  in  dreary  monot- 
ony, like  a  cily  of  the  dead ;  when  the  future  offers  me 
naught;  when  I  see  my  whole  being  enclosed  within  thet 
narrow  circle  of  the  present,  who  can  blame  me  if  I  clasp  \ 
this  niggardly  present  of  time  in  my  arms  with  fiery 
eagerness,  as  though  it  were  a  friend  whom  I  was  em- 
bracing for  the  last  time  ?  Oh,  I  liave  learnt  to  value 
the  present  moment.  The  present  moment  is  our  mother; 
let  us  love  it  as  such." 

r«t  O ,  to  relate  to  you  tliis  rr>ni»rliabli' 

w^ist  my  ineiiKiry  i  wan  ohllKeii  to'trannpiis*  the  obiervHtloii  of  tke  litinpc. 
uhI  tbiu  thin  cuiuixiuud  of  ■  ootiverutian  aiid  a  philuKplilwl  leclure,  whicli 
Ir  in  Home  regppcii  twtttr  and  Id  othrrs  vnne  Uwn  the  murcp  from  vhith  I 

piliKC'l  wordB  tluui  BKrlbcil  to  him  aiiy  of  my  own  ;  ail  thai  In  mliie  Ir  the 
arrainramem,  and  a  tfw  otaerTailons,  tchrie  OKni-islilp  jou  irllL  easily 
reni)pjllc  bj  their  napUiHy.—A'olt  o/  the  ifctrnH  nan  if . 
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"Gracious  sir,  you  were  wont  to  believe  in  •  more 
lasting  eood." 

**  Do  but  make  the  enchantment  last  and  fervently  will 
I  embrace  it.  Bot  what  pleamre  can  it  triTe  to  me  to 
render  beings  happy  who  to-morrow  wiU  have  pamed 
away  like  myseltP  Is  not  everything  passing  away 
aronnd  mef  £acfa  one  bustles  and  pushes  his  neiriibor 
aside  hastily  to  catch  a  few  drops  from  the  fountain  of 
life,  and  then  departs  thirsting.  At  this  very  moment, 
while  I  am  rejoicing  in  my  strength,  some  being  is  wait- 
ing to  start  into  life  at  my  dissolution.  Show  me  one 
being  who  will  endure,  and  I  will  become  a  virtnoua 
man?* 

"  But  what,  then,  has  become  of  those  benevolent  sen- 
timentH  which  used  to  be  the  joy  and  the  rule  of  your 
life  ?  To  BOW  seeds  for  the  future,  to  assist  in  carrying 
out  the  designs  of  a  higli  and  eternal  Providence" 

"  Future !  Eternal  Providence !  If  yon  take  away 
from  man  all  that  he  derives  from  his  own  heart,  all  that 
he  associates  with  the  idea  of  a  godhead,  and  all  that 
belongs  to  the  law  of  nature,  what,  tlten,  do  you  leave 
hiin  ? 

"What  has  already  happened  to  me,  and  what  may 
still  follow,  I  look  upon  as  two  black,  impenetrable  cur- 
tains hanging  ovpr  the  two  extremities  of  human  life, 
and  which  no  mortal  has  ever  yet  drawn  aside.  Many 
hundred  generations  have  stood  before  the  second  of 
these  curtains,  castint;  the  light  of  their  torches  upon  its 
folds,  speculnting  an^  guessing  as  to  what  it  may  conceal. 
Many  have  beheld  themselves,  in  the  magnified  image  of 
their  passions,  reftected  upon  the  curtain  which  hides 
futurity  from  their  gaite,  and  have  tunied  away  shud- 
dering from  their  own  shadows.  Poets,  pliilosophers, 
and  statesnu-n  have  painted  tlieir  fancies  on  the  curtain 
in  brighter  or  more  sombre  colors,  according  as  their  own 
jmwpects  were  bright  or  gloomy.  Many  a  juggler  has 
also  taken  advantage  of  the  universal  curiosity,  and  by 
well-managed  deceptions  led  astray  the  excited  imagina- 
tion. A  deep  silence  reigns  behind  this  curtain;  no  one 
who  passes  beyond  it  answers  any  questions;  all  the 
reply  la  an  empty  echo,  like  the  sound  yielded  by  a  vault. 


THB  OHOBT-SBSB.  96 

Sooner  or  Uter  alt  inasl  go  behind  this  cnrtaio,  and  they 
approach  it  with  fear  ana  trembling,  in  doubt  who  may 
be  waiting  there  behind  to  receive  them;  quid  ait  id, 
quod  tantum  morUuri  vident.  There  have  been  infidels 
who  asserted  that  this  curtain  only  deluded  mankind,  and 
that  we  saw  nothing  behind  it,  because  there  was  nothing 
there  to  see ;  but,  to  convince  them,  they  were  quicldy 
sent  behind  it  themselves." 

"It  was  indeed  a  rash  oonoluaion,"  said  I,  "if  they 
had  no  better  ground  for  it  than  that  they  saw  nothing 
themselves." 

"  You  see,  my  dear  friend,  I  am  modest  enough  not  to 
wish  to  look  behind  this  ourUun,  and  the  wisest  course 
will  doubtless  be  to  abst«n  from  all  curioaty.  But 
while  I  draw  this  impassable  oirole  around  me,  and  con- 
fine myself  within  the  bounds  of  present  existence,  this 
small  point  of  time,  which  I  was  in  danger  of  neglecting 
in  useless  researches,  becomes  the  more  important  to  me. 
What  you  call  the  c^ief  end  and  aim  of  my  existence 
concerns  me  no  longer.  I  cannot  escape  my  destiny ;  I 
cannot  promote  its  consummation;  but  I  know,  »ud 
firmly  believe,  that  I  am  here  to  accomplish  some  end, 
and  that  I  do  accomplish  it.  But  the  means  which  na- 
ture has  chosen  to  lulfil  my  destiny  are  so  much  the 
more  sacred  to  me ;  to  me  it  is  everything ;  my  morality, 
my  happiness.  All  the  rest  I  shall  never  learn.  I  am 
like  a  messenger  who  carries  a  sealed  letter  to  its  pla<^e 
of  destination.  What  the  letter  contains  is  imlilTerent 
to  him;  his  business  is  only  to  earn  his  fee  for  car- 
rying it." 

"Alasl"  said  I,  "how  poor  a  thing  you  would  leave 
mot" 

"  But  in  what  a  labyrinth  have  we  lost  ourselves !  "  ex- 
claimed the  prince,  looking  with  n  smile  at  the  table  on 
which  the  rouleaus  lay.  "  After  all  perhaps  not  far  from 
the  mark,"  continued  he  ;  "  you  will  now  no  doubt  under- 
stand my  reasons  for  this  new  mode  of  life.  I  could  not 
ao  suddenly  tear  myself  away  from  my  fancied  wealth, 
oould  not  so  readily  separate  the  props  of  my  morality 
and  happiness  from  the  pleasing  dream  with  wfiif^h  every- 
tbing  within  me  was  so  closely  bound  np.     I  longed  for 
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the  frivolity  which  eeems  to  render  the  existenoe  of  meet 
of  those  about  me  endurable  to  themselrea.  Everytbine 
which  precluded  reflection  was  welcome  to  me.    Shall  1 

If^onfess  it  to  you?  I  wished  to  lower  mvself,  in  order  to 
destroy  this  source  of  my  griefs,  by  deadening  the  power 
of  reflection." 
lU're  we  were  interrupted  by  a  visit.  In  my  next  I 
sfiull  have  to  communicate  to  you  a  piece  of  news,  which, 
from  the  tenor  of  a  conversation  like  the  one  of  to-day, 
you  would  scarcely  have  anticipated. 


LETTER  V. 

BABOK   TOH  F TO  COXIMT   VOM  O- . 

As  the  time  of  our  departure  from  Venice  is  now 
approaching  with  rapid  steps,  this  week  was  to  be  devoted 
to  seeing  everytliing  worthy  of  notice  in  pictures  and 
public  editices ;  a  task  which,  when  one  intends  making 
a  long  stay  in  a  place,  is  always  delayed  tiU  the  last 
niunient. 

The  "  Marri^o  at  Cano,"  by  Paul  Veronese,  which  is 
to  be  seen  in  a  Benedictine  convent  in  the  Island  of  St. 
(jeorge,  was  in  particular  mentioned  to  us  in  high  terms. 
Du  not  expect  me  to  give  you  a  description  of  this  ex- 
traordinary work  of  art,  which,  on  the  whole,  made  a  very 
surprising,  hut  not  equally  pluaaing,  impression  on  me. 
We  should  have  requii'ed  as  many  hours  as  we  had  minutes 
to  study  a  composition  of  one  hundred  and  twenty 
figures,  upon  a  grouud  thii-ty  feet  broad.  What  human 
eye  ts  c»|)uhle  of  grasping  so  complicated  a  whole,  or 
at  once  to  enjoy  all  the  beauty  which  the  artist  has 
everywhere  lavished  ujmii  it !  It  is,  however,  to  be 
lamented,  that  a  work  of  so  much  merit,  which  if  ez- 
hiliite<l  ill  some  public  ]>lace,  would  command  the  admir- 
ation of  every  one,  should  be  destined  merely  to  ornament 
the  refectory  of  a  few  nmnks.  Tlie  church  of  the  monas- 
tery is  no  less  worthy  of  iid  miration,  being  one  of  the 
finest  in  the  whole  city.  Towards  evening  we  went  in  a 
gondola  to  the  Uuidecca,  in  order  to  spend  the  pleasant 


haan  of  eveniiig  in  its  charming  garden.  Our  party, 
which  was  not  very  numeroua,  aoon  dispeiBed  in  varioiw 
direotioDS ;  and  Civitella,  who  had  been  waiting  all  day 
for  an  opportunity  of  Bpeaking  to  me  privately,  took  me 
aside  into  an  arbor. 

"Youareafrieud  to  the  prince,"  he  began,  "from  whom 
he  ia  accustomed  to  keep  so  secrets,  as  I  know  from  very 
good  authority.  As  I  eatered  hia  hotel  to-day  I  met  a 
man  comiog  out  whose  occupation  is  well  known  to  me, 
and  when  I  entered  the  room  the  prince's  brow  was 
clouded."  I  wished  to  interrupt  him,  —  "You  c^not 
deny  it,"  cootinued  he ;  "I  knew  the  man,  I  looked  at 
him  well.  And  is  it  possible  that  the  prince  should  have 
a  friend  in  Venice  —  a  friend  who  owes  his  life  to  him, 
and  yet  be  reduced  on  an  emergency  to  make  use  of  such 
creatures?  " 

"Tell  me  frankly.  Baron !  Is  the  prince  in  difficulties? 
It  is  in  vain  you  strive  to  conceal  it  from  me.  Whit ! 
yuu  refuse  to  tell  me !  I  can  easily  learn  from  one  who 
would  sell  any  secret  for  gold." 

"  My  good  Marquis " 

"  Pardon  me  1  I  must  appear  intrusive  in  order  not  to 
be  ungrateful.  To  the  prince  I  am  indebted  for  life,  and 
what  IB  still  more,  for  a  reasonable  use  of  it.  Shall  I 
stand  idly  by  .and  see  hirn  take  steps  which,  besides  being 
inconvenient  to  him,  are  beneath  his  dignity  ?  Shall  I  feel 
it  in  my  power  to  assist  him,  and  hesitate  for  a  moment 
to  step  forward?" 

"  The  prince,"  replied  I,  "  is  not  in  difficulties.  Some 
remittances  which  we  expected  via  Trent  have  not  yet 
arrived,  most  likely  either  by  accident,  or  because  not 
feeling  certain  whetlier  he  had  not  already  left  Venice, 
they  waited  fur  a  communication  from  him.  This  has 
now  been  done,  and  until  their  arrival " 

Civitella  shook  his  head.  "Do  not  mistake  my  motive," 
said  he;  "in  this  there  can  be  no  question  as  to  dimin- 
ishing the  extent  of  my  obligations  towards  the  prince, 
which  all  my  uncle's  wealth  would  be  insufficient  to  can- 
cel. My  object  is  simply  to  spare  him  a  few  unpleasant 
moments.  My  uncle  possesses  a  large  fortune  which  I  can 
command  as  freely  as  though  it  were  my  own.     A  fortu- 
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nate  circutnatanoe  ocoura,  which  enablefl  me  to  avail 
myself  of  the  only  means  by  which  I  can  poeaibly  be  of 
the  slightest  use  to  yoar  master.  I  know,"  continued 
he,  "how  much  delicacy  the  prince  poBBCDOoa,  but  the 
feeling  is  mutual,  and  it  would  be  noble  on  his  part  to 
afford  me  this  slight  gratification,  were  it  only  to  make 
me  appear  to  feel  less  heavily  the  load  of  obligation  under 
which  I  labor." 

He  continued  to  utge  his  request,  until  I  bad  pledged 
my  word  to  assist  him  to  the  utmost  of  my  ability.  I 
knew  .the  prince's  cliaracter,  and  had  but  small  hopes  of 
success.  The  marquis  promised  to  agree  to  any  condi- 
tions the  prince  might  impose,  but  added,  that  it  would 
deeply  wound  him  to  be  regarded  in  the  light  of  a 
stranger. 

In  tile  heat  of  our  conversation  we  had  strayed  far 
away  from  the  rest  of  the  company,  and  were  returning, 
when  Z came  to  meet  us. 

"I  am  in  search  of  the  prince,"  he  cried ;  "  is  he  not 
withyou  f  " 

"  We  were  just  going  to  him,"  was  our  reply.  *'  We 
thought  to  find  him  wiUi  the  rest  of  the  party/' 

"  The  company  is  all  together,  but  he  la  nowhere  to  be 
found.     I  cannot  imagine  how  we  lost  sight  of  him." 

It  now  occurred  to  Clvitelta  tliat  he  might  have  gone 
to  look  at  the  adjoining  church,  which  had  a  short  time 
before  attracted  his  attention.  We  immediately  went  to 
look  for  him  there.  As  we  a|iproached,  wc  found  Bion- 
dello  waiting  in  the  porch.  On  coining  nearer,  we  saw 
the  prince  emerge  hastily  from  a  side  door;  his  counte- 
nance was  flushed,  and  he  looked  anxiously  round  for 
Biondello,  whom  he  called.  He  seemed  to  be  giving  him 
very  particular  instructions  for  the  execution  of  some 
commisBion,  while  his  eyes  continued  constantly  fixed  on 
the  church  door,  which  had  remained  open.  Biondello 
hastened  into  the  church.  The  ])rince,  without  [lerceiv- 
ing  us,  passed  through  the  crowd,  and  went  back  to  his 
party,  which  he  reaclieil  before  us. 

We  resolved  to  sup  in  an  open  pavilion  of  the  garden, 
where  the  mnrquls  had,  without  our  knowledge,  arranged 
a  little  concert,  which  waa  quite  first-rate.    There  was  a 
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yoang  singer  in  particular,  whose  delicious  voice  anil 
chiiniiing  tignre  excited  general  admiratioa.  Xotbing, 
Lowever,  seemed  to  make  an  impression  on  the  prince ; 
he  spoke  little,  and  gave  contused  answers  to  our 
qnestions;  hia  eyes  were  anxiously  fixed  in  the  direction 
whence  he  expected  Biondello;  and  be  seemed  niuch 
agitated.  Civitella  asked  him  what  he  thought  of  the 
church;  he  was  unable  to  give  any  description  of  it. 
Some  beautiful  pictures,  which  rendered  the  church 
remarkable,  were  spoken  of ;  the  prince  had  not  noticed 
them.  We  perceived  tiiat  our  questions  annoyed  him, 
and  therefore  discontinued  them.  Hour  after  hour  rolled 
on  and  still  Biondello  returned  not.  The  prince  could 
no  longer  conceal  his  impatience;  he  rose  from  the  table, 
and  paced  atone,  with  rapid  strides,  up  and  down  a  retired 
walk.  Nobody  could  imagine  what  had  liappened  to 
him.  I  did  not  venture  to  ask  him  the  reason  of  so 
remarkable  a  change  in  his  demeanor;  I  have  for  some 
time  past  resigned  my  former  place  in  his  confidence.  It 
was,  therefore,  with  the  utmost  impatience  that  I  awaited 
the  return  of  Biondello  to  explain  this  riddle  to  me. 

It  was  past  ten  o'clock  when  he  made  his  appearance. 
The  tidings  he  brought  did  not  make  the  prince  more 
communicative.  He  returned  in  an  ill-humor  to  the 
company,  the  gondola  was  ordered,  and  we  returned 
home. 

During  the  remainder  of  thiit  evening  I  could  find  no 
opportunity  of  speaking  to  Biondello,  and  was,  therefore, 
obliged  to  retire  to  my  pillow  with  my  curiosity  unaatis- 
fied.  The  prince  liail  dismissed  ua  early,  but  a  thousand 
reflections  flitted  across  my  brain,  and  kept  me  awake. 
For  a  long  time  I  could  hear  him  pacing  up  and  down  Ins 
room;  at  length  sleep  overcame  me.  I-ale  at  midnight  I 
was  awakened  by  a  voice,  and  I  felt  a  hand  naased  acioss 
my  face ;  I  opened  my  eyes,  and  saw  the  prince  standing 
at  iny  bedside,  with  a  lamp  in  hh  hand.  He  told  mi-  he 
was  unable  to  sleep,  and  bej^fed  me  to  keep  him  company 
through  the  night.  I  was  going  to  dress  myself,  hut  he 
told  me  to  stay  where  I  was,  and  seated  himself  at  my 
bedside. 

"Something  has  happened  to  me  to-day,"  he  began. 
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"the  impression  of  whiofa  will  never  be  effaood  from  my 

soul.    I  left  you,  ss  yoa  know,  to  see  th.9 ohnrch, 

reapeoting  whioh  CtTitella  hsd  nised  my  ouriosity,  ud 
which  had  already  attnuited  my  attenticm.  A»  neither 
you  nor  he  were  at  hand,  I  wuked  the  abort  distance 
alone,  and  ordered  Biond^lo  to  wait  for  me  at  the  door. 
The  chsroh  was  qatte  empty ;  a  dim  and  solemn  light 
surrounded  me  aa  I  entered  fn>m  the  blazing  sultry  day 
without.  I  stood  akme  u  the  spacdona  building,  through- 
out which  there  reigned  the  stillneaa  of  the  grave.  I 
placed  myself  in  the  centre  of  the  bhnreb,  and  eaTe 
myself  up  to  the  feelings  which  the  nght  ww  calculated 
to  produce;  by  degrees  the  grand  proportions  oi  this 
majestic  buildmg  expanded  to  my  sue,  and  I  stood 
wrapt  in  deep  and  pleasing  contemp&ition.  Above  me 
the  evening  bell  was  tolling ;  its  tones  died  softly  away 
in  the  aisles,  and  found  an  echo  in  my  heart.  Some 
altar-pieces  at  a  distance  attracted  my  attention.  I  ap- 
proacjied  to  look  at  them  ;  unconsciously  I  bad  wandered 
through  one  side  of  the  church,  and  was  now  standing  at 
the  opposite  end.  Here  a  few  steps,  raised  round  a 
pillar,  led  into  a  little  chspel,  containing  several  small 
iiltars,  with  statues  of   saints  in  the  niches  above  them. 

I  On  entering  the  chapel  on  the  right  I  heard  a  whisper- 
ing, as  though  some  one  near  was  speaking  in  a  low 
voice.  I  turned  towards  the  spot  whence  the  sound  pro- 
<»eded,  and  saw  before  me  a  female  form,  lio  I  I  cannot 
describe  to  vou  the  beauty  of  this  form,  iiy  first  feeling 
was  one  of  awe,  which,  however,  soon  gave  place  to 
ravishing  surprise." 

"  But  this  figure,  yonr  highness  f  Are  you  certain  that 
it  was  something  livmg,  sometbitig  real,  and  not  perhaps 
a  picture,  or  an  illusioii  of  yonr  fancy  f" 

<*  Hear  me  further.  It  was  a  lady.  Snrely,  till  that 
moment,  I  have  never  seen  her  sex  in  its  full  perfection  ! 
Alt  around  was  sombre ;  the  setting  sun  shone  through  a 
single  window  into  the  chapel,  and  its  rays  rested  upon 
her  figure.  With  inexpressible  grace,  half  kneeling,  half 
lying,  she  was  stretched  before  on  altar ;  one  of  the  most 
striking,  moat  lovely,  and  picturestiue  objects  in  all 
nature.    Her  dress  was  of  black  moreen,  fitting  tightly  to 
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her  slender  vsist  and  besutif ally-formed  arma,  the  skirts 
spreading  around  her  like  a  Spanish  robe ;  her  long  light- 
colored  hair  was  divided  into  two  broad  plaits,  which, 
apparently  from  their  own  ■  weight,  had  escaped  from 
under  her  reil,  and  flowed  in  charming  disorder  down 
her  back.  One  of  her  hands  grasped  the  crucifix,  and 
her  head  rested  graoefnlly  upon  the  other.  But,  where 
shall  I  find  words  to  describe  to  you  the  angelic  beauty 
of  her  cmuntenance,  in  which  the  charms  of  a  seraph 
•eemed  displayed.  The  setting  sun  shone  full  upon  her 
face,  and  its  golden  beams  seemed  to  surround  it  as  with 
a  glory.  Can  you  recall  to  your  mind  the  Madonna  of 
our  Florentine  painter?  She  was  here  personified,  even 
to  those  few  deviations  from  the  studied  costume  which 
BO  powerfully,  so  irresistibly  attracted  me  in  the  picture." 
With  regard  to  the  UAdonna,  of  whonf  the  prince 
spoke,  the  case  is  this :  Shortly  after  your  departure  he 
made  the  acquaintance  of  a  Florentine  painter,  who  had 
been  summoned  to  Venice  to  paint  an  altar-piece  for 
some  church,  the  name  of  which  I  do  not  recoUert.  He 
had  brought  with  him  three  paintines,  which  had  been 
intended  tor  the  gallery  in  the  Cornari  palace.  They  con- 
sisted of  a  Madonnn,  a  Hcloise,  and  a  Venus,  very  lightly 
apparelled.  All  three  were  of  great  beauty;  and, 
stthou^h  the  subjects  were  quite  different,  they  were  so 
intrinaioally  e^ual  that  it  neemcd  almost  impossible  to 
determine  which  to  prefer.  The  prince  alone  did  not 
hesitate  for  a  moment.  Ah  soon  as  the  pictures  were 
placed  before  him  the  Midonna  absorbed  his  whole 
attention  ;  in  the  two  others  he  admired  the  painter's 
genius ;  but  in  this  he  forgot  the  artist  and  his  art,  Iiis 
whole  soul  being  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  the 
work.  He  was  quite  moved,  and  could  scarcely  tear 
himself  away  from  it.  We  could  easily  sec  by  the 
artist's  countenance  that  in  his  heart  he  coincided  with 
the  prince's  judgment ;  he  obstinately  refused  to  separate 
the  pictures,  and  demanded  fifteen  hundred  zeohins  for 
the  three.  The  prince  offered  him  half  that  sum  for  the 
Madonna  alone,  but  in  vain.  The  artist  insisted  on  his 
flrat  dsnuud,  and  who  knows  what  might  have  been  the 
result  if  a  risady  purchaser  had  not  steppod  forward. 
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Two  hoars  afterwM-dB  all  three  pictures  were  sold,  and  we 
never  saw  them  again.  It  waa  thia  Madonna  whioh  now 
recnired  to  the  prince's  mind. 

"  I  stood,"  continued  he,  "  g'azing  at  her  in  silent  ad- 
miration. She  did  not  observe  me  ;  my  arrival  did  not 
disturb  her,  so  completely  was  she  absorbed  in  her  devo- 
tion. She  prayed  to  her  Deity,  and  I  prayed  to  her  — 
ycH,  I  adored  her !  All  the  piotui^es  of  saints,  all  the 
altars  aad  the  burning  tapers  around  me  bad  failed  to 
refniud  me  of  what  now  for  the  first  time  burst  upon  me, 
that  I  was  in  a  sacred  place.  Shall  I  confess  it  to  you  ? 
In  that  moment  I  believed  firmly  in  Him  whose  imi^ 
was  clasped  in  her  beantifal  hand.  I  read  io  lier  eyes 
Ithat  he  answered  her  prayers.  Thanks  be  to  her  obarni- 
/ling  devotion,  it  had  revealed  him  to  me.  I  wandered 
[with  her  through  all  the  paradise  of  prayer. 
\  "  She  rose,  and  I  recoJtected  myself.  I  stepped  aside 
confused  ;  but  the  noise  I  made  in  moving  discovered 
me.  I  thought  that  the  unexpected  presence  of  a  man 
might  alarm,  that  my  boldness  would  offend  her;  but 
neither  of  these  feelings  were  expressed  in  the  look  with 
which  she  regarded  nie.  Peace,  benign  pence,  was  por- 
trayed in  hci'  countenance,  and  a  clieerful  smile  played 
upon  her  lips.  She  waa  descending  from  her  heaven  ; 
and  I  was  the  first  happy  mortal  who  met  her  benevolent 
look.  Her  mind  was  still  wrapt  in  her  concluding 
prayer;  she  had  not  yet  come  in  contact  with  earth. 

"  I  now  heard  something  stir  in  the  opposite  comer  of 
the  chapel.  It  was  nn  elderly  lady,  who  rose  from  a 
cusliion  close  behind  me.  Till  now  I  had  not  observed 
her.  !She  had  been  distant  only  a  few  steps  from  me, 
and  must  ha^e seen  my  every  motion.  This  confused  me. 
I  cast  my  eyes  to  the  earth,  and  both  the  ladies  passed 
by  mo." 

On  this  last  point  I  thought  myself  able  to  console  the 
prince. 

"  Strange,"  continued  he,  after  a  long  silence,  "  that 
there  should  be  something  which  one  has  never  known — 
never  missed ;  and  that  yet  on  a  sudden  one  should  seem 
to  live  and  breathe  for  that  alone.  Can  one  single  mo- 
ment so  completely  metamorphose  a  human  being?    It 
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would  now  be  aa  impoeaible  for  me  to  indulge  in  the 
wishes  or  enjoy  the  pleasurea  of  yesterday  ae  it  would  l>e 
to  return  to  the  toys  of  my  chilohood,  and  all  this  since 
I  have  seen  this  object  which  lives  and  rules  in  tbe  in- 
most receweaof  my  soul.  It  seems  to  say  that  I  can 
love  nothing  else,  and  that  nothing  else  in  this  world  can 
produce  an  unpreMion  on  me." 

"  But  consider,  gracious  prince,"  siud  I,  "  the  excitable 
mood  you  were  in  when  this  apparition  surprised  you, 
and  how  all  the  circumstances  conspired  to  inflame  your 
imi^nation.  Quitting  the  dazzling  light  of  day  and  the 
busy  throng  of  men,  you  were  sui^oaly  surrounded  by 
twilight  and  repose.  Yon  confess  that  you  had  quite 
given  yourself  up  to  those  solemn  emotions  which  the 
majesty  of  the  place  was  calculated  to  awaken ;  the  con- 
templation of  fine  works  of  art  had  rendered  yon  more 
susceptible  to  the  impressions  of  beauty  in  any  form. 
You  supposed  yourself  alone —  when  yon  saw  a  maiden 
who,  I  will  readily  allow,  may  have  been  very  beautiful, 
and  whose  charms  were  heightened  by  a  favorable  illu- 
mination of  the  setting  sun,  a  graceful  attitude,  and  an 
expression  of  fervent  devotion — what  is  more  natural 
than  that  your  vivid  fancv  should  look  upon  such  a  form 
as  something  Bupematurally  perfect?" 

"^an  the  imagination  give  what  it  never  received?" 
replied  he.  "In  the  whole  range  of  my  fancy  there  is 
nothing  which  I  can  compare  with  that  image.  It  is 
impressed  on  my  mind  distinctly  and  vividly  as  in  the 
moment  when  I  beheld  it.  I  can  think  of  nothing 
but  that  picture ;  but  you  might  offer  me  whole  worlds 
for  it  in  vain." 

"  My  gracious  prince,  this  is  love." 

»  Must  the  sensation  which  makes  me  happy  necessarily 
have  a  name?  Love!  Do  not  degrade  niy  feeling  by 
giving  it  a  name  which  is  so  often  misapplied  by  the 
weak-minded.  Whoever  felt  before  what  I  do  now? 
Such  a  being  never  before  existed  ;  how  then  can  the 
name  be  admitted  before  the  emotion  which  it  is  meant 
to  express?  Mine  is  a  novel  and  peculiar  feeling,  con- 
nected only  with  this  being,  and  capable  of  being  applied 
to  her  alone.    Love !    From  love  I  am  secure  1 ' 
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"  You  sent  avay  Bi<»del)o,  do  doubt,  to  follow  in  the 
steps  of  these  strangers,  and  to  make  inquiries  conoening 
them.     What  news  did  he  bring  you  f  " 

"  Biondello  discovered  nothing ;  or;  at  least,  as  good  as 
nothing.    An  aged,  respectably  dressed  man,  who  looked 
more  like  a  citizen  than  a  servant,  came  to  conduct  tliem 
to  their  gondola.    A  number  of  poor  people  placed  them- 
selves in  a  row,  and  quitted  her,  apparently  well  aatisfied. 
Biondello  said  he  saw  one  of  her  hands,  which  was  orna- 
mented with  several  precious  stones.    She  spoke  a  few 
words,  which  Bioodello  oould  not  comprehend,  to  her 
oompanioD ;  he  says  it  was  Greek.    As  she  had  some  dis- 
tance to  walk  to  the  oaoal,  the  people  began  to  throng 
,  together,  attracted  by  the  strangeness  of  her  appearance. 
Nobody  knew  her  —  but  beauty  seems  bom  to  rule.     AH 
I  made  way  for  her  in  a  respectful  manner.     She  let  fall  a 
I  black  veil,  that  covered  half  of  her  person,  over  her  face, 
[  and  hastened  into  the  gondola.    Along  the  whole  Oiudecca 
Biondello  managed  to  keep  the  boat  in  view,  but  the  crowd 
prevented  his  following  it  further." 

"  But  surely  he  took  notice  of  the  gondolier  so  as  to  be 
able  to  recognize  him  again," 

•  "  He  has  undertaken  to  find  out  the  gondolier,  but  he 
is  not  one  of  those  with  whom  he  associates.  The  men- 
dicants, whom  he  questioned,  could  give  him  no  further 
information  than  that  the  aignora  had  come  to  the  church 
for  the  last  few  Saturdays,  and  had  each  time  divided  a 
gold-piece  among  them.  It  was  a  Dutch  ducat,  which 
Biondello  changed  for  them,  and  brought  to  me." 

"  It  appears,  then,  that  she  is  a  Greek  —  most  likely  of 
rank  ;  at  any  rate,  rich  and  charitable.  That  is  as  much 
as  wc  dare  venture  to  conclude  at  present,  gracious  sir ; 
perhaps  too  much.  But  a  Greek  lady  in  a  Catholic 
church  ?  " 

"Why  not?  She  may  have  changed  her  religion.  But 
there  is  certainly  some  mystery  in  the  affair.  Why  should 
she  go  only  once  a  week  ?  Why  always  on  Saturday,  on 
which  day,  as  Biondello  tells  me,  the  church  is  generally 
deserted.  Next  Saturday,  at  the  latest,  must  decide  thia 
question.  Till  then,  dearest  friend,  you  must  help  me  to 
while  sway  the  hours.    But  it  is  in  vain.    They  will  go 
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tbor  lin^ring  pace,  though  m;  sool  is  bnrning  with 
expectation ! " 

**  And  when  this  day  at  length  arriTes  —  what,  then, 
gracious  prinee  ?    What  do  you  purpose  doing  ?  " 

"  What  do  1  purpose  doine?  I  shall  see  her.  I  will 
discover  where  she  lives  ana  who  she  is.  But  to  what 
does  all  this  tend?  I  hear  yon  ask.  What  I  saw  made 
me  happy ;  I  therefore  qow  know  wherein  my  happiness 
consists  I 

**And  OUT  departure  from  Venice,  which  is  fixed  for 
next  Monday?" 

"  How  could  I  know  that  Venice  mill  contained  snch  a 
treasure  for  me?  You  ask  me  queitions  of  my  past  life. 
I  tell  you  that  from  this  day  forward  I  will  begin  a  new 
existence." 

**  I  thought  that  now  wiu,  the  opportunity  to  keep  ray 
word  to  the  marc|uiB.  I  explained  to  the  prince  that 
a  protracted  stay  m  Venice  was  altogether  incompatible 
with  the  exhausted  state  of  his  finances,  and  that,  if  he 
extended  his  sojourn  here  beyond  the  appointed  time, 
he  could  not  reckon  on  rcceiviag  funds  from  bis  court. 
On  this  occasion,  f  learned  what  had  hitherto  been  a 
secret  to  me,  namely,  that  the  prince  had,  without  the 
knowledge  of  his  otljer  brothers,  received  from  liis  sister, 

the  reigning of ,  considerable  loans,  which  she 

would  gladly  doable  if  his  court  left  him  in  the  lurch. 
This  sister,  who,  as  you  know,  is  a  pious  enthusiast, 
thinks  that  the  large  savings  which  she  makes  at  a  very 
economical  court  cannot  be  deposited  in  better  hands 
than  in  those  of  a  brother  whose  wise  benevolence  she 
well  knows,  and  whose  character  she  warmly  honors.  I 
have,  indeed,  known  for  some  time  that  a  very  close 
intercourse  has  been  kept  np  between  the  two,  and  that 
many  letters  have  been  exchanged ;  but,  as  the  prince's 
own  resources  have  hitherto  always  been  siiflicient  to 
coTer  his  expenditure,  I  had  never  guessed  at  this  hidden 
channel.  It  is  clear,  therefore,  that  the  prince  must  have 
had  some  expenses  which  have  been  and  still  are  un- 
known to  me  ;  but  if  I  can  judge  of  them  by  his  general 
character,  they  will  certainly  not  be  of  such  a  description 
M  to  tend  to  his  di^ace.     And  yet  I  thought  I  under- 
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Stood  him  ihoroughly.  After  this  diBoiosare,  I  of  ooane 
did  not  hesitate  to  make  known  to  him  Uie  marquis' 
offer,  which,  to  mjr  no  small  sarprise,  be  immediately 
accepted.  He  gave  me  the  anthority  to  transact  the 
biuiness  with  the  marquis  in  whatever  way  I  thought 
most  advisable,  and  then  iramediatel]'  to  settle  the  ac- 
count with  the  usurer.  To  his  sister  he  proposed  to  write 
without  delay. 

It  was  mominjp;  when  we  separated.  However  dis- 
agreeable this  a^ir  is  to  me  for  more  than  one  reason, 
the  worst  of  it  is  that  it  seems  to  threaten  a  longer  resi- 
dence in  Venice.  From  the  prince's  passion  I  rather 
angur  good  than  evil.  It  is,  perhaps,  the  most  powerful 
method  of  withdrawing  him  ^m  his  metaphysicu  dreams 
to  the  concerns  and  feelings  of  real  life.  It  will  have  its 
orisis,  and,  like  an  illneBs  produced  by  artificial  means, 
will  eradicate  the  natural  disorder. 

Farewell,  my  dear  friend.  I  have  written  down  these 
incidents  immediately  upon  their  occurrence.  The  post 
starts  immediately ;  you  will  receive  this  letter  on  the 
same  day  as  my  last. 


June  20. 

This  Civitella  is  certainly  one  of  the  most  obliging 
personages  in  the  world.  The  prince  had  scarcely  len 
me  the  other  day  before  I  received  a  note  from  the 
marquis  enforcing  his  former  offers  with  renewed  earn- 
estness. I  instantly  forwarded,  in  the  prince's  name,  a 
bond  for  six  thousand  zechins  ;  in  less  than  half  an  hour 
it  was  returned,  with  double  the  sum  required,  in  notes 
and  gold.  The  prince  at  length  assented  to  this  increase, 
but  insisted  that  the  bond,  which  was  drawn  only  for  ux 
weeks,  should  be  accepted. 

The  whole  of  the  present  week  has  been  consumed  in 
inquiries  after  the  mysterious  Greek.  Biondello  set  all 
his  engines  to  work,  but  until  now  in  vain.    He  certainly 
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discovered  the  gondolier ;  but  from  him  he  could  lexrn 
nothing,  save  that  the  ladies  had  disembarked  on  the 
islaod  of  Murano,  where  they  entered  two  sedan  chairs 
which  were  waiting  for  them.  He  Buppoeed  them  to  be 
English  because  they  spoke  n  foreign  language,  and  had 
pud  him  in  gold.  He  did  not  even  know  tlieir  guide, 
Diit  believed  hmi  to  be  a  glass  manufacturer  from  Hurano. 
We  were  now,  at  least,  certain  that  we  must  not  look  for 
her  in  the  Giudeoca,  and  that  in  all  probability  she  lived 
in  the  ishuid  of  Murano ;  but,  unluckily,  the  description 
the  prince  gave  of  her  was  not  such  as  to  make  her  recog- 
nizaiile  by  a  third  party.  The  passionate  interest  with 
whioh  he  had  regarded  her  had  hindered  him  from 
observing  her  minutely ;  for  all  the  minor  details,  which 
other  people  would  not  have  failed  to  notice,  had  escaped 
his  observation;  from  his  description  one  would  have 
sooner  expected  to  find  her  prototype  in  the  works 
of  Ariosto  or  Tasso  than  on  a  Venetian  island.  Besides, 
our  inquiries  had  to  be  conducted  with  the  utmost 
caution,  in  order  not  to  become  prejudicial  to  the  lady, 
or  to  excite  unilue  attention.  As  Biondello  was  the  only 
man  besides  the  prince  who  had  seen  her,  even  through 
her  veil,  and  could  therefore  recognize  her,  he  strove  to 
be  as  much  as  possible  in  all  the  places  where  she  was 
likely  to  appear;  the  life  of  the  poor  man,  during  the 
whole  week,  was  a  continual  race  through  all  the  streets 
of  Venice.  In  the  Greek  church,  particularly,  every 
inquiry  was  made,  but  always  with  the  same  ill-Buccens  ; 
and  the  prince,  whose  impatience  increased  with  every 
,  la        ■ "      ' 


at  iaat  obliged  to  wait  till  Satur- 
day, with  what  patience  he  might.     His  reHtlesaness  was 
excessive.    Nothing  interested  him,  nothing  could  fix  his 
attention.     He  was  in  constant  feverish  excitement ;  he    j 
fled  from  society,  but  the  evil  increased  in  solitude.     He    / 
had  never  been  so  much  besieged  by  visitors  as  in  this 
week.     His  approaching  departure  had  been  announced, 
and  everybody  crowded  to  see  him.     It  wits  necessary  to 
occupy  the  attention  of  the  people  in  order  to  lull  their 
suspicions,  and  to  amuse  the  prince  with  the  view  of  i 
diverting  his  mind  from  its  all-engrossing  object.     In/ 
this   emergency  Civitella  hit  upon  play,  and,  for  the  I 
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purpoae  of  <)riving  aviy  most  of  the  vuitora,  propoaed 
that  the  stakes  should  be  hiefa.  He  hoped  by  awakening 
in  the  prince  a  transient  liking  for  play,  from  vhioh 
it  would  afterwards  be  easy  to  wean  him,  to  destroy  the 
Totnantic  bent  of  his  passion.  "  The  cards,"  said  Civitella, 
"have  saved  me  from  many  a  folly  which  I  had  intended 
to  commit-,  and  repaired  many  which  I  had  already  per- 
petrated. At  tbe  faro  table  I  have  often  recovered  my 
tranquillity  of  mind,  of  which  a  pair  of  bright  eyes  bad 
robbed  ine,  and  women  never  had  more  power  over  me 
than  when  I  had  not  money  enough  to  play." 

I  will  not  enter  into  a  discussion  as  to  how  far  Civitella 
was  right ;  but  the  remedy  we  had  hit  upon  soon  hMmn 
to  be  worse  than  the  disease  it  was  intended  to  cure.  The 
prince,  who  could  only  make  the  game  at  all  interesting 
to  himself  by  staking  extremely  high,  soon  overstepped 
all  bounds.  He  was  quite  out  of  his  element.  Everything 
he  did  seemed  to  be  done  in  a  passion ;  all  his  actions 
betrayed  the  uneasiness  of  his  mind.  You  know  his 
general  indifTerence  to  money;  ho  seemed  now  to  have 
become  totally  insensible  to  its  value.  Gold  flowed 
through  his  hands  like  water.  Ab  he  played  without  the 
slightest  caution  he  lost  almost  invanably.     He  lost  im- 

imense  sums,  for  he  staked  like  a  desperate  gamester. 
Dearest  O ,  with  an  aching  heart  I  write  it,  in  four 
days  he  had  lost  above  twelve  thousand  zechins. 
Do  not  rej>roach  me.  I  blame  myself  sufficiently.  But 
how  could  I  prevent  it  ?  Could  I  do  more  than  warn 
him?  I  did  all  that  was  in  my  power,  and  cannot  find 
myself  guilty.  Civitella,  too,  lost  not  a  little;  I  won 
about  six  hundred  zechins.  The  unprecedented  ill-luck 
of  the  prince  excited  general  attention,  and  therefore  he 
would  not  leave  off  playing.  Civitella,  who  is  always 
ready  to  oblige  him,  immediately  advanced  him  the 
required  sum.  The  deficit  is  made  up,  but  the  prince 
owes  the  marquis  twenty-four  thousand  zechins.  Oh, 
how  I  long  for  the  savings  of  his  pious  sister.  Are  all 
sovereigns  so,  my  dear  friend  ?  The  prince  behaves  as 
though  he  had  done  the  marquis  a  great  honor,  and  he, 
at  any  rate,  plays  his  part  well. 
Civitella  sought  to  quiet  me  by  saying  that  this  reek- 
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leMnesg,  this  extraordiiuiry  Ul-luck,  would  be  most  effect- 
ual in  bringing  the  prince  to  his  aenses.  The  money,  he 
said,  was  of  no  conaeqaence.  He  biinself  would  not  feel 
the  loBS  in  the  least,  and  would  be  happy  to  serve  the 
priace,  at  any  moment,  with  three  times  the  amount. 
The  cardinal  also  assured  me  that  his  nephew's  intentions 
were  honest,  and  that  he  should  be  ready  to  assist  liim  in 
carrying  them  out. 

Ine  most  unfortunate  thing  was  that  these  tremendous 
sacrifices  did  not  even  effect  their  object.  One  would 
have  thought  tliat  the  prince  would  at  least  feel  some 
interest  in  his  play.  But  such  was  not  the  case.  His 
thoughts  were  wandering  far  away,  and  the  passion 
whi(£  we  wished  to  stifle  Dy  his  ill-luck  in  pjay  seemed, 
on  the  contrary,  only  to  gather  strength.  Wlien,  for 
instance,  a  decisive  stroke  was  about  to  be  played,  and 
every  one's  eyes  were  fixed,  full  of  expectation,  on  the 
board,  his  were  searching  for  Biondello,  in  order  to  catch 
the  news  he  might  have  brought  him,  from  the  expression 
of  bis  countenance.  Biondello  brought  no  tidings,  and 
bis  master's  losses  continued. 

The  gains,  however,  fell  Into  very  needy  hands.  A 
few  "your  excellencies,"  whom  scandal  reports  to  be  in 
the  habit  of  carrying  home  their  frugal  dinner  from  tlic 
market  in  their  senatorial  caps,  entered  our  bouse  as  beg- 
gars, and  left  it  with  well-lined  purses.  Civitella  pointed 
them  out  to  me.  "  Look,"  said  be,  "  liow  many  poor 
devils  make  their  fortunes  by  one  ^cat  man  taxing  a 
whim  into  his  head.  Tliis  is  wliat  i  like  to  see.  It  is 
princely  and  royal.  A  great  man  must,  even  by  his  fail- 
ings, make  some  one  happy,  like  a  river  which  by  its 
overflowing  tertilizcB  the  neighboring  fields." 

Civiteila  has  a  noble  and  generous  way  of  thinking, 
but  the  prince  owes  him  twenty-four  thousand  zechins. 

At  length  the  long-wished-for  Saturday  arrived,  and 
my  master  insisted  upon  going,  directly  after  dinner,  to 

the  church.     He   stationed   himself   in  tlie  chapel 

where  he  bad  first  seen  the  unknown,  but  in  such  a  way 
as  not  to  be  immediately  observed.  Biondello  had  orders 
to  keep  watch  at  the  church  door,  and  to  enter  into  con- 
versation with  the  attendant  of  the  ladies.    I  had  taken 
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upon  mj'Belf  to  eoter,  likfi  a  chanoe  pusengAr,  into  tbe 
same  gondola  with  them  on  their  retam,  in  order  to  fol- 
low their  track  if  the  other  schemes  should  (aiL  At  the 
spot  where  the  gondolier  said  he  had  Landed  them  th« 
last  time  two  sedans  were  stationed;  the  chamberlun, 

Z -,  was  ordered  to  follow  in  a  separate  gondola,  in 

order  to  trace  the  retreat  of  the  aaknown,  if  all  else 
should  fail.  Tlie  prince  wiabed  to  sire  himself  whotly 
np  to  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her,  and,  if  possible,  try  to 
make  her  acquuntanoe  in  the  church.  Ovitella  was  to 
keep  out  of  ttie  way  altogether,  aa  his  reputation  among 
tbe  women  of  Venice  was  so  bad  that  his  presence  could 
not  have  failud  to  excite  the  suspicions  of  the  lady.  You 
see,  dear  count,  it  was  not  through  any  want  of  precau- 
tion on  our  part  that  the  fair  unknown  escaped  as. 

Never,  perlmps,  was  there  offered  up  in  any  church 
such  ardent  prayers  for  success,  and  never  were  hopes  so 
cruelly  disapjwinted.  The  prince  waited  till  after  sun- 
set, starting  in  expectation  at  every  sound  which  ap- 
proached tiie  chapel,  and  at  every  creaking  of  the  church 
door.  Seven  full  hours  passed,  and  no  Greek  lady.  I 
need  not  ilcsoribe  his  state  of  mind.  Tou  know  what 
hope  deferred  is,  hope  which  one  has  nonrbbed  i 
ingly  for  seven  days  and  nights. 


LETTER   VII. 

BAKON  TON   F TO    COUNT   TON  O . 

July. 

The  nv^terious  unknown  of  the  prince  reminded 
Murtjuis  Civttella  of  a  romantic  incident  which  happened 
to  himself  a  short  time  since,  and,  to  divert  the  prince, 
he  offered  to  relate  it.  I  will  give  it  yon  in  his  own 
words;  but  the  lively  spirit  which  he  infuses  into  all  he 
tells  will  be  lost  in  my  narration. 

(Here  follows  the  subjoined  fr^nent,  which  appeared 
in  the  eighth  part  of  the  Thalia,  nnd  was  or^^nallv 
intended  for  the  second  volume  of  the  Ghost^eer.     It 
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found  a  pUce  here  after  Schiller  had  given  up  the  idea 
of  coiapleting  the  Gho6t-Seer.)  ^ 

"In  the  spring  of  last  year,"  began  Civitella,  "I  had 
the  miafortune  to  embroil  myKtf  with  the  Spanish  am- 
bassador, a  gentleman  who,  in  his  seventieth  year,  had 
been  guilty  of  the  folly  of  wishing  to  marry  a  Roman 
;irl  of  eighteen.  His  vengeance  pursued  me,  and  my 
riends  advised  me  to  secure  my  safety  by  a  timely 
flight,  and  to  keep  out  of  the  way  until  the  hand  of 
nature,  or  an  adjustment  of  differences,  bad  secured  me 
from  the  wrath  of  this  formidable  enemv.  As  I  felt  it 
too  severe  a  punishment  to  quit  Venice  altogether,  I  took 
up  my  abode  in  a  distant  quarter  of  the  town,  where  I 
lived  in  a  lonely  house,  under  a  feigned  name,  keeping 
myself  concealed  by  day,  and  devoting  the  night  to  the 
society  of  my  friends  and  of  pleasure. 

"My  windows  looked  upon  a  garden,  the  west  side  of 
which  was  bounded  by  the  w:Sls  of  a  convent,  while 
towards  the  east  it  jutted  out  into  the  L^una  in  the 
form  of  a  little  peninsula.  The  garden  was  charmiDgly 
situated,  but  little  frequented.  It  was  my  custom  every 
morning,  after  my  friends  had  left  me,  to  spend  a  few 
moments  at  the  window  before  retiring  to  rest,  to  see  the 
BUD  rise  over  the  Adriatic,  and  then  to  bid  liim  good- 
night. .If  you,  my  dear  prince,  have  not  yet  enjoyed  this 
pleasure,  I  recommend  exactly  this  station,  the  only  eli- 
gible one  perhaps  in  all  Vemce  to  enjoy  so  splendid  a 
prospect  in  perfection.  A  purple  twilight  hangs  over  the 
deep,  and  a  goMen  mist  on  the  Laguna  announces  the 
sun  8  approaai.  The  heavens  and  the  sea  are  wrapped 
in  expectant  silence.  In  two  seconds  the  orb  of  day 
appears,  casting  a  flood  of  fiery  light  on  tlie  waves.  It 
ia  an  enchanting  sight. 

"  One  morning,  when  I  was,  according  to  custom,  en- 
joying the  beauty  of  this  prospect,  I  suddenly  discovered 
that  1  was  not  the  only  spectator  of  the  scene.  I  fancied 
I  heard  voices  in  the  garden,  and  turning  to  the  quarter 
Thence  the  sound  proceeded,  I  perceived  a  gondola  steer- 
ing for  the  land.  In  a  few  moments  I  saw  figures  walkini; 
at  a  slow  pace  up  the  avenue.  They  were  a  man  and  a 
woman,  accompanied  by  a  little  negro.    The  female  was 
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clothed  in  white,  and  had  a  briUiant  on  her  finger.  It  iraa 
not  lisht  enough  to  perceive  more. 

"ily  curiosity  waa  raised.  Donbtleae  a  rendesvoiu  of 
a  pair  of  lovers  —  but  in  auoh  a  place,  and  at  ao  nniuna] 
an  hour!  It  was  scarcely  three  o'clock,  and  everythine 
was  still  veiled  in  dneky  twilight.  The  incident  eeemed 
to  me  novel  and  proper  for  a  romanoe,  and  I  waited  to 
see  the  end. 

"  I  wxm  knt  sight  of  them  among  the  foliage  of  the 
garden,  and  some  time  elapeed  before  they  ^ain  emerged 
to  view.  Meanwhile  a  deli^^tfal  song  waa  heard.  It 
proceeded  from  the  gondolier,  who  waa  in  thia  manner 
shortening  the  time,  and  was  answered  by  a  comrade  a 
short  way  off.  They  sang  stanaaa  from  Taaao ;  Ume  and 
place  were  in  nnison,  and  the  melody  sounded  sweetly  in 
the  profound  silence  around. 

"Day  in  the  meantime  had  dawned,  and  object*  were 
discerned  more  plainly.  I  sought  my  peopfe,  whom  I 
found  walking  haiid-iii4i  and  up  abroad  walk,  often  stand- 
ing still,  but  always  with  their  backs  turned  towards  me, 
and  procepiling  further  from  my  residence.  Their  noble, 
easy  carriage  convinced  me  at  once  that  tbey  were  peo- 
ple of  ranlc,  and  the  splendid  figure  of  tlie  lady  made  me 
augur  as  much  of  her  beauty.  Tbey  appeared  to  con- 
veree  but  little;   the  lady,  however,  more  than  her  com- 

1>anlon.  In  the  e[)ectaole  of  the  rising  sun,  which  now 
lurst  out  in  nil  its  splendor,  they  seem^  to  take  not  the 
slightest  intere§t. 

"  While  I  was  employed  in  adjusting  my  al»BS,  in  order 
to  brinp  them  into  view  as  closely  as  possible,  they  sud- 
denly diBapjieart'd  down  a  side  patb,  and  some  time 
elapsed  before  I  regained  sight  of  them.  The  sun  had 
now  fully  riHen  ;  they  were  approaching  straigbt  towards 
me,  with  their  eyes  fixed  upon  where  I  stood.  What  a 
heavenly  form  did  I  behold !  Was  it  illusion,  or  the 
magic  effect  of  the  beautiful  liglit  P  I  thought  I  beheld 
a  supernatural  being,  for  mv  eyes  quailed  before  the  an- 
gelic  brightness  of  her  looli.  So  much  loveliness  ctnn- 
bined  with  so  much  dignity!  —  so  much  mind,  and  so 
much  blooming  youth!  It  is  In  vain  I  attempt  to  describe 
it.    I  bad  never'seen  true  beauty  till  that  moment. 
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**  Id  the  heat  of  conversation  they  lingered  near  me, 
and  I  bad  full  opportunity  to  contemplate  her.  Scarcely, 
however,  had  I  cast  my  eyes  upon  her  companion,  but 
even  her  beanty  was  not  powerful  enough  to  fix  my  atten- 
tion. He  appeared  to  be  a  man  still  iii  the  prime  of  life, 
rather  slight,  and  of  a  tall,  noble  figure.  Never  have  I 
beheld  so  much  mind,  so  much  noble  expression,  in  a 
hamao  ooantenance.  Though  perfectly  secured  from  ob- 
aervation,  I  was  anable  to  meet  the  lightning  glance  that 
shot  from  beneatb  his  dark  eyebrows.  There  was  a 
moving  expression  of  sorrow  about  his  eyes,  but  an  ex- 
pression of  benevolence  about  the  mouth  which  relieved 
the  settled  gravity  spread  over  his  whole  countenance.  A 
certain  cast  of  features,  not  quite  European,  together 
with  his  dress,  which  appeared  to  have  been  chosen  with 
tnimitable  good  taste  from  the  most  varied  costumes,  gave 
hira  a  peculiar  air,  which  not  a  little  heightened  the  im- 
pression produced  by  his  appearance.  A  degree  o£  wild- 
□ess  in  his  looks  warranted  the  supposition  that  he  was 
an  enthosiast,  but  his  deportment  and  carriage  showed 
that  his  character  had  been  formed  by  mixing  in  society." 

Z ,  who  you  know  must  always  give  utterance  to 

.what  he  thinks,  could  contain  himself  no  longer.  "  Our 
Armenian!"  cried  he.  "Our  very  Armenian, and  nobody 
else." 

"What  Armenian,  if  one  may  ask?"  inquired  Civi- 
tella. 

"  Has  no  one  told  you  of  the  farce  ?  "  replied  the  prince. 
"  But  no  interruption !  I  begin  to  feel  interested  in  your 
hero.     Pray  continue  your  narrative." 

"There  was  something  inexplicable  in  his  whole  de- 
meanor," continued  Civitella.  "  His  eyes  were  fixed 
apon  his  companion  with  an  expression  of  anxiety  and 
passion,  bnt  tne  moment  they  met  hers  he  looked  down 
abashed.  'Is  the  man  beside  himself!'  thoufifht  I.  I 
could  stand  for  i^es  and  gaze  at  nothing  else  but  her. 

"The  foliage  again  concealed  them  from  my  sigiit, 
LoDg,  long  did  I  look  for  their  reappearance,  but  in  vain. 
At  length  I  caught  sight  tA  them  from  another  win- 
dow. 

"  They  were  standing  before  the  basin  of  a  fountain  at 
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some  distance  apart,  and  both  wrapped  in  d«ep  ailenoe. 
They  had,  probably,  remiuned  some  time  i&  the  same 
position.  Her  clear  and  intelligent  eyes  were  resting  in- 
quiringly on  his,  and  seemed  as  if  they  would  iinbibe 
every  thought  from  him  as  it  revealed  itself  in  his  coaa- 
tenance.  He,  as  if  ho  waated  conrage  to  look  directly 
into  her  face,  furtively  sought  its  reflection  in  the  watery 
mirror  before  him,  or  gazed  steadfasUy  at  the  dolphin 
which  bore  the  water  to  the  basin.  Who  knows  now 
long  this  silent  scene  m^ht  have  continued  could  the 
lady  have  endured  itP  With  the  most  bewitching  grace 
the  lovely  girl  advanced  towards  him,  and  passing  her 
arm  round  his  neck,  raised  his  hand  to  her  lips.  Calmly 
and  unmoved  the  strange  being  suffered  her  caresses, 
but  did  not  return  them. 

"  This  scene  moved  me  strangely.  It  was  the  mui  that 
chiefly  excited  my  sympathy  and  interest,  Some  violent 
emotion  seemed  to  struggle  in  his  bi-east ;  it  was  as  if 
some  irresistible  force  drew  him  towards  her,  while  an 
unseen  arm  held  him  back.  Silent,  but  agoniung, 
was  the  struggle,  and  beautiful  the  temptation.  'No,' 
I  thought,   *  he   attempts  too  much ;    he  will,   he  must 

"At  his  silent  intimation  the  young  negro  disappeared. 
I  now  expected  some  touching  scene  —  a  prayer  on  oended 
kneeB,  and  a  reconciliation  sealed  with  glowing  kisses. 
/But  no!  nothing  of  the  kind  occurred.  The  incompre- 
'  hensibte  being  took  from  his  pocketbook  a  sealed  pactcet, 
and  placed  it  in  the  hands  of  the  lady.  Sadness  overcast 
her  face  as  she  she  looked  at  it,  and  a  tear  bedewed  her 
eye. 

"After  a  short  silence  they  separated.  At  this  moment 
an  elderly  lady  advanced  from  one  of  the  sidewalks,  who 
had  remained  at  a  distance,  and  n-hom  I  now  first  discov- 
ered. She  and  the  fair  girl  slowly  advanced  along  the 
path,  and,  while  they  were  earnestiy  eneaged  in  conver- 
sation, the  stranger  took  the  opportunity  of  remaining 
behind.  With  his  eyes  turned  towards  her,  he  stood  ir- 
resolute, at  one  instant  making  a  rapid  step  forward,  and 
in  the  next  retreating.  In  another  moment  he  bad  dis- 
appeared in  the  copse. 
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"The  women  at  leogth  look  round,  seem  iineaey  at  not 
finding  him,  and  pause  as  if  to  await  his  coming.  He 
comes  not.  Anxious  -glances  are  cast  around,  ana  stepa 
are  redoubled.  My  eyes  aid  in  searching  through  the 
garden ;  he  comes  not,  he  is  nowhere  to  be  seen, 

^  Suddenly  I  see  a  plash  in  the  canal,  and  see  a  gondola 
moving  from  the  shore.  It  is  he,  and  I  scarcely  can 
refrain  from  calling  to  him.  Kow  the  whole  thing  is 
clear — it  was  a  parting. 

"She  appears  to  have  a  presentiment  of  what  has 
happened.  With  a  speed  that  her  companion  cannot  use 
she  naatens  to  the  shore.  Too  late !  Quick  as  the  arrow 
in  its  Sight  the  gondola  bounds  forward,  and  soon  nothing 
ia  visible  but  a  white  handkerchief  fluttering  in  the  air 
from  afar.  Soon  after  this  I  saw  the  fair  incognita  and 
her  companion  cross  the  water. 

"  When  I  awoke  from  a  short  sleep  I  could  not  help 
smiling  at  my  delusion.  My  fancy  had  incorporated 
these  events  m  my  dreams  until  truth  itself  seemed  a 
dream.  A  maiden,  fair  as  an  houri,  wandering  beneath 
my  windows  at  break  of  day  with  her  lover  —  and  a  lover 
who  did  not  know  how  to  make  a  better  use  of  such  an 
hour.  Surely  these  supplied  materials  for  the  composition 
of  a  picture  which  might  well  occupy  the  fancy  of  a 
dreamer!  But  the  dream  had  been  too  lovely  tor  me 
not  to  desire  its  renewal  again  and  again  ;  nay,  even  the 
garden  had  become  more  charming  in  my  sight  since  my 
imagination  had  peopled  it  with  such  attractive  forms. 
Several  cheerless  days  that  succeeded  this  eventful  morn- 
ing drove  me  from  the  window,  but  the  first  fine  evening 
involuntarily  drew  me  back  to  my  post  of  observation. 
Judge  of  my  surprise  when  after  a  short  search  I  caught 
sight  of  the  white  dress  of  my  incognita  !  Yes,  it  was 
ahe  herself.     I  had  not  dreamed  1 

"Her  former  companion  was  with  her,  and  led  by  the 
hand  a  little  boy ;  but  the  fair  girl  herself  walked  apart, 
and  seemed  absorbed  in  thought.  All  spots  were  visited 
that  had  been  rendered  memorable  by  the  presence  of 
her  friend.  She  paused  for  a  long  time  before  tlie  basin, 
and  her  fixed  gaze  seemed  to  seek  on  its  crystal  mirror 
the  reflection  of  one  beloved  form. 


J: 
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«  Althoagh  her  noble  beaaty  bad  attracted  me  when  I 
first  saw  her  the  impresaion  produced  was  even  stronger 
on  this  occasion,  altboagfa  perhaps  at  the  same  time  more 
conducive  to  gentler  emotions.  I  had  now  ample  oppor- 
tQDity  of  conHidering  this  divine  form ;  the  surprise  of  the 
first  impression  gradually  gave  place  to  softer  feelings. 
The  glory  that  seemed  to  invest  Qer  had  d«>arted,  and  I 
law  before  me  the  loveliest  of  women,  and  felt  my  senses 
inflamed.  In  a  moment  tbe  resolution  was  formed  that 
she  muBt  be  mine. 

"  While  I  was  deliberating  whether  I  ahoold  descend 
and  approach  her,  or  whether  before  I  ventured  on  such 
a  step  It  would  not  be  better  to  obUun  informatioa  re- 
garding her,  a  door  opened  in  the  convent  wall,  through 
which  there  advanced  a  Carmelite  monk.  The  sound  of 
his  approach  rouned  the  lady,  and  I  saw  her  advance 
with  hurried  steps  towards  him.  He  drew  from  his 
bosom  a  paper,  wliich  she  e^erly  grasped,  while  a  vivid 
color  instantaneouBly  suffused  her  countenance. 

"At  this  moment  I  was  called  from  the  window  by  the 
arrival  of  my  usual  evening  visitor.  I  carefully  avoided 
approaching  tlie  spot  again  aa  I  liad  no  desire  to  share 
my  conquest  with  anotlier.  For  a  whole  hour  I  was 
obliged  to  endure  this  painful  constraint  before  I  could 
succeed  in  freeing  myself  from  my  importunate  guest,  and 
when  I  hastened  to  the  window  all  had  disappeared. 

"  The  garden  was  empty  when  I  entered  it;  no  vessel 
of  any  kind  was  visible  in  the  canal ;  no  trace  of  people 
on  any  side;  I  neither  knew  whence  she  had  come  nor 
whither  she  had  gone.  While  I  was  looking  round  me 
in  all  directions  I  observed  something  white  upon  the 
ground.  On  drawing  near  I  found  it  was  a  piece  of 
paper  folded  in  the  shape  of  a  note.  What  could  it  be 
out  the  letter  which  the  Carmelite  had  brought?  '  Happy 
discovery!'  I  exclaimed;  'this  will  reveal  the  whole 
secret,  and  make  me  master  of  her  fate.' 

" The  letter  was  sealed  with  a  sphinx,  had  no  super- 
scription, and  was  written  in  cyphers ;  this,  however,  did 
not  discourage  me,  for  I  liave  some  knowledge  of  this 
mode  of  writing.  I  copied  it  hastily,  as  there  was  every 
reason  to  expect  tliat  she  would  soon  miss  it  and  return 
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in  search  of  it.  If  she  should  not  find  it  she  would  regard 
its  loss  as  an  evidence  that  the  garden  was  resorted  to  by 
different  personH,  and  such  a  discovery  might  easily  deter 
her  from  visiting  it  again.  And  what  worse  fortune 
could  attend  my  hopes. 

"That  which  I  had  conjectared  actually  took  place, 
and  I  had  scarcely  ended  my  copy  when  she  reappeared 
with  her  former  companion,  anxiously  intent  on  the 
search.  I  attached  the  note  to  a  tile  which  I  had  de- 
tached from  the  roof,  and  dropped  it  at  a  spot  which  she 
would  pass.  Her  gracefully  expressed  joy  at  finding  it 
rewarded  me  for  my  generosity.  She  examined  it  in 
every  part  with  keen,  searching  glances,  as  if  she  were 
seeking  to  detect  the  unhallowed  hands  that  might  have 
touched  it ;  but  the  contented  look  with  which  she  hid  it 
in  her  bosom  showed  that  she  was  free  from  all  suspicion. 
She  went,  and  the  parting  glance  she  threw  on  the  garden 
seemed  expressive  of  gratitude  to  the  guardian  deities 
of  the  spot,  who  had  so  faithfully  watched  over  the  secret 
of  her  heart. 

"  I  now  hastened  to  decipher  the  letter.     After  trying 
several  languages,  I  at  length  succeeded  by  the  use  of 
English.      Its  contents   were  so    remarkable    that    niy^/' 
memory  still  retains  a  perfect  recollection  of  them  " 

I  am  interrupted,  and  must  give  you  the  conclusion  on 
a  future  occasion. 

LETTER  Vm. 
BABOS   F TO  COUNT  O . 

August. 

Iff  truth,  my  dearest  friend,  you  do  the  good  Biondello 
injustice.  The  suspicion  you  entertain  against  him  is  un- 
founded, and  while  I  allow  you  full  liberty  to  condemn 
all  Italians  generally,  I  must  maintain  that  this  one  at 
least  ia  an  honest  man. 

You  think  it  singular  that  a  person  of  such  brilliant 
endowments  and  such  exemplary  conduct  should  debase 
himself  to  enter  the  service  of  another  if  he  were  not 
actuated  by  secret  motives ;  and  these,  you  further  con- 
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elude,  must  necessarily  be  of  a  Bospicioiu  oharaot^.  Bnt 
where  is  the  novelty,  of  a  man  of  talent  and  of  merit 
endeavoring  to  win  favor  with  a  prince  who  hu  the 
power  of  establiabing  his  fortune?  Is  there  anything 
derogatory  in  eer^'ing  the  prince  ?  and  baa  noi  Biondello 
cleariy  shown  that  nia  devotion  is  purely  perBonal  by 
coafeBsins  that  he  eameatly  desired  to  make  a  certain 
request  of  the  prince  F  The'  whole  mystery  will,  there- 
fore, no  doubt  be  revealed  when  he  acquaints  him  of  hia 
wishes.  He  may  certainly  be  actuated  by  secret  motivea, 
but  why  may  these  not  be  innocent  in  their  nature  ? 

You  think  it  strange  that  this  Biondello  should  have 
kept  all  hia  great  talents  concealed,  snd  in  no  way  have 
attracted  attention  during  the  early  months  of  our 
acquaintance  with  him,  when  you  were  still  with  us.  Tbia 
I  grant;  but  what  o)>]iortunity  had  he  then  of  distinguisb- 
ing  himself?  The  juince  had  not  yet  called  hia  powers 
into  requisition,  and  chance,  therefore,  could  alone  aid  ua 
in  discovering  his  talents. 

He  very  recently  gave  a  proof  of  hie  devotion  and 
honesty  of  purpose  which  must  at  once  annihilate  all 
your  doubts.  The  prince  was  watched  ;  measures  were 
being  taken  to  gain  infortnation  regarding  his  mode  of 
life,  associates,  and  general  habits.  I  know  not  with 
whom  this  inquisitiveneHs  originated.  Let  me  beg  your 
attention,  however,    to  what  1  am  about  to  relate  :  — ■ 

There  is  a  house  in  St.  George's  which  Biondello  is  in 
the  habit  of  frequenting.  He  probably  finds  some 
peculiar  attractions  there,  but  of  this  I  know  nothing. 
It  happened  a  few  days  ago  that  he  there  met  aeaemblM 
together  a  party  of  civil  and  military  officers  in  the  ser- 
vice of  the  government,  old  acquaintances  and  jovial 
I  comrades  of  his  own.  Surprise  and  pleasure  were  ex- 
i  pressed  on  all  sides  at  this  meeting.  Their  former  good- 
fellowship  was  re-established  ;  and  after  each  in  turn  had 
related  his  own  history  up  to  the  present  time,  Biondello 
was  called  upon  to  pive  an  account  of  his  life  ;  this  he  did 
in  a  few  words.  He  was  congratulated  on  hia  new  posi- 
tion ;  his  companions  had  heard  accounts  of  the  splendid 

footing  on  which  the  Prince  of 's  establishment  waa 

maintained ;  of  his  liberality,  especially  to  persons  who 
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showed  diaoretion  in  keeping  secrets ;  the  prinoe's  con- 
nection with  the  Cardinal  A — i  was  well  known,  he 
was  said  to  be  addicted  to  play,  etc.  Biondello's  sur- 
prise at  this  is  obeerred,  and  jokes  are  paaaed  apon  the 
mystery  which  be  tries  to  keep  up,  although  it  la  well 
known  that  be  is  tbe  emissary  of  the  Prince  of  — — . 
The  two  lawyers  of  the  party  make  bim  sit  down  between 
them ;  their  glasses  are  repeatedly  emptied,  be  is  urged 
to  drink,  bnt  excuses  himself  on  the  grounds  of  inability 
to  bear  wine;  at  last,  however,  he  yields  to  their  wishes, 
in  order  that  he  may  the  better  pretend  intoxication. 

"Test"  cried  one  of  the  lawyers,  " Biondello  under- 
stands his  businesa,  but  he  has  not  yet  learned  all  the 
tricks  of  tbe  trade ;  he  is  but  a  novice." 

"What  bare  I  still  to  learn?"  ask  Biondello. 

"  You  nnderstand  the  art  of  keeping  a  secret,"  re- 
marked the  other;  "  but  you  have  atill  to  learn  that  of 
parting  with  it  to  advant;^e." 

"  Am  I  likely  to  find  a  purchaser  for  any  that  I  may 
have  to  dispose  of?"  asked  Biondello. 

Od  this  the  other  guests  withdrew  from  tbe  apartment, 
and  left  him  alone  with  his  two  neighbors,  wbo  continued 
the  conversation  in  the  same  atram.  The  substance  of  ■ 
the  whole  was,  however,  briefly  as  follows :  Biondello 
was  to  procure  them  certain  information  regarding  the 
intercourse  of  tbe  prince  with  the  cardinal  and  his  nephew, , 
acquaint  them  with  the  source  from  whence  tbe  prince 
derived  his  money,  and  to  intercept  all  letters  written  to 
Count  O  — .  Biondello  put  them  off  to  a  future  occa- 
sion, but  he  was  unsiiccewful  in  his  attempts  to  draw 
from  them  the  name  of  the  person  by  whom  they  were 
employed.  From  tbe  splendid  nature  of  the  proposals 
made  to  bim  it  was  evident,  however,  that  they  emanated 
from  some  influential  and  extremely  wealthy  party. 

Last  night  lie  related  the  whole  occurrence  to  the 
prince,  whose  first  impulse  was  without  further  ceremony 
to  secure  the  manmuvercrs  at  once,  but  to  this  Biondello 
strongly  objected.  He  urged  that  be  would  be  obliged 
to  set  them  at  liberty  again,  and  that,  in  this  cnse,  he 
shonld  endanger  not  only  his  credit  nmon<r  this  class  of 
men,  bnt  even  his  Ufe,    All  these  men  were  conuected 


t(^tber,  uid  bound  by  one  oommon  interast,  eioh  one 
making  the  osaee  of  the  othera  fau  own ;  in  fut,  he  vould 
nther  make  enemies  of  tbe  lenate  of  Tenice  than  be  re- 
garded by  theae  men  as  a  trwtor — and,  beaides,  be  oonid 
no  longer  be  useful  to  the  prince  if  be  lost  the  confidence 
of  this  class  of  people. 

We  have  pondered  and  oonjeotnred  much  aa  to  the 
source  of  all  this.  Who  is  there  in  Yenioe  that  can  care 
to  know  what  money  my  master  receives  or  pays  out, 
what  passees  between  Cardinal  A — i  and  himself,  and 
what  r  write  to  yon  ?  Can  it  be  some  scheme  of  the 
Prince  of  — d — ,  or  is  the  Armenian  again  on  the  witttt 


LETTER  IX. 

BABON  F TO   C0«HT  O . 

Augtut. 

The  prince  is  revelling  in  love  and  bliss.  He  has 
recovered  bis  fair  Greek.  I  must  relate  to  you  how  this 
happened. 

A  traveller,  who  had  crossed  from  Chiozza,  gave  the 
prince  so  animated  an  account  of  the  beauty  of  this  place, 
which  is  charmingly  situated  on  the  shores  of  the  gnlf, 
that  he  became  very  anxious  to  see  it.  Yesterday  was 
fixed  upon  for  the  excusion  ;  and,  in  order  to  avoid  all 
restraint  and  display,  no  one  was  to  accompany  him  but 

Z and  myself,  together  with  3'ondello,  as  my  master 

wished  to  remain  unknown.  We  found  a  vessel  ready  to 
start,  and  engird  our  passage  at  once.  The  company 
was  very  mixed  but  not  numerous,  and  the  passage  was 
made  without  the  occurrence  of  any  circumstance  worthy 
of  notice. 

J  ChiOEza  is  built,  like  Venice,  on  a  foundation  of  wooden 
piles,  and  is  said  to  contain  about  forty  thousand  inhabit- 
ants. There  are  but  few  of  thehigher  clasaea  resident  there, 
but  one  meets  sailors  and  fishermen  at  every  step.  Who- 
ever apponrs  in  a  peruke,  or  a  cloak,  is  regarded  as  an 
aristocrat  —  a  rich  man;  the  cap  and  overcoat  are  here 
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the  iiuiniiK  of  the  poor.  The  situAtion  is  oerUinly  very 
lovely,  hut  it  will  not  bear  a  comparison  with  Vt^nice. 

We  did  not  remaia  long,  for  the  captain,  who  had 
more  passengers  for  the  return  voyage,  was  obliged  to  be 
in  Venice  at  an  early  hoar,  and  there  was  nothing  at 
Cfaiuzza  to  make  the  prince  desirouB  of  remaining.  All 
the  passengers  were  on  board  when  we  reached  the 
vessel.  As  we  had  found  it  so  difiicnlt  to  place  oureelves 
OD  a  social  footing  with  the  company  on  the  outward 
passage,  we  determined  on  this  occasion  to  secure  a  cabin 
to  ourselves.  The  prince  inquired  who  the  new-comers 
were,  and  was  informed  that  they  were  a  Dominican  and 
some  ladies,  who  were  returning  to  Venice.  My  master 
evincing  no  cariosity  to  see  them,  we  immediately  betook 
ourselves  to  our  cabm. 

The  Greek  was  the  subject  of  our  conversation  through- 
out the  whole  passage,  as  she  had  been  during  our  former 
transit.  The  prince  dwelt  with  ardor  on  her  appearance 
in  the  church  ;  and  whilst  numerous  plans  were  in  turn 
devised  and  rejected,  hours  passed  like  a  moment  of  time, 
and  we  were  already  in  sight  of  Venice.  Some  of  the 
passengers  now  disembarked,  the  Dominican  amongst  the 
number.  The  captain  went  to  the  ladies,  who,  as  we  now 
first  learned,  had  been  separated  from  us  by  only  a  thin 
wooden  partition,  and  asked  them  where  they  wished  to 
land.     The  island  of  Mnrano  was  named  in  reply  to  his 

inquiry,  and  the  house  indicated .     "The  island  of  ^ 

Murano ! "  exclaimed  the  prince,  who  seemed  suddenly 
struck  by  a  slartling  presentiment.  Before  I  could  reply 
to  his  exclamation,  Biondello  rushed  into  the  cabin.  "  Do 
you  know,"  asked  he  eagerly,  "  who  is  on  board  with  us?  " 
The  prince  started  to  his  feet,  as  Biondello  continued, 
"She  is  here!  she  herself!  I  have  just  spoken  to  her 
companion  ! " 

The  prince  hurried  out.  He  felt  as  if  he  could  not 
breathe  in  our  narrow  cabin,  and  I  believe  at  that 
moment  as  if  the  whole  world  would  have  been  too 
narrow  for  hitn.  A  thousand  conflicting  feelings  struggled 
for  the  mastery  in  hia  heart ;  his  knees  trembled,  and  his 
countenance  was  alternately  flushed  and  pallid.  I  sym- 
pathized and  participated  in  his  emotion,  but  I  cannot  by 
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vords   convey  to  your  mind   any  idea  of  the  Btate  in 
which  he  was. 

When  we  stopped  at  Mnraoo,  the  prinoe  sprang  on 
shore.  She  advanced  from  her  cabin.  I  read  in  the  faoe 
of  the  prince  that  it  was  indeed  the  Gre^  <^  £^oe 
was  sufficient  to  dispel  all  donbt  on  that  point.  A  more 
lovely  creature  I  have  never  seen.  Even  the  prince's 
glowing  desoriptions  fell  far  short  of  the  reality.  A 
radiant  blush  suffused  her  faoe  when  she  saw  my  master. 
She  must  have  heard  all  we  aud,  and  oould  not  ful  to 
know  that  she  herself  had  been  the  subjeot  of  our  C(m< 
veraation.  She  exchanged  a  ugnifioant  ^ance  with  her 
companion,  which  seemed  to  say,  "That  ia  be;"  and 
then  cast  her  eyes  to  the  ground  with  diffident  confusion. 
On  placing  her  foot  on  the  narrow  plank,  which  had  b«en 
thrown  from  the  vessel  to  the  shore,  she  seemed  anxiously 
to  hesitate,  less,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  from  the  fear  of 
falling  than  from  her  inability  to  cross  the  board  without 
assistance,  which  was  proffered  her  by  the  outstretched 
arm  of  the  prince.  Necessity  overcame  her  relactance, 
smA,  accepting  the  aid  of  his  hand,  she  stepped  on  shore. 
Excessive  mental  agitation  had  rendered  the  prince  un- 
coui'teotie,  and  he  wholly  forgot  to  offer  his  services  to 
the  other  lady  —  but  what  was  there  that  he  would  not 
have  forgotten  at  this  moment?  My  attention  in  atoning 
for  the  remissness  of  the  prince  prevented  my  hearing 
the  commencement  of  a  conversation  which  had  begun 
between  him  and  the  young  Greek,  while  I  had  Iwen 
helping  the  other  lady  on  shore. 
/  He  was  still  holding  her  hand  in  his,  probably  from 
ahKcncc  of  mind,  and  without  being  conscious  of  tbe  fact. 

"  This  is  not  the  first  time,  Signora,  that  tbat " 

he  stopped  short,  unable,  to  finish  tlie  sentence. 

"  I  think  I  remember" she  faltered. 

"  We  met  in  the  church  of  " said  be,  quickly. 

"  Yes,  it  was  in  the  church  of  " she  rejoined. 

"And  could  I  have  supposed  that  this  day  would  have 
brought  me  " 

Here  she  gently  withdrew  her  hand  from  his  — he  was 
evidently  embarrassed;  but  Biondellu,  who  had  in  the 
mean  time  been  speaking  to  the  servant,  DOW  came  to  his  ud. 


u^^or,"  sud  be,  "the  ladlee  had  ordered  sedaiiB  to 
be  in  readineBa  for  them ;  they  have  not  vet  come,  for 
we  are  here  before  the  expected  time.  But  there  ie  s 
gftrden  clo§e  bv  in  vhich  you  may  remain  until  the  crowd 
has  dispersed. 

The  proposal  was  accepted ;  yon  may  conceive  with 
what  alacrity  on  the  part  of  the  prince  I  We  remained 
in  the  garden  till  late  in  the  evening ;  and,  fortunately, 

Z and  myself   so  effectually  succeeded  in  occupying 

the  attention  of  the  elder  lady  that  tlie  prince  was  en- 
abled, undisturbed,  to  carry  on  his  conversation  with  the 
fair  Greek.  You  will  easily  believe  that  he  made  good 
nee  of  his  time,  when  I  tell  you  that  he  obtained  permis- 
moo  to  visit  her.  At  the  very  moment  that  I  am  now  J 
writing  he  is  with  her;  on  bis  return  I  shall  be  able  to 
give  you  further  particulars  regarding  her. 

When  we  ^t  home  yesterday  we  found  that  the  long- 
expected  remittances  had  arrived  from  our  court ;  but  at 
the  same  time  the  prince  received  a  letter  which  excited 
bis  indignation  to  the  highest  pitch.  He  has  been  re- 
called, and  that  in  a  tone  and  manner  to  which  he  isy/ 
wholly  nnaccustomed.  He  immediately  wrote  a  reply 
in  a  similar  spirit,  and  intends  remaining.  The  remit- 
tances are  only  just  sufficient  to  pay  the  interest  on  the 
capital  which  he  owes.  We  are  looking  with  impatience 
for  a  reply  from  his  sister. 


LETTER  S. 

BARON   T TO   COUNT   O . 

September. 

The  prince  has  fallen  out  with  his  court,  and  all  re- 
sources have  consequently  been  cut  off  from  home. 

The  term  of  six  weeks,  at  the  end  of  which  my  master 
was  to  pay  the  marquis,  has  already  elapsed  several 
days  ;  but  still  no  remittances  have  been  forwarded,  either 
from  his  cousin,  of  whom  he  had  earnestly  requested  an 
additional  allowance  in  advance,  or  from  his  sister.  Vou 
may  readily  suppose  that  Civitella  has  not  reminded  him 
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of  his  debt ;  the  prince'i  memDry  is,  however,  all  the 
more  fiuthful.  TeBterday  moniiiig  at  length  bronght  an 
answer  from  the  seat  of  government. 

We  had  shortly  before  concluded  a  new  arrangement 
with  the  master  of  oar  hotel,  and  the  prince  had  pablidy 
announced  his  intention  to  remain  here  some  time  longer. 
Without  uttering  a  word  my  master  put  the  letter  into 
my  hand.  His  eyes  sparkled,  and  I  could  read  the  con- 
tents in  his  face. 

Can  you  believe  it,  dear  O ;  all  my  master's  pro- 
ceedings here  are  known  at  and  have  been  roost 

CaluroniousW  misrepresented  by  an  abominable  tissue  of 
lies  I  "  Information  has  been  received,"  says  the  letter, 
^amongst  other  things,  "to  the  effect  that  the  prince 
has  for  some  time  past  belied  his  former  character,  and 
adopted  a  mode  of  conduct  totally  at  variance  with  his 
former  exemplary  manner  of  acting  and  thinking."  "  It 
is  known,"  the  writer  says,  "that  he  has  addicted  himself 
with  the  greatest  excess  to  women  and  play  ;  that  he  is 
overwhelmed  with  debts  ;  puts  hie  confidence  in  vision- 
aries  and  charlatans,  who  pretend  to  have  power  over 
spirits ;  maiotains  suspicious  relations  with  Roman  Cath- 
olic prelates,  and  keeps  up  a  degree  of  state  which  ex- 
ceeds both  his  rank  nnd  hie  means.  Xay,  it  is  even  said, 
that  he  is  about  to  bring  this  highly  offensive  conduct  to  a 
climax  by  apostacv  to  the  Church  of  Rome !  and  in  order 
to  clear  himself  frooi  this  last  cha^e  he  is  required  to 
return  immediately.  A  banker  at  Venice,  to  whom  he 
must  make  known  the  true  amount  of  his  debta,  has 
received  instructions  to  satisfy  his  creditors  immediatdy 
after  his  departure;  for,  under  existing  circumstances,  it 
does  not  appear  expedient  to  remit  the  money  directly 
into  his  hands." 

What  accusations,  and  what  a  mode  of  preferring  them. 
I  read  the  letter  E^rain  and  ^ain,  in  the  hope  of  discovering 
some  expression  that  admitted  of  a  milder  construction, 
but  in  vain ;  it  was  wholly  incomprehensible. 

Z now  reminded  me  of  the  secret  inquiries  which 

had  lioen  made  some  time  before  of  Biondello,  The  true 
nature  of  the  inquiries  and  circumstances  all  coincided. 
He  had  falsely  ascribed  them  to  the  Armenian ;  but  now 
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the  source  from  whence  the  came  was  very  evident. 
ApoBtacy !  But  who  can  have  any  interest  in  calumni- 
ating my  master  so  scandalously  ?  I  should  fear  it  was 
some  machination  of  the  Prince  of  — d — ,  who  is  deter- 
mioed  on  driving  him  from  Venice. 

In  the  meantime  the  prince  remained  absorbed  in 
thought,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground.  His  con- 
tinued silence  alarmed  me.  I  threw  myself  at  his  feet. 
"For  God's  sake,  your  highness,"  I  cried,  "moderate 
your  feelings — you  will  —  nay,  you  shall  have  satisfac- 
tion. Leave  the  whole  aftair  to  me.  Let  me  be  your  • 
emissary.  It  is  beneath  your  dignity  to  reply  to  such 
accusations ;  but  you  will  not,  I  Know,  refuse  me  the 
privile^  of  doing   so  for    yoo.      The   name  of  your 

calumniator  must  be  given  up,  and  'a  eyes  must  be 

opened," 

At  this  moment  we  were  interrupted  by  the  entrance 
of  Civitella,  who  inquired  with  surprise  into  the  cause  of 
our  illation.      Z and  I  did  not   answer ;  but  the 

Erince,  who  had  long  ce.iaed  to  make  any  distinction 
etween  him  and  us,  and  who,  besides,  was  too  much 
excited  to  listen  to  the  dictates  of  prudence,  desired  me 
to  communicate  the  contents  of  the  letter  to  him.  On 
my  hesitating  to  obey  him,  he  snatched  the  letter  from 
my  hand  and  gave  it  to  the  marquis. 

"I  am  in  your  debt,  marquis,"  said  he,  as  Civitella 
gave  him  hack  the  letter,  after  perusing  it,  with  evident 
astonishment,  "but  do  not  let  that  circumstance  occasion 
you  any  uneasiness;  grant  me  but  a  respite  of  twenty 
days,  and  you  shall  be  fully  satisfied." 

"Doldeserve  this  at  your  hands,  gracious  prince?" 
exclaimed  Civitella,  with  extreme  emotion. 

"  You  have  refrained  from  pressing  me,  and  I  grate- 
fully appreciate  your  delicacy.  In  twenty  days,  as  I 
before  said,  you  shall  be  fully  satisfied." 

"But  how  is  this?"  asked  Civitella,  with  agitation  and 
surprise.  "What  means  all  this?  I  cannot  compre- 
hend it." 

We  explained  to  him  all  that  we  knew,  and  his  indig- 
nation was  unbounded.  The  prince,  he  asserted,  must 
insist  apon  full  satisfaction ;  the  insult  was  unj>aralleled. 


v/i; 


In  the  lueanwhilfl  he  implored  bim  to  mkke  tmltmited  use 
of  hie  fortune  and  his  credit. 

When  the  marquie  left  us  the  prince  still  continaed 
silent.  He  paced  the  apartment  with  qaiclc  and  deter- 
mined steps,  as  if  some  strange  and  unusual  emoUon 
were  agitating  bis  frame.  At  length  he  paused,  mutter- 
ing between  his  teeth,  "Congratulate  joanelt;  be  died 
at  ten  o'clock." 

We  looked  at  bim  in  terror. 

"Congratulate  yourself,"  be  repeated.  "Did  he  not 
say  that  I  ahonid  congratulate  myself?  What  could  he 
have  meant?" 

"What  has  reminded  you  of  those  words?"  I  aaked ; 
"and  what  have  they  to  do  with  the  present  boai- 
ness?" 

"  I  did  not  then  understand  what  tbe  man  meant,  but 
now  I  do.  Oh,  it  is  intolerable  to  be  subject  to  a 
master." 

"Gracious  prince!" 

"  Who  can  make  us  feel  our  dependence.  Ha  I  it  must 
be  sweet,  indeed." 

He  again  paused.  His  looks  alarmed  me,  for  I  bad 
never  before  seen  him  thus  agitated. 

"Whether  a  man  be  poorest  of  the  poor,"  he  con- 
tinued, "or  the  next  heir  to  the  throne,  it  is  aU  one  and 
the  same  thing.  There  is  but  one  difference  between 
men — to  obey  or  to  command." 

He  again  glanced  over  the  letter. 

"You  know  the  man,"  he  continued,  "who  has  dared 
to  write  these  words  to  me.  Would  you  salute  him  in 
Iho  street  if  fate  had  not  made  him  your  master?  By 
Heaven,  there  is  something  great  in  a  crown." 

lie  wont  on  in  this  strain,  giving  expression  to  many 
thin*^  which  I  dare  not  trust  to  paper.  On  this  occasion 
the  )irince  confided  a  circumstance  to  me  wliicb  alike 
surprised  and  terrified  me,  and  which  may  be  followed 
by  the  most  alarming  consequences.  We  have  hitherto 
been  entirely  deceived  regarding  the  family  relations  of 
the  court  of  . 

He  answered  the  letter  on  the  spot,  notwitlist.indtng 
my  earnest  entreaty  that  be  should  postpone  doing  so; 
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and   the  strain  in  wiiich  lie  wrote  leaves  no  ground  to 
hope  for  a  favorable  settlement  of  those  differencea. 

You  are  no  doubt  impatient,  dear  O ,  to  hear  soroe- 

thing  definite  with  respect  to  the  Greek ;  but  in  truth  I 
have  very  little  to  tell  jou.  From  the  prince  I  can  learn 
nothing,  as  he  haa  been  admitted  into  her  confidence, 
and  is,  1  believe,  bound  to  secrecy-  The  fact  has,  how- 
ever, transpired  that  she  is  not  a  Greek,  as  we  supposed, 
but  a  German  of  the  highest  descent.  From  a  certain 
report  that  has  reached  me  it  would  appear  that  her  ""^ 
mother  ta  of  the  most  exalted  rank,  and  that  she  is  the 
fruit  of  an  unfortunate  amour  which  was  once  talked  of 
all  over  Europe.  A  course  of  secret  persecution  to  which 
she  had  been  exposed,  in  consequence  of  her  origiu,  com- 
pelled her  to  seek  protection  in  Venice,  and  to  adopt  that 
concealment  which  had  rendered  it  impossible  for  the 
prince  to  discover  her  retreat.  The  respect  with  which 
the  prince  speaks  of  her,  and  a  certain  deferential  de- 
portment which  he  maintains  towards  her,  appear  to  cor- 
roborate the  truth  of  this  report. 

He  is  devoted  to  her  with  a  fearful  intenBity  of  passion 
which  increases  day  by  day.  In  the  earliest  stage  of 
their  acquaintance  but  few  interviews  were  granted;  but 
after  the  first  week  the  separations  were  of  shorter  dura- 
tion, and  now  there  is  scarce  a  day  on  which  the  prince 
is  not  with  her.  Whole  evenings  nass  without  our  even 
seeing  him,  and  when  he  Is  not  witn  her  she  appears  to 
form  the  sole  object  of  his  thoughts.  His  whole  being 
seems  metamorphosed.  He  goes  about  aa  if  wrapped 
in  a  dream,  and  nothing  that  formerly  interested 
bim  has  now  power  to  arrest  his  attention  even  for  a 
moment. 

How  will  this  end,  my  dear  friend  ?  I  tremble  for  the 
future.  The  rupture  with  his  court  has  placed  my  master 
in  a  state  of  hnmlHnting  dependence  on  one  nole  persoh 
—  the  Marquis  Civitella.  This  man  is  now  master  of  our 
secrets — of  our  whole  fate.  Will  he  always  conduct  him- 
self as  nobly  as  he  does  now?  Are  his  good  intentions 
to  be  relied  upon  ;  and  is  it  expedient  to  confide  so  much 
weight  and  power  to  one  person  —  even  were  he  the  best 
of  men  f    The  prince's  sister  has  again  been  written  to 
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— the  result  of  this  freah  appeal  yon  ihall  learn  in  my 
next  letter. 

COUNT  o IS  coirmruATioiT. 

This  letter  never  reached  me.  Three  months  passed 
without  my  receiving  any  tidings  from  Venice, — an  in- 
temiptioD  to  our  correspondence  which  the  sequel  but  too 
dearhr  explained.  All  my  friend's  letters  to  me  had  been 
kept  back  and  suppressed.  My  emotion  may  be  oonceiv- 
ed  wben,  in  the  December  of  the  same  year,  the  follow- 
ing letter  reached  me  by  mere  accident  fas  it  afterwuda 
appearedj,  owing  to  the  sudden  illness  ot  Biondello,  into 
whose  hands  it  had  been  committed. 

"  You  do  not  write ;  you  do  not  answer  me.  Come,  I 
entreat  you,  come  on  the  wings  of  friendship  1  Our  hopes 
are  fled!  Read  the  enclosed,  — all  our  hopes  are  at  an 
end! 

"The  wounds  of  the  marquis  are  reported  mortal.  The 
cardinal  vows  vengeance,  and  his  bravos  are  in  pursuit 
of  the  prince.  }£y  master  —  oh !  my  unhappy  master ! 
vHas  it  come  to  this!  Wretched,  horrible  fate!  We 
are  compelled  to  hide  ourselves,  like  malefactors,  from  as- 
sassins and  creditors. 

"  I  am  writing  to  you  from  the  convent  ot  — ->  where 
the  prince  has  found  an  asylum.  At  this  moment  he  is 
resting  on  his  hard  couch  by  my  side,  and  is  sleeping  — 
^ut,  alas !  it  is  only  the  sleep  of  deadly  exhaustion,  that 
will  but  give  him  new  strength  for  new  trials.  Durins 
the  ten  days  that  she  was  ill  no  sleep  closed  his  eyes.  I 
was  present  when  the  body  was  opened.  Traces  of 
poison  were  detected.    To-day  she  is  to  be  buried. 

"  Alaa !  dearest  O ,  my  heart  is  rent.   I  have  lived 

through  scenes  that  can  never  be  effaced  from  my  mem- 
ory. I  stood  beside  her  deathbed.  She  departed  like  a 
saint,  and  her  last  strength  was  spent  in  trying  with  per- 
suasive eloquence  to  lead  her  lover  into  the  path  that  she 
was  treading  in  her  way  to  heaven.  Our  firmness  was 
completely  gone  —  the  prince  alone  maintained  his  forti- 
tude, and  although  he  suffered  a  triple  agony  of  death 
with  her,  he  yet  retained  strength  of  mind  sufficient  to 
refuM  the  last  prayer  of  the  pions  enthuuast." 


Thia  lett«r  contained  the  following  enoIoBnre : — 


TO  TBI  PRDTCB  Of  - 


-,  raOM  HIS  SIBTBS. 


**  The  one  sole  redeemiiiff  church  which  has  made  so 

^orions  a  conqueat  of  the  Priiioe  of will  Bnrel7  not 

refuse  to  tiapply  him  with  means  to  pursue  the  mode  of 
life  to  which  she  owes  this  conqnest.  I  have  tears  and 
prayers  for  one  that  has  gone  astray,  but  nothing  further 
to  bestow  on  one  so  wor^leas  t         Hehbiettx ." 

I  instantly  threw  myself  into  a  caniaee  —  travelled 
sight  and  day,  and  in  the  third  week  I  was  m  Venice.  My 
speed  availed  nothing.  I  had  come  to  bring  comfort  and 
help  to  an  unhappy  one,  but  I  fotud  a  happy  one  who 

needed  not  my  weak  aid.    F was  ill  when  I  arrived, 

and  unable  to  see  me,  bnt  the  following  note  was  brought 
to  me  from  him. 

"  Return,  dearest  O ,  to  whence  you  came.     The 

prince  so  longer  needs  you  or  me.  TTiji  debts  have  been 
paid  ;  the  cardinal  is  reconciled  to  him,  and  the  marquis 
has  recovered.  Do  you  remember  the  Armenian  who 
perplexed  us  so  much  last  year?  In  his  arms  you  will 
find  the  prince,  who  five  days  since  attended  mass  for 
the  first  time. " 

Kotwithstanding  all  this  I  earnestly  songht  an  inter- 
view with  the  prince,  but  was  refused.  By  the  bed- 
side  of  my  friend  I  learnt  the  particulars  of  this  strange 
story. 


B 

/ 

THE  SPORT  OF  DESTINY. 

A   FBAGMENT  OF   A   TBUE   HI3T0BT. 


Alotsius  TOM  Q was  the  son  of  a  citizen    of   dis- 

tinction,  in  the  Bervice  of ,  and  the  germs  of  hia 

fertile  genius  had  been  early  developed  by  a  liberal  edu- 
cation. While  yet  very  young,  but  already  well  grounded 
in  the  principles  of  knowledge,  he  entered  the  militair 
service  of  his  sovereign,  to  whom  he  soon  made  himself 
known  as  a  young  man  of  great  merit  and  still  greater 

promise.    G was  now  m  the  full  glow  of  youth,  so 

also  was  the  prince.     G was  ardent  and  enterprising  ; 

the  prince,  of  a  similar  disposition,  loved  such  characters. 
Endued  with  brilliant  wit  and  a  rich  fund  of  informa- 
tion, 6 possessed  the  art  of  ingratiating  himself  with 

all  around  him ;  he  enlivened  every  circle  in  which  he 
moved  by  his  felicitous  humor,  and  infused  life  and  spirit 
into  every  subject  that  came  before  him.  The  prince 
had  discernment  enough  to  appreciate  in  another  those 
virtues  which  he  himself  posaessed  in  an  eminent  degree. 

Everything   which  G undertook,    even    to    his    very 

sports,  had  an  air  of  grandeur ;  no  difficulties  could  daunt 
him,  no  failures  vanquish  his  perseverance.  The  value 
of  these  qualities  was  increasen  by  an  attractive  person, 
the  perfect  image  of  blooming  health  and  herculean 
strength,  and  heightened  by  the  eloquent  expression 
natural  to  an  active  mind ;  to  these  was  added  a  certain 
native  and  unaffected  dignity,  chastened  and  subdued  by 
a  noble  modesty.  If  the  pnnce  was  charmed  with  the 
intellectual  attractions  of  his  young  companion,  his  fasci- 
nating exterior  irresistibly  captivated  his  senses.  Simi- 
larity of  age,  of  tastes,  and  ot  character  soon  produced 
an  intimacy  between  them,  which  possessed  all  the 
strength  of  friendship  and  all  the  warmth  and  fervor  of 
the  most  passionate  love.    G   —  rose  with  rapidity  from 
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one  promotion  to  another;  but  whatever  the  extent  of 
favors  conferred  they  still  seemed  in  the  estimation  of 
the  prince  to  fall  short  of  hia  deserts.  His  fortune  ad- 
vanced with  gigantic  strides,  for  the  aathor  of  his  great- 
ness was  his  devoted  admirer  and  his  warmest  friend. 
Not  yet  twenty-two  years  of  age,  he  already  saw  himself 
placed  on  an  eminence  hitherto  attained  only  by  the  most 
fortunate  at  the  close  of  their  career.  But  his  active 
spirit  was  incapable  of  reposing  long  in  the  lap  of  indolent 
vanity,  or  of  contenting  itself  with  the  glittering  pomp 
of  an  elevated  office,  to  perform  the  behests  of  which  he 
was  conscious  of  possessing  both  the  requisite  courage 
and  the  abilities.  Whilst  the  prince  was  eng^ed  in 
rounds  of  pleasure,  his  young  favorite  buried  himself 
among  archives  and  books,  and  devoted  himself  with 
laborious  assiduity  to  affairs  of  state,  in  which  he  at 
length  became  so  expert  that  every  matter  of  importance 
passed  through  his  hands.  From  the  companion  of  his 
pleasures  he  soon  became  first  councillor  and  minister, 
and  finally  the  ruler  of  his  sovereign.  In  a  short  time 
there  was  no  road  to  the  prince's  favor  but  through  him. 
He  disposed  of  all  offices  and  dignities;  all  rewards  were 
received  from  his  hands. 

G had  attained  this  vast  influence  at  too  early  an 

age,  and  had  risen   by  too  rapid   strides  to  enjoy  his 

Eower  with  moderation.  The  eminence  on  which  he 
eheld  himself  made  his  ambition  dizzy,  and  no  sooner 
was  the  final  object  of  his  wishes  attained  than  his 
modesty  forsook  him.  The  respectful  deference  shown 
him  by  the  first  nobles  of  the  land,  by  all  who,  in  birth, 
fortune,  and  reputation,  so  far  surpassed  him,  and  which 
was  even  paid  to  hire,  youth  as  he  was,  by  the  oldest 
senators,  intoxicated  his  pride,  while  his  unlimited  power 
served  to  develop  a  certain  harshness  which  had  been 
latent  in  his  character,  and  which,  throughout  all  the 
vicissitudes  of  his  fortune,  remained.  There  was  no 
service,  however  considerable  or  toilsome,  which  his 
friends  might  not  safely  ask  at  his  hands ;  but  his  enemies 
might  well  tremble  !  for,  in  proportion  as  be  was  extrava- 
gant in  rewards,  so  was  he  implacable  in  revenge.  He 
made  less  use  of  his  influence  to  enriob  himself  than  to 
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render  happy  &  number  of  beings  who  should  pay  homage 
to  him  as  the  author  of  their  prosperity ;  but  caprice 
alone,  and  not  justice,  dictated  the  choice  of  his  subjects. 
By  a  haughty,  imperious  demeanor  he  alienated  the  hearts 
even  of  those  whom  he  had  most  benefited ;  while  at  the 
same  time  he  converted  hia  rivals  and  secret  enviers  into 
deadly  enemies. 

Amongst  those  vho  watched  all  his  movements  with 
jeblousy  and  envy,  and  who  were  silently  preparing  in- 
atrumenU  for  his  destruction,  was  Joseph  Martinengo,  a 
Pledmontese  count  belonging  to  the  prince's  suite,  whom 

G himself  had  formerly  promoted,  as  an  inoffensive 

creature,  devoted  to  his  interests,  for  the  purpose  of  sup- 
plying his  own  place  in  attending  upon  the  pleasures  of 
the  prince  —  an  office  which  he  began  to  find  irksome, 
and  which  he  willingly  exchanged  for  more  useful 
employment.  Viewing  this  man  merely  as  the  work  of 
his  own  hands,  whom  he  might  at  any  period  consi^  to 
his  former  insignificance,  he  felt  assured  of  the  fidelity  of 
his  creature  from  motives  of  fear  no  less  than  of  gratitude. 
He  fell  thus  into  the  error  committed  by  Richelieu,  when 
he  made  over  to  Louis  XII.,  as  a.  sort  of  plaything,  the 
young  Lo  Grand.  Without  Richelieu's  sagacity,  however, 
to  repair  his  error,  he  had  to  deal  with  a  far  more  wily 
enemy  than  fell  to  the  lot  of  the  French  minister.  Instead 
of  boasting  of  hia  good  fortune,  or  allowing  his  benefac- 
tor to  feel  that  he  could  now  dispense  with  his  patron- 
age, Martinengo  was,  on  the  contrary,  the  more  cautious  to 
maintain  a  show  of  dependence,  and  with  studied  humil- 
ity affected  to  attach  himself  more  and  more  closely  to 
the  author  of  his  prosperity.  Meanwhile,  he  did  not 
omit  to  avail  himself,  to  its  fullest  extent,  of  the  oppor- 
tunities afforded  him  by  his  office,  of  being  pontinnally 
about  the  prince's  person,  to  make  bimseJi  daily  more 
nseful,  and  eventually  indispensable  to  him.  In  a  short 
time  he  had  fathomed  the  prince's  sentiments  thor- 
oughly, had  discovered  all  the  avenues  to  his  confidence, 
and  imperceptiblv  stolen  himself  into  hie  favor.  All  those 
arts  which  a  noble  pride,  and  a  natural  elevation  of  char- 
acter, had  taught  the  minister  to  disdain,  were  brought 
into  pUy  by  the  Italian,  who  scrupled  not  to  avul  hun- 
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self  of  the  most  deepicable  means  for  attuning  bis  objeut. 
Well  aware  that  man  never  staads  eo  mach  in  need  of  a 
guide  and  assistant  as  in  the  paths  of  vice,  and  that 
nothing  gives  a  stronger  title  to  bold  familiarity  than  a 
participation  in  secret  tDdiscretiove,  he  took  measares  for 
exciting  passions  in  the  prinoe  which  had  hitherto  lain 
dormant,  and  then  obtruded  himself  upon  him  as  a  con- 
fidant and  an  accomplice.  He  plunged  bim  especially 
into  those  excises  which  least  of  all  endure  witnesses, 
and  imperceptibly  accustomed  the  prince  to  make  him 
the  depository  of  secrets  to  which  no  third  person  was 
admitted.  Upon  the  degradation  of  the  prince's  charac- 
ter he  now  began  to  found  his  infamous  schemes  of 
aggrandizement,  and,  as  he  had  made  secrecy  a  means  of 
success,  he  had  obtained  entire  vossesBion  of  bis  niaster's 

heart  before  G even  allowed  himself  to  suspect  that 

he  shared  it  with  another. 

It  may  appear  singular  that  so  iroportnnt  a  change 

should  escape  tbe  minister's  notice;  but  C was  too 

well  assured  of  his  own  worth  ever  to  tliink  of  a  man 
like  Martinengo  in  the  light  of  a  competitor ;  while  the 
latter  was  far  too  wily,  and  too  much  on  his  guard,  to 
commit  the  least  error  which  might  tend  to  rouse  his 
enemy  from  his  Fatal  security.  That  which  baa  caused  thou- 
sands of  his  predecessors  to  stumble  on  tbe  slippery  path  of 

royal  favor  was  also  the  cause  of  G 's  fall,  immoderate 

self-oonti deuce.  The  secret  intimacy  between  his  creature, 
Martinengo,  and  his  royal  master  gave  him  no  uneaslneBSi 
he  readily  resigned  a  privilege  which  he  despised  and  which 
ha<l  never  been  the  object  of  his  ambition.  It  was  only 
because  it  smoothed  his  way  to  power  that  he  bad  ever 
valued  the  prince's  friendship,  and  he  inconsiderately 
threw  down  the  ladder  by  which  lie  had  risen  as  soon  as 
he  had  attained  the  wished-for  eminence. 

Martinengo  was  not  the  man  to  rest  satisfied  with  so 
subordinate  a  part.  At  each  step  which  he  advanced  in 
the  prince's  favor  his  hopes  rose  higher,  and  his 
ambition  began  to  grasp  at  a  more  substantial  gratifi- 
cation. The  deceitful  humility  which  he  had  hith- 
erto found  it  necessary  to  maintain  towards  his  bene- 
factor iKcame  daily  more  irksome  to  him,  in   propoi^ 
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tion  u  the  growth  of  hia  reputation  awakened  his  pride. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  miniBter's  deportment  toward  him 
by  DO  means  improved  with  his  marked  progress  in  the 

Erince'a  favor,  bat  was  often  too  visibly  directed  to  re- 
uke  hia  erowing  pride  by  reminding  him  of  his  humble 
origin.  This  forced  and  unnatural  position  having  be- 
come (juite  insupportable,  he  at  length  formed  the  deter- 
mination of  puttmg  an  end  to  it  by  the  destruction  of  his 
rival.  Under  an  unpenetrable  veil  of  dissimulation  he 
brought  his  plan  to  maturity.  He  dared  not  venture  as 
yet  to  come  into  open  conflict  with  his  rival ;  for,  although 
the  firat  glow  of  the  minister's  favor  was  at  an  end,  it  had 
commenced  too  early,  and  struck  root  too  deeply  in  the 
b(Mom  of  the  prince,  to  be  torn  from  it  abruptly.  The 
slightest  oircurastanoe  might  restore  it  to  all  its  former 
vigor;  and  therefore  Martinengo  well  understood  that 
the  blow  which  he  was  about  to  strike  must  be  a  mortal 

one.      Whatever  ground   G mi^hl   have  lost  in  the 

prince's  affections  he  had  gained  in  his  respect.  The 
more  the  prince  withdrew  himself  from  the  affairs  of 
state,  the  less  could  he  dispense  with  tlie  services  of  a 
man,  who  with  the  most  conscientious  devotion  and  fidel- 
ity had  consulted  his  master's  interestB,  even  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  country, —  and  G was  now  as  indispen- 
sable to  him  as  a  mmister  as  he  had  formerly  been  dear  to 
him  as  a  friend. 

By  what  means  the  Italian  accomplished  his  purpose 
has  Temained  a  secret  between  those  on  whom  tbe  blow 
fell  and  those  who  directed  it.  It  was  reported  that  he 
laid  before  the  prince  the  original  draughts  of  a  secret 

and  very  suspicious  correspondence  which  G la  said 

to  have  carried  on  with  a  neighboring  court ;  but  opinions 
differ  as  to  wlicther  the  letters  were  authentic  or  spurious. 
Whatever  decree  of  truth  there  may  have  been  in  the 
accusation  it  is  but  too  certain  that  it  fearfully  accom- 
plished the  end   in   view.     In   the  eyes  of  the  prince 

G appeared  the  most  ungrateful  and  vilest  of  traitors, 

whose  treasonable  practices  were  so  thoroughly  proved 
as  to  warrant  llie  severest  measures  without  further  in- 
vestigation. The  whole  affair  was  arranged  with  the 
most  profound  secrecy  between  Martinengo  and  his  mas- 


124  THE  SFOBT  OV  DESTIlrT. 

ter,  80  that  G hod  not  the  most  diatut  presentiment 

of  the  impending  storm.  He  oontinaed  wrapped  in  this 
fatal  security  until  tbe  dreadful  moment  in  wnioh  he  was 
destined,  from  being  the  object  of  nniv^sal  homage  and 
envy,  to  become  that  of  the  deepest  oommiseration. 

When  the  decisive  day  arrived,  G appeared,  ao- 

oording  to  custom,  upon  the  parade.  He  had  risen  in  a 
few  years  from  the  rank  of  enugn  to  that  of  colonel ; 
and  even  this  was  only  a  modest  name  for  that  of  prime 
niiaister,  which  he  virtnally  filled,  and  whioh  plaoeo  him 
above  the  foremost  of  the  land.  The  parade  was  ^e 
place  where  his  pride  was  greeted  with  oni versa!  homage, 
and  where  he  enjoyed  for  one  short  hoar  the  dignity  for 
which  he  endured  a  whole  day  of  toil  and  privation. 
Those  of  the  highest  rank  approached  him  with  reve- 
rential deference,  and  those  wito  were  not  assured  of  his 
favor  with  fear  and  trembling.  Even  the  prince,  when- 
ever he  visited  the  parade,  saw  himself  neglected  by  the 
side  of  his  vizier,  inasmuch  as  it  was  far  more  dangerous 
to  incur  the  displeasure  of  the  latter  than  profitable  to 
gain  the  friendship  of  the  former.  This  very  place, 
where  he  was  wont  to  be  adored  as  a  god,  had  been 
selected  for  the  dreadful  theatre  of  hia  humiliation. 

With  a  careless  step  he  entered  the  well-known  circle 
of  courtiers,  who,  as  unsuspicious  as  himself  of  what  was 
to  follow,  paid  their  usual  homage,  awaiting  his  com- 
mands. After  a  short  interval  appeared  Martinengo, 
accompanied  by  two  adjutants,  no  longer  the  supple, 
cringing,  smiling  courtier,  but  overbearing  and  insolent, 
like  a  lackey  suddenly  raised  to  the  rank  of  a  gentle- 
man. With  insolence  and  effrontery  he  strutted  op  to 
the  prime  minister,  and,  confronting  him  with  his  head 
covered,  demanded  his  sword  in  the  prince's  name.  This 
was  handed  to  him  with  a  look  of  silent  consternation ; 
Martinenrro,  resting  the  naked  point  on  the  ground, 
snapped  it  in  two  with  his  foot,  and  threw  the  fr^^ents 

at  G 's  feet.     At  this  sif^n.il  the  two  adjutants  seized 

him ;  one  tore  the  Order  of  the  Cross  from  his  breaat ; 
the  other  pulled  off  his  epaulettes,  the  facings  of  his 
uniform,  and  even  the  badge  and  plume  of  feathers  from 
his  hat.    During  the  whole  of  the  appalling  operation, 
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which  was  conducted  with  incredible  speed,  not  a  sound 
oor  a  respiration  was  heard  from  more  than  five  hundred 
persons  who  were  present ;  bnt  all,  with  blanched  faces 
and  palpitating  hearts,  stood  in  deatlilike  silence  around 
the  victim,  who  in  his  Strang  disarray — a  rare  spectacle 
of  the  melancholy  and  the  ndicnlous  —  underwent  a  mo- 
ment of  agony  wnich  could  only  be  equalled  by  feelings 
engendered  on  the  scaffold.  Thousands  there  are  who  in 
bis  situation  would  have  been  stretched  senseless  on  the 
gronnd  by  the  first  shock;  but  his  firm  nerves  and 
unflinching  spirit  sustained  him  through  this  bitter  trial, 
and  enab^  him  to  drain  the  cup  of  bittemess  to  its 
dregs. 

When  this  procedure  was  ended  he  was  conducted 
through  rows  of  thronging  spectators  to  the  extremity 
of  the  parade,  where  a  covered  carriage  was  in  waiting. 
He  was  motioned  to  ascend,  an  escort  of  hussars  being 
ready-mounted  to  attend  to  him.  Mennwhile  the  report 
of  this  event  had  spread  through  the  whole  city  ;  every 
window  was  fiung  open,  every  street  lined  with  throngs 
of  curious  spectators,  who  pursued  the  carriage,  shouting 
bis  name,  amid  cries  of  scorn  and  malicious  exultation, 
or  of  commiseration  more  bitter  to  beai'  than  either. 
At  length  he  cleared  the  town,  but  here  a  no  leaa  fearful 
trial  awaited  him.  The  carriage  turned  out  of  the  high 
road  into  a  narrow,  unfrequented  path  —  a  path  which 
led  to  the  gibbet,  and  alongside  which,  by  command  of 
the  prince,  he  was  borne  at  a  slow  pace.  After  he  had 
suffered  all  the  torture  of  anticipated  execution  the 
carriage  turned  off  into  the  public  road.  Exposed  to 
the  sultry  summer-heat,  without  refreshment  or  human 
consolation,  he  passed  seven  dreadful  hours  in  journeying 
to  the  place  of  destination  —  a  prison  fortress.  It  was 
nightfall  before  he  arrived  ;  when,  bereft  of  all  conscious- 
ness, more  dead  than  alive,  his  giant  strength  having 
at  length  yielded  to  twelve  hours'  fast  and  consuming 
thirst,  he  was  dragged  from  the  carriage ;  and,  on  re- 
gaining his  senses,  found  hiinself  in  a  horrible  subter- 
raneous vault.  The  first  object  that  presented  itself  to 
his  gase  was  a  horrible  dungeon-wall,  feebly  illuminated 
by  a  few  rays  of  tb*  moon,  which  forced   their   way 
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through  oarrow  orevioM  to  a  depth  of  nineteen  fathoma. 
At  hu  side  he  found  a  ooarse  loaf,  a  jog^  of  water, 
and  a  bundle  of  straw  for  his  oonch.  Be  endured 
this  situation  until  noon  the  ensuing  day,  when  an  iron 
wicket  in  the  centre  of  the  tower  was  opened,  and  two 
hands  were  seen  lowering  a  basket,  containing  food  like 
that  be  had  found  the  preceding  night.  For  the  first 
time  since  the  terrible  ^ange  in  his  fortanee  did  iwin 
and  suspense  extort  from  him  a  qaestion  or  two.  Why 
was  lie  brought  hither  ?  What  offence  had  he  oommit- 
ted?  But  he  received  no  answer ;  the  hands  disappeared; 
and  the  sash  was  oloaed.  Here,  without  beholding  the 
face,  or  hearing  the  voice  of  a  fellow-creature ;  without 
the  least  clue  to  his  terrible  destiny ;  fearful  doubts  and 
misgivings  overhanging  alike  the  past  and  the  fature ; 
cheered  oy  no  rays  of  the  sun,  and  soothed  by  no  re- 
freshing breeze ;  remote  alike  from  human  aid  and  human 
compassion  ;  —  here,  in  this  frightful  abode  of  misery,  he 
numbered  four  hundred  and  ninety  long  and  mournful 
days,  which  he  counted  by  the  wretched  loaves  that,  day 
after  day,  with  dreary  monotony,  were  let  down  into  his 
dungeon.  But  a  discovery  which  he  one  day  made  early 
in  his  confinement  filled  up  the  measure  of  his  affliction. 
He  recognized  the  place.  It  was  the  same  which  he  him- 
self, in  a  fit  of  unworthy  vengeance  asainst  a  deserving 
officer,  who  had  the  misfortune  to  displease  him,  had 
ordered  to  be  constructed  only  a  few  months  before. 
With  inventive  cruelty  he  had  even  suggested  the  means 
by  which  the  horrora  of  captivity  inir;ht  be  aggravated ; 
and  it  was  but  recently  that  he  had  made  a  journey  hither 
in  order  personally  to  inepect  the  place  and  hasten  its 
completion.  What  added  the  last  bitter  sting  to  his 
punishment  was  that  the  same  officer  for  whom  he  bad 
prepared  the  dungeon,  an  aged  and  meritorious  colonel, 
had  just  succeeded  the  late  commandant  of  the  fortress, 
recently  deceased,  and,  from  having  been  the  victim  of 
his  vengeance,  had  become  the  master  of  his  fate.  He 
was  thus  deprived  of  the  last  melancholy  solaoe,  the 
right  of  compassionating  himself,  and  of  accusing  destiny, 
hardly  as  it  might  use  him,  of  injusdoe.  To  wo  acute- 
neas  of  his  other  Buffering  was  now  added  a  Utter  self- 
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contempt,  and  the  pain  which  to  a  Bensitive  mind  is  the 
severest  —  dependence  upon  the  generosity  of  a  foe  to 
whom  he  had  shown  none. 

But  that  upright  man  was  too  noble-minded  to  take 
a  Dieau  revenge.  It  pained  him  deeply  to  enforce  the 
severities  whicn  his  instructions  enjoined  ;  but  as  an  old 
soldier,  accustomed  to  fulfil  his  orders  to  the  letter  with 
blind  fidelity,  he  could  do  no  more  than  pity,  compas- 
sionate. The  unhappy  man  found  a  more  active  assistant 
in  the  cbaplun  oi  the  garrison,  who,  touched  by  the 
sufEerinra  of  the  prisoner,  which  had  just  reached  his 
ears,  and  then  only  through  vi^ue  and  confused  reports, 
instantly  took  a  firm  reaolution  to  do  something  to  alle- 
viate them.  This  excellent  man,  whose  name  I  unwillingly 
sapprees,  believed  he  could  io  no  way  better  fulfil  his 
holy  vocation  than  by  bestowing  his  spiritual  support 
and  consolatioQ  upon  a  wretched  being  deprived  of  all 
other  hopes  of  mercy. 

As  he  could  not  obtain  permission  from  the  command- 
ant himself  to  visit  him  he  repaired  in  person  to  the 
capital,  in  order  to  urge  his  suit  personally  with  the 
prince.  He  fell  at  his  Ket,  and  implored  mercy  for  the 
unhappy  man,  who,  shut  out  from  the  consolations  of 
Christianity,  a  privilege  from  which  even  the  greatest 
crime  ought  not  to  debar  him,  was  pining  in  solitude,  and 
perhaps  on  the  brink  of  despair.  With  all  the  intrepidity 
and  diguity  which  the  conBcious  dischai^e  of  duty  in- 
spires, he  entreated,  nay  demanded,  free  access  to  the 
Erisoner,  whom  he  claimed  as  a  penitent  for  whose  soul 
e  was  responsible  to  heaven.  The  good  cause  In  which 
he  spoke  made  him  eloquent,  and  time  had  already  some- 
what softened  the  prince's  anger.  He  granted  him  per- 
mission to  visit  the  prisoner,  and  administer  to  his  spirit- 
ual wants. 

After  a  lapse  of  sixteen  months,  the  first  human  face 

which  the  unhappy  G beheld   was  that  of  his  new 

benefactor.  The  only  friend  he  had  in  the  world  he 
owed  to  his  misfortunes,  all  his  prosperity  had  gained 
him  none.  The  good  pastor's  visit  was  like  the  appear- 
aocfl  of  an  angel  —  it  would  be  impossible  to  describe  his 
feelings,  but  from  that  day  forth  his  tears  Sowed  more 
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kindly,  for  he  hid  found  one  htuaan  being  who  B^mpa- 
thized  with  and  compaasionated  him. 

The  pastor  was  filled  with  horror  on  entering  the 
friehtful  vault.  His  eves  soaght  a  human  form,  hut  be- 
held, creeping  towards  him  from  a  corner  opposite,  which 
resembled  rather  the  lair  of  a  wild  beast  than  the  abode 
of  anything  human,  a  monster,  the  siriit  of  which  made 
his  blood  run  cold.  A  ghastly  deathlUce  skeleton,  all  the 
hue  of  life  perished  bom  a  face  on  which  grief  and 
despair  had  traced  deep  furrows  —  his  beard  and  nails, 
from  long  neglect,  grown  to  a  frightful  length  —  his 
clothes  rotten  and  hanging  about  him  in  tatters ;  and  the 
air  he  breathed,  for  want  of  ventilation  and  cleansing, 
foul,  fetid,  and  infectious.  In  this  state  he  found  the 
favorite  of  fortune ;  —  his  iron  frame  had  stood  proof 
against  it  all  I  Seized  with  horror  at  the  sight,  the  pastor 
hurried  back  to  the  governor,  in  order  to  solicit  a  second 
indulgence  for  the  poor  wretch,  without  which  the  first 
would  prove  of  .no  avail. 

As  the  governor  again  excused  himself  by  pleading  the 
imperative  nature  of  his  instrnctions,  the  jiastor  nobly  re- 
solved on  a  second  journey  to  the  capital,  again  to  sup- 
plicate the  prince's  mercy.  There  he  protested  solemnly 
that,  without  violating  the  sacred  character  of  the  sacra- 
ment,  he  could  not  administer  it  to  the  prisoner  until 
some  resemblance  of  the  human  form  was  restored  to 
him.  This  prayer  was  also  granted ;  and  from  that  day 
forward  the  unfortunate  man  might  be  said  to  begin  a 
new  existence. 

Several  long  years  were  spent  by  him  in  the  fortress, 
but  in  a  much  more  supportable  condition,  after  the  short 
summer  of  the  new  favorite's  reign  had  passed,  and 
others  succeeded  in  his  place,  who  either  possessed  more 
humanity  or  no  motive  for  revenge.  At  length,  after 
ten  years  of  captivity,  the  hour  of  his  delivery  arrived, 
but  without  any  judicial  investigation  or  formal  acquit- 
tal. He  was  presented  with  his  freedom  as  a  boon  of 
mercy,  and  was,  at  the  same  time,  ordered  to  quit  hia 
native  country  forever. 

Here  the  oral  traditions  which  I  have  been  able  to 
collect  respecting  his  history  begin  to  fail ;  and  I  find 
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mysdf  oompelled  to  pass  in  silenoe  over  a  period  of  about 

twenty  years.     During  the  interval  ti entered  anew 

upon  his  military  career,  in  a  foreign  service,  which 
eventually  bronght  him  to  a  pitch  of  greatness  quite 
eqnal  to  that  from  which  he  had,  in  his  native  country, 
been  bo  awfully  preoipilat«d.  At  length  time,  that 
friend  of  the  unfortunate,  who  works  a  slow  but  in- 
evitable retribution,  took  into  his  hands  the  winding  up 
of  this  affair.  The  prince's  days  of  passion  were  over ; 
bamanity  gradually  resumed  its  sway  over  him  as  his 
h«r  whitened  with  age.  At  the  brink  of  the  grave  he  felt 
a  yearning  towards  the  friend  of  his  early  youth.  Id 
order  to  repay,  as  far  as  possible,  the  gray-headed  old 
man,  for  the  injuries  which  had  been  heaped  upon  the 
youth,  the  prince,  with  friendlv  expressions,  invited  the 
exile  to  revisit  hia  native  land,  towards  which  for  some 

time    past  G 's    heart    had    secretly    yearned.      The 

meeting  was  extremely  trying,  though  apparently  warm 
and  cordial,  as  if  they  had  only  separated  a  few  days 
before.  The  prince  looked  earnestly  at  his  favorite,  as  if 
trying  to  recall  features  so  well  known  to  him,  and  yet 
so  strange ;  he  appeared  as  if  numbering  the  deep  fur- 
rows which  he  had  himself  so  cruelly  traced  there.  He 
looked  searchingjy  in  the  old  man's  face  for  the  beloved 
features  of  the  youth,  but  found  not  what  he  sought- 
The  welcome  and  the  look  of  mutual  confidence  were 
evidently  forced  on  both  sides ;  shame  on  one  side  and 
dread  on  the  other  had  forever  separated  their  heai-ts. 
A  sight  which  brought  back  to  the  prince's  soul  the  full 
sense  of  his  guilty  precipitancy  could  not  be  gratifying 
to  him,  while  G  felt  that  he  could  no  longer  love  the 
author  of  his  misfortunes.  Comforted,  nevertheless,  and 
in  tranquillity,  he  looked  back  upon  the  past  as  the 
remembrance  of  a  fearful  dream. 

In  a  short  time  G was  reinstated  in  all  his  former 

dignities,  add  the  prince  smothered  his  feelings  of  secret 
repugnance  by  showering  upon  him  the  mtist  splendid 
favors  as  some  indenintn cation  for  the  past.  But  could 
he  also  restore  to  him  the  heart  which  he  had  forever 
untuned  for  the  enjoyment  of  life?  Could  he  restore  his 
years  of  hope?  or  make  even  a  shadow  of  reparation  to 
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the  atricken  old  man  for  whftt  ha  hid  stolen  from  him  in 
the  days  of  hi§  youth  t 

For  nineteen  yean  G ooatinaed  to  enjoy  thii  dear, 

anniffled  evening  of  his  daya.  Neither  mulortnne  nor 
age  had  been  able  to  anraoh  in  him  iJie  fire  of  paaaion, 
nor  wholly  to  obBcnre  the  genial  humor  of  hia  character. 
In  hia  aeventieth  year  he  vaa  atill  in  pnraait  of  the  ahadow 
of  a  happineaa  which  he  had  actnally  poaaeaaed  in  hia 
twentieth.     He  at  length  died  governor  of  the  fortresa 

where  state  priaonera  are  confined.    One  would 

naturally  have  expected  that  towarda  theae  he  would  have 
exercued  a  humanity,  the  value  of  whiob  be  bad  been  bo 
thoroughly  taught  to  appreciate  in  hia  own  peraon ;  bnt 
he  treated  them  with  harahneaa  and  capnoe;  and  a 
paroxysm  of  r^e,  in  which  he  broke  out  against  one  of 
his  priaonera,  laid  him  in  hia  coffin,  in  bis  eightieth 
year. 


THE    ROBBERS. 


SCHILLEK'S  PEEPACE. 


yotDfiral  tranalaUd  Into  Engltik. 


This  pUj^  is  to  be  regarded  merely  as  a  dramatic 
narrative  in  which,  for  uie  purpose  of  tracing  out  the 
innermost  workings  of  the  sou),  advantage  has  been  taken 
of  the  dramatic  method,  without  otherwise  conforming 
to  the  stringent  rules  of  theatrical  composition,  or  seek- 
ing the  dubious  advantage  of  stagp  adaptation.  It  must 
be  admitted  as  somewhat  inconsistent  that  three  very 
remarkable  people,  whose  acts  are  dependent  on  perhaps 
a  thousand  contingencies,  s)tould  be  completely  developed 
within  thr^  hours,  considering  that  it  would  scarcely  be 
possible,  in  the  ordinary  course  of  events,  that  three  such 
remarkable  people  should,  even  in  twenty-four  hours, 
fully  reveal  fhcir  characters  to  the  most  penetrating 
inquirer.  A  greater  amount  of  incident  ie  here  crowded 
tc^ether  than  it  was  poMible  for  me  to  confine  within  the 
narrow  limits  prescribed  by  Aristotle  and  Batteux. 

It  is,  however,  not  so  much  the  bulk  of  my  play  as  its 
contents  which  banish  it  from  the  stage.  Its  scheme  and 
economy  require  that  several  characters  shonld  appear 
who  would  offend  the  finer  feelings  of  virtue  and  shock 
the  delicacy  of  our  manners.  Every  delineator  of  human 
character  is  placed  in  the  same  dilemma  if  he  proposes  to 
give  a  fsithfnl  picture  of  the  world  as  it  really  is,  and  not 
an  ideal  phantasy,  a  mere  creation  of  his  own.  It  is  thei 
course  of  mortal  things  that  the  good  should  be  shadowedl 
by  the  bad,  and  virtue  shine  the  brightest  when  con-l 
trasted  with  vice.  Whoever  proposes  to  discourage  vice' 
snd  to  vindicate  reli^on,  morality,  and   social   order 
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gainst  their  enemies,  must  unveil  crime  in  all  its  de- 
formity and  place  it  before  the  eyes  of  men  in  its  colossal 
magnitude ;  he  must  diligently  explore  its  dark  mazes, 
and  make  himself  familiar  with  sentiments  at  the  wicked- 
ness of  which  his  soul  revolts. 
IVice  is  here  exposed  in  its  innermost  workings.  In 
Francis  it  resolves  all  the  confused  terrors  of  conscience 
into  wild  abstractions,  destroys  virtuous  sentiments  by 
dissecting  them,  and  holds  up  the  earnest  voice  of 
religion  to  mockery  and  scorn.  He  who  has  gone  so  far 
(a  distinction  by  no  means  enviable)  as  to  quicken  hia 
understanding  at  the  expense  of  his  soul  —  to  him  the 
holiest  things  are  no  longer  holy;  to  him  God  and  man 
are  alike  indiSerent,  and  both  worlds  are  as  nothing.  Of 
such  a  monster  I  have  endeavored  to  sketch  a  striking 
and  lifelike  portrait,  to  bold  np  to  abhorrence  all  t)ie 
machinery  of  hia  scheme  of  vice,  and  to  test  its  strength 
by  contrasting  it  with  truth.  How  far  my  narrative  is 
successful  in  accomplishing  these  objects  the  reader  is 
left  to  jndge.  My.  conviction  ia  that  I  have  painted 
nature  to  the  life. 

Next  to  this  man  (Francis)  stands  another  who  would 
perhaps  puzzle  not  a  few  of  my  readers.  A  mind  for 
which  the  greatest  crimes  have  only  charms  through  the 
glory  which  attaches  to  them,  the  energy  which  their  ~ 
perpetration  requires,  and  the  dangers  which  attend 
them.  A  remarkable  and  important  personage,  abnn- 
dantly  endowed  with  the  power  of  becoming  either  a 
Brutus  or  a  Catiline,  according  as  that  power  is  directed. 
An  unhappy  conjunction  of  circumstanoes  determines 
him  to  choose  the  latter  for  his  example,  and  it  is  only 
after  a  fearful  straying  that  he  is  recalled  to  emulate  the 
former.  EiToueous  notions  of  activity  and  power,  an 
exuberance  of  strength  which  bursts  through  all  the  bar- 
riers of  law,  must  of  necessity  conflict  with  the  rules  of 
social  life.  To  these  enthusiast  dreams  of  greatness  and 
efficiency  it  needed  hut  a  sarcastic  bitterness  against  the 
anpoetic  spint  of  the  ^e  to  complete  the  strange  Don 
Quixote  whom,  in  the  Robber  Moor,  we  at  once  detest 
and  love,  admire  and  pity.  It  is,  I  hope,  nnneoessary  to 
remark  that  I  no  more  hold  up  this  picture  as  a  warning 
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exclusively  to  robbers  than  the  greatest  Spanish  satire 
was  levelled  exclusively  at  knight-eiTante. 

It  is  nowadays  so  much  the  fashion  to  be  witty  at  the 
expense  of  religion  that  a  man  will  hardly  pass  for  a 
genius  if  he  does  uot  allow  bis  impious  satire  to  run  a  tilt 
at  Its  most  sacred  truths.  The  noble  simplicity  of  holy 
writ  must  needs  be  abased  and  tamed  into  ridicule  at 
the  daily  assemblies  of  the  so-called  wits;  for  what  is 
there  so  holy  and  serious  that  will  not  raise  a  laugh  if  a 
false  sense  be  attached  to  it?  Let  me  hope  that  I  shall 
have  rendered  no  inconsiderable  service  to  the  cause  of 
true  religion  and  morality  in  holding  up  these  wanton 
misbelievers  to  the  detestation  of  society,  under  the  form 
of  the  most  despicable  robbers. 

But  still  more.  I  have  made  these  said  immoral  charac- 
ters to  stand  out  favorably  In  particular  poiiita,  and  even 
in  some  measure  to  compensate  by  qualities  of  the  head 
for  what  they  are  deficient  in  those  of  the  heart.  Here-, 
in  I  have  done  no  more  than  literally  copy  nature.  Everyl 
man,  even  the  most  depraved,  bears  in  some  degree  thel 
impress  of  the  Almighty's  image,  and  perhaps  the  greatest  I 
villain  is  not  farther  removed  from  the  most  upright  man  I 
than  the  petty  offender ;  for  the  moral  forces  keep  even  / 
pace  with  the  powers  of  the  mind,  and  the  greater  the 
capacity  bestowed  on  man,  the  greater  and  more  enor- 
mous becomes  his  misapplication  of  it ;  the  more  responsi- 
ble is  he  for  his  errors. 

The  "  Adramelech "  of  Klopstock  (in  his  Messiah) 
awakens  in  us  a  feeling  in  which  admiration  is  blended 
with  detestation.  We  follow  Milton's  Satan  with  shud- 
dering wonder  through  the  pathless  realms  of  chaos. 
The  Medea  of  the  old  dramatists  is,  in  spite  of  all  her 
crimes,  a  great  and  wondrous  woman,  and  Shakespeare's 
Richard  III.  is  sure  to  excite  the  admiration  of  the 
reader,  much  as  he  would  hate  the  reality.  If  it  is  to  be 
my  task  to  portray  men  as  they  are,  I  must  at  the  same 
time  include  their  good  qualities,  of  which  even  the  most 
vicious  are  never  totally  destitute.  If  I  would  warn 
mankind  against  the  tiger,  I  must  not  omit  to  describe 
his  glossy,  beautifully-marked  skin,  lest,  owing  to  this 
omission,  the  ferocious  animal  should  not  be  recognized 
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UH  too  late.  Besides  this,  s  man  who  u  bo  utterly  de- 
praved as  to  be  without  a  single  redeeming  point  is  no 
meet  subject  for  art,  and  would  diagnst  rather  than  excitf 
the  interest  of  the  reader ;  who  would  turn  over  with  im- 
patience the  pages  which  concern  him.  A  noble  sonl  can 
no  more  endure  a  succession  of  moral  discords  than  the 
musical  ear  the  grating  of  knives  npon  glass. 

And  for  this  reason  I  should  bare  been  iU-advised  in 
attempting  to  bring  my  drama  on  the  stage.  A  certun 
strength  of  mind  is  required  both  on  the  part  of  the  poet 
and  the  reader;  in  the  former  that  he  may  not  diaguise 
vice,  in  the  latter  that  he  may  not  suffer  bnlliant  quuities 
to  beguile  him  into  admiration  of  what  is  essentially  de- 
testable. Whether  the  anther  has  fulfilled  his  duty  he 
leaves  others  to  judge,  that  lira  readers  will  perform  theirs 
he  by  no  meana  feels  assurtid.  The  vulgar  —  among 
whom  I  would  not  be  underatood  to  mean  merely  the 
rabble  —  the  vulgar  I  say  (between  ouraelvea)  extend 
their  influence  far  around,  and  unfortunately — set  the 
fashion.  Too  shortsighted  to  reach  my  full  meaning, 
too  narrow-minded  to  comprehend  the  largeness  of  my 
views,  too  disingenuous  to  admit  my  moral  aim  —  they 
will,  I  fear,  almost  frustrate  my  good  intentions,  and  pre- 
tend to  discover  in  my  work  an  apology  for  the  very  vice 
which  it  has  been  my  object  to  condemn,  nnd  will  perhaps 
make  the  poor  poet,  to  whom  anything  rather  than  justice 
is  usually  accorded,  resfwiisible  for  his  simplicity. 

Thus  we  have  a  Da  capo  of  the  old  stoiy  of  Democri- 
tus  and  the  Abderitans,*  and  our  worthy  IIij)pocratcs 
would  needs  exhaust  whole  piantations  of  hellebore,  were 

•  Thla  allude*  lo  th»  fnble  nranalDgly  rpcorritd  br  WIelind  in  hli 
GetchlcMt  drr  AMerilm.  Tlie  Abdrrltani,  vho  Ten  ft  byvord  KmooR  the 
UKleiiW  for  thfllr  extreme  siiiiiillcllj.  are  Mirl  tn  bare  tent  expmu  for  Hlp- 
pOCTMe*  tn  fiire  their  s^eat  towDfrniau  nemorrltup.  vtiom  Ihejr  b«]kT^l  lo 
Im  nut  at  lii*  <wn*r«,  becaiuH  hi*  HTingi  were  berand  their  eumprdif  iiiilnii. 
HIpiKwrutfi.  on  <Mn»er«lng  irltb  DeiiUMrltut.  hnTlug  al  once  ilircoviTi^i 
Oat  the  eaunp  laf  with  theniHlTM.  iiMembleil  the  Mnnte  and  prlneinal  iii- 
babluuH  in  the  inarlwt.^lace  with  the  Mamiu  of  iiuimetlng  them  lu  llw 
cure  nr  nemiKTitiu.  He  theu  banterlngl;  adrttHl  them  to  Import  *ii  e1il|<- 
loail*  of  hellebore  If  the  *erv  bent  quality,  and  on  lU  arrlral  lo  dlnrlbote 

. y^  eitiaene,  at  leant  WTen  pounda  per  head,  but  lo  the  aeiiaior* 

...al  qnniitltf,  m  IhCTnere  bound  to  have  an  extra  supply  of  wi»e. 

Bt  the  tiTnp  th«e  vortbini  dlMOiered  tbat  (lieT  had  been  laosbrd  a 


double  thai  qnniitltf,  an  IhCTnere  bound  to  have  an  extra  supply  of 
Bt  the  tiwif  th«e  wortble*  rtlacovered  tbat  iliey  had  been  lausbi. 

Hlppncnile*  was  r>ut  of  their  reach.    The  lUay  In  Wieland  la  Infinitely 

amusing  tbao   tbl«  abort   quotation    from   memory  enabln  me  to  sho* 
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it  proposed  to  remedy  this  mischief  by  a  healing  decoc- 
tion. Let  as  many  friends  of  truth  as  yon  will,  instruct 
their  fellow-citizen b  in  the  pulpit  and  on  the  stage,  the 
vnlgar  will  never  ceaae  to  be  vulgar,  though  the  sun  and 
moon  may  change  their  oourse,  and  "heaven  and  earth 
wax  old  as  a  garment."  Perhaps,  in  order  to  please  ten- 
der-hearted people,  I  might  have  been  less  true  to  nature ; 
but  if  a  certain  Deetle,  of  whom  we  have  all  heard,  could 
extract  filth  even  from  pearls,  if  we  have  examples  that 
fire  has  destroyed  and  water  deluged,  shall  therefore 
pearls,  fire,  and  water  be  condemned.  In  consequeoce  of 
the  remarkable  catastrophe  which  ends  my  play,  I  may 
justly  claim  for  it  a  place  among  books  of  morality,  for* 
crime  meets  at  last  with  the  punishment  it  deserves ;  the 
lost  one  enters  again  within  the  pale  of  the  law,  and  vir* 
tue  is  triumphant.  Whoever  wilibut  be  courteous  enough 
towards  me  to  read  my  work  through  with  a  desire  to 
understand  it,  from  him  I  may  expect  —  not  that  he  will 
admire  the  poet,  bat  that  he   will  esteem  the   honest 


Schiller. 


Easteb  Faib,  1781. 


ADVERTISEMENT  TO  THE   ROBBERS. 


V  Tkti  bag  never  b^ore  been  printti  vUh  any  dT  ttu 


tTiiB  piutare  of  a  great,  miBguided  booI,  endowed  with 
every  eift  of  excellenoe,  yet  loet  in  spite  of  all  ita  gifts! 
tJnbridled  pasHiotis  and  bad  oompanionahip  cormpt  hia 
heart,  urge  him  on  from  crime  to  crime,  antil  at  last  he 
stands  at  the  bead  of  a  band  of  mnrderera,  heaps  horror 
npon  horror,  and  plunges  from  precipice  to  precipice  into 
the  lowest  depths  of  despair.  Great  and  majestic  in 
misfortune,  by  misfortune  reclaimed,  and  led  back  to  the 
paths  of  virtue.  Siicli  a  man  shnll  you  pity  and  hate, 
abhor  yet  love,  in  the  Robber  Moor.  You  will  likewise 
see  a  juggling,  fiendish  knave  unmasked  and  blown  to 
atoms  in  his  own  mines ;  a  fond,  weak,  and  over-tndulgent 
father ;  the  sorrows  of  too  enthuBiastio  love,  and  the 
tortures  of  un governed  passion.  Here,  too,  you  will 
witness,  not  without  a  shudder,  the  interior  economy  of 
vice;  and  from  the  stage  be  taught  how  all  the  tinsel  of 
fortune  fails  to  smother  the  inward  worm;  and  how 
terror,  anguish,  rcmortie,  and  despair  tread  close  on  the 
footsteps  of  guilt.  Let  the  spectator  weep  to-day  at  our 
exhibition,  and  tremble,  and  team  to  bend  his  passions  to 
the  laws  of  religion  and  reason  ;  let  the  youth  behold 
with  alarm  the  consequences  of  unbridled  excess ;  nor  let 
the  man  depart  without  imbibing  the  lesson  that  the 
invisible  hand  of  Providence  makes  even  villains  the  in- 
struments of  its  designs  and  judgments,  and  can  marvel- 
lously unravel  the  moat  intricate  perplexities  of  fate. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  SECOND   EDITION. 


This  eight  hundred  copies  of  the  firat  edition  of  my 
RoBBSBB  were  cxhauBted  before  all  the  admirers  of  the  - 
piece  were  supplied.  A  second  was  therefore  undertaken, 
which  hag  been  improved  by  greater  care  in  printing,  and 
by  the  omission  of  those  euuivocal  sentences  which  were 
offensive  to  the  more  fastidious  part  of  the  public.  Such 
an  alteration,  however,  in  the  construction  of  the  play 
as  should  satisfy  all  the  wishes  of  ray  friends  and  critics 
has  not  been  ray  object. 

In  this  second  edition  the  several  songs  have  been 
arranged  for  the  pianoforte,  which  will  enhance  its  value 
to  the  musical  part  of  the  public.  I  am  indebted  for  . 
this  to  an  able  composer,*  who  has  performed  his  task  in 
BO  masterly  a  manner  that  the  hearer  is  not  unbkely  to 
forget  the  poet  in  the  melody  of  the  musician. 

Dr.  Schiller. 

Stuttoart,  Jan.  5,  1782. 

•  AUndlDg  lo  hli  f  ticiid  ZnnuMeg.  —  E». 
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A  TBAOEDT. 


DBAMATIS  PERSONA. 


'  I  Aia  80M. 


LUitrUnM,  ttfterward»  BandittL 


HAXUflLIAH,  CotmT  VON  HOOB. 

Chableb,  } . 

Pbamcis, 

Amelia  vok  Edelbbich,  hU  IfUce, 

Spikoklbbbo, 

schwutzeb, 

Gbihm, 

Razmahk, 

ScHurrnBLE, 

Boixkb, 

KoeiNBSY, 

SOHVABTZ, 

Hebhank.  thf  natural  ton  of  a  Ifobleman. 

Daniel,  an  old  Sereant  0/ Count  von  Moor. 

Pabtdb  Mobeb. 

Fatheb  Dominic,  a  Monk. 

Band  of  Kobbebs,  Sebvants,  bttc. 

The  scene  U  laid  In  Gennanj.    Period  of  aclion  abom 
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ScEiffE  I.  —  Franconia. 

Apartment  in  the  Castle  of  Count  Moob. 

Francis,  Old  Moob. 

Fbancib,  But  are  yon  really  well,  father?  You  look 
so  pale. 

Old  Moob.  Quite  well,  my  sod  —  what  have  you  to 
tell  me? 

Fbancib.  The  post  ie  arrived  —  a  letter  from  our  cor- 
respoDdeot  at  Leipeic. 

Old  M,  itagerly).     Any  tidings  of  my  sod  Charles? 

Feajjcis.  Hem!  Hem!  —  Why,  yes.  But  1  fear  —  I 
know  not  —  whether  I  dare  —  your  health. — Are  you 
reiUly  quite  well,  father? 

Old  M.  As  a  fish  in  water.*  Does  he  write  of  my 
Bon?  Wliat  means  this  anxiety  about  my  health?  You 
have  asked  me  that  question  twice. 

Francis.  If  yon  are  unwell  —  or  are  the  least  ai>pr€- 
hensive  of  being  so  —  permit  me  to  defer  —  I  will  speak 
to  you  at  a  fitter  season.  {Half  aside.)  These  are  no  tid- 
ings for  a  feeble  frame. 

Old  M.  Gracious  Heavens?  what  am  I  doomed  to 
hear? 

Fbamcib.  First  let  me  retire  and  shed  a  tear  of  com- 
passion for  my  lost  brother.  Would  that  i^  lips  might 
De  forever  sealed  —  for  be  is  your  son !  Would  that  I 
could  throw  an  eternal  veil  over  his  shame  —  for  he  is 
my  brotlier !  But  to  obev  you  is  my  first,  though  painful, 
daW — foi^ve  me,  therefore. 

Old  M.    Ob,   Charles!      Charles!      Didst  thou   but 

*  TUa  la  •qDlTklBDt  to  onr  English  njlng  "  Ai  »iiih1  u  a  roach." 
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know  what  _lhonie  thou  plantest  in  thy  father's  bosom ! 
That  one  gladdening  report  of  thee  wouJd  add  ten  years 
to  my  lifeT  yes,  bring  back  my  youth  1  whilst  now,  alas, 
each  fresh  intelligence  but  hurries  me  a  step  nearer  to  the 
grave! 

Pbancis.  Is  it  ao,  old  man,  then  farewell !  for  even 
this  very  day  we  might  all  have  to  tear  our  hwr  over  your 

Old  M.  Stayl  There  remains  but  one  short  step 
more  —  let  him  have  his  will !  {Be  aita  doten.)  The  sins 
of  the  father  shall  be  visited  nnto  the  third  and  fourth 
generation  —  let  him  fulfil  the  decree. 

Francis  {takes  the  letter  out  of  his  pocket).  You 
.  know  our  correspondent !  See !  I  would  give  a  finger 
of  my  right  hand  might  I  pronounce  him  a  liar  —  a  base 
and  slanderous  liar  !  Compose  yourself  !  Forgive  me  if 
I  do  not  let  you  read  the  letter  yourself.  You  cannot, 
must  not,  yet  know  all. 

Old  M.  All,  all,  my  son.  You  will  but  spare  me 
crutchos.t 

Fkancis  (reads).  "Lelpsie,  May  1.  Were  I  not 
bound  by  an  inviolable  promise  to  conceal  nothing  from 
yon,  not  even  the  smallest  particular,  thnt  I  am  able  to 
collect,  respecting  yonr  brothei's  career,  nevei-,  my  dearest 
friend,  should  my  guiltless  i>cn  become  an  instrument  of 
torture  to  you.  I  can  gather  from  a  hundred  of  your 
letters  how  tidings  such  as  these  must  pierce  your  frater- 
nal heart.     It  seems  to  me  as  though  I  saw  thee,  for  the 

sake  of  this  worthless,  this  detestable  " (Did  M, 

covers  hisfacf).  Oh  !  mv  father,  I  am  only  reading  you 
the  mildest  passages — "tliis  detestable  man,  shedding  a 
thousand  tears."  Alas!  mine  flowed  —  ay,  gushed  in 
torrents  over  these  pitying  cheeks.  "I  already  picture 
to  myself  your  aged  ]iious  father,  pale  as  death.  Good 
Heavens !  and  so  you  are,  before  you    have  heard  any- 

Old  M.     Go  on  !     Go  on  ! 

Fk'Vnois.    "Pale  as  death,  sinking  down  on  his  chair, 
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md  cnning  tbe  dav  wheo  hii  ear  wt»  first  sreeted  with 
the  liiping  cry  of '  Father  I  *  I  have  not  yet  bjMo  able  to 
dUcover  ul,  and  of  the  little  I  do  know  I  dare  tell  you 
only  a  part.  Your  brother  now  seema  to  have  Slled  up 
the  measure  of  hia  infamy.  I,  at  least,  can  Imagine  ooth- 
ing  beyond  what  he  has  alreadyaocomplished  ;  but  possi- 
bly his  genius  may  soar  above  my  couceptions.  After 
having  caotracted  debt«  to  the  amount  of  forty  thousand  ^ 
ducats," — a  good  round  sum  for  pocket-monej^,  father  — 
"  and  having  dishonored  the  daughter  of  »  rich  banker, 
whose  affianced  lover,  a  gallant  youth  of  rank,  he  mortally 
wounded  in  a  duel,  he  yesterday,  in  the  dead  of  night, 
took  the  desperate  resolution  of  ahiiconding  from  the  arm 
of  justice,  with  seven  companions  whom  he  had  corrupted 
to  ois  own  vicious  courses."  Father?  for  heaven's  sake, 
father!     £[ow  do  you  feel  ? 

Old  M.    Enough.    N^o  more,  my  son,  no  more ! 

Fbancis.  I  will  spare  your  feelings,  "  Tlie  injured 
cry  aloud  for  satisfaction.  Warrants  have  been  issued 
for  his  apprehension  —  a  price  is  set  on  his  head  —  the 
name  of  Moor "  —  No,  these  unhappy  lips  shall  not  be  t^ 
guilty  of  a  father's  murder  {h^  tears  the  letter).  Believe 
It  not,  ny  father,  believe  not  a  syllable. 

Old  M.  {weeps  bitterly).     My  name  —  my  unsullied 

Fkancis  (thro\es  himself  on  his  neck).  Infamous! 
most  infamous  Charles  !  Oh,  had  I  not  my  forebodings, 
when,  even  as  a  boy,  he  would  scamper  after  the  girls, 
and  ramble  about  over  hill  and  common  with  ragamuffin 
boys  and  nil  the  vilest  rabble  ;  when  he  shunned  the  very^^ 
sight  of  a  church  as  a  malefactor  shims  a  gaol,  and  would 
throw  the  pence  he  had  wrung  from  your  oounty  into  the 
hat  of  the  first  beggar  be  met,  whilst  we  at  home  wtrc 
edifying  ourselves  with  devout  prayers  and  pious  homilies? 
Had  I  not  my  misgivings  when  he  gave  himself  up  to 
reading  the  adventures  of  Julius  Csesar,  Alexander  tlie*"^ 
Great,  and  other  benighted  heathens,  in  pieference  to  the 
history  of  the  penitent  Tobias?  A  hundred  limes  over 
have  I  warned  you  —  for  my  brotherly  affection  was  ever 
k«pt  in  subjection  to  filial  duty  —  that  this  forward  youth 
wonld  one  day  bring  sorrow  and  disgrace  on  us  alt.     Oh 
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that  be  bore  not  the  name  of  Moor  1  that  my  heart  best 
less  warmly  for  him  I  This  sinful  affection,  which  I  can- 
not overcome,  will  one  day  rise  up  f^ainst  me  before  the 
judgment^eat  of  heaven. 

Old  M.  Obt  myprospectsl  mygolden  dreams! 
■  Francis,  Ay,  well  1  knew  it.  Exactly  what  1  always 
feared.  That  fiery  spirit,  you  used  to  say,  which  is  kind- 
ling in  the  boy,  and  renders  him  so  susceptible  to  impres- 
sions of  the  beautiful  and  grand — the  ingenuousness 
which  reveals  his  whole  soul  in  his  eyes —  the  tenderness 
of  feeling  which  melts  liim  into  weeping  syDipsthy  st 
every  tnle  of  sorrow  —  the  manly  courage  which  impels 
him  to  the  summit  of  giant  oaks,  and  ui^s  him  over  fosse. 

I  and  palisade  and  foaming  torrents  —  that  youthful  thirst 
of  honor  —  that  unconquerable  resolution — ^all  those  re- 
splendent virtues  which  in  the  father's  darling  gave  such 
promise  —  would  ripen  into  the  wiinn  and  sincere  friend 

—  the  excellent  citizen  —  the  hero — the  great,  the  very 
great  man!  Now,  mark  the  result,  father;  the  fiery 
spirit  has  developed-  itself  —  expanded  — and  behold  its 
precious  fruits.  Observe  this  ingenuousness  —  how  nicely 
it  has  changed  into  effrontery;  —  this  tenderness  of  soul 

—  how  it  displays  itself  in  dalliance  with  coquettes,  in 
susceptibility  to  the  blandishments  of  a  courtesan!  See 
this  fiery  genius,  how  in  six  short  years  it  hath  burnt  out 
the  oil  of  life,  and  reduced  his  body  to  a  living  skeleton  ; 
so  that  passing  scotfers  point  at  him  with  a  sneer  and 
exclaim  —  "  C'esl  Famoiir  qui  a  fait  cela."  Behold  this 
bold,  enterpising  spirit  —  how  it  conceives   and  executes 

flans,  compared  to  which  the  deeds  of  a  Cartouche  or  a 
loward  sink  into  insignificance.  And  presently,  when 
these  precious  germs  of  excellence  shall  ripen  into  full 
ni.iturity,  what  may  not  be  expected  from  the  full  devel- 
opment of  such  a  boyhood?  Perhaps,  father,  you  may 
yet.  live  to  see  Iiirn  at  the  head  of  some  gallant  band, 
which  assembles  in  the  silent  sanctuary  of  the  forest,  and 
kindly  relieves  the  weary  traveller  of  hie  superfluous 
burden.  Perhaps  you  may  yet  have  the  opportunity, 
before  you  go  to  your  own  tomb,  of  making  a  pitsrim^e 
to  the  monument  which  he  may  erect  for  himself,  some- 
where between  earth  and  heaven !    Perhaps,  —  oh,  father 
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—  father,  look  out  for  some  otiier  name,  or  the  very 
peddlers  and  street  bo^B  who  have  seen  the  ^fligy  of  your 
worthy  son  exhibited  m  the  market-place  at  LeipBJc  will 
point  at  you  with  the  finger  of  scorn  1 

Out  M.  And  thou,  too,  my  Francis,  thou  too?  Oh, 
my  children,  how  unerringly  your  shafts  are  levelled  at 
my  heart. 

Francis.  You  see  that  I  too  have  a  spirit ;  bat  my 
•spirit  bears  the  sting  of  a  scorpion.  And  then  it  was 
"  the  dry  commonplace,  the  cold,  the  wooden  Francis," 
and  all  the  pretty  httle  epithets  which  the  contrast  be- 
tween us  suggested  to  your  fatherly  affection,  when  he 
was  sitting  on  your  knee,  or  playfully  patting  your  ckeekH  ? 
"He  would  die,  forsooth,  within  the  boundaries  of  bis 
own  domain,  moulder  away,  and  soon  be  forgotten ; " 
while  the  fame  of  this  universal  genius  woula  spread 
from  pole  to  pole  !  Ah !  the  cold,  dull,  wooden  Francis 
thanks  thee,  heaven,  with  uplifted  hands,  that  he  bears 
no  resemblance  to  his  brother. 

Old  M.  Forgive  me,  my  child!  Reproach  not  thy 
unhappy  father,  whose  fondest  hopes  have  proved  vision- 
ary. The  merciful  God  who,  through  Charles,  has  sent 
these  tears,  will,  through  thee,  my  Francis,  wipe  them 
from  my  eyes ! 

Francis.  Yes,  father,  we  will  wipe  them  from  your 
eyes.  Your  Francis  will  devote  his  life  to  prolong  yours, 
(  Taking  Ai«  hand  with  a^ected  tenderness.)  Your  life  is 
the  oracle  which  I  will  especially  consult  on  every  under- 
taking—  the  mirror  in  which!  will  contemplate  every- 
thing. No  duty  so  sacred  but  I  am  ready  to  violate  it| 
for  the  preservation  of  your  precious  days.    You  believe^ 

Old  M.  Great  are  the  duties  which  devolve  on  thee, 
my  son  —  Heaven  bless  thee  for  what  thou  has  been,  and 
wilt  be  to  me. 

Francis.  Now  tell  me  frankly,  f.ithcr.  Should  you 
not  be  a  happy  man,  were  you  not  obliged  to  call  this 
son  your  own  ? 

Old  M.  In  mercy,  spare  me !  When  the  nurse  first 
placed  him  in  my  arms,  I  held  him  up  to  Heaven  and  ex- 
clumed,  "Am  I  not  truly  blest?" 
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Fbakcib.  So  you  aaid  then.  Now,  have  you  foand  it 
BO?  You  may  envy  the  mesDent  peasant  on  your  estate 
Id  this,  that  he  ia  not  the  father  o!  aunh  a  son.  So  long 
as  you  oall  him  yours  you  are  wretched.  Your  misery 
will  grow  with  his  years  —  it  will  lay  you  in  your  grave. 

Old  M.  Oh!  he  has  already  red  need  me  to  the  decrepi- 
tuile  of  foursuore. 

Fbascis,  Well,  then — snppose  you  were  to  diaown 
this  son. 

Old  M.  (ttartled).  Francis  1  Francis  I  what  hast 
thou  said  1 

F&A.SC13.    Is  not  your  love  for  him  the  soarce  of  all 

iroar  grief?  Rjot  out  this  love,  and  he  ooocerne  yon  no 
anger.  B^t  for  this  weak  nnd  reprehensible  affection  lie 
would  be  denii  to  you;  —  as  though  he  had  never  been 
born.  It  is  not  flesh  and  blood,  it  is  the  heart  that  makes 
us  aou:j  and  fathers  !  Love  hiui  no  more,  and  this  monster 
ceases  to  be  your  son,  though  he  were  cut  out  of  your 
flesh.  He  ha^  till  now  been  the  apple  of  your  eye ;  but 
if  thine  eye  offend  you,  snys  Scripture,  pluck  it  out.  It 
is  better  to  enter  heaven  with  one  eye  than  hell  with  two ! 
**It  is  proUtable  for  thee  that  one  of  thy  members  should 
perish,  and  not  that  thy  whole  body  should  be  oast  into 
hell."     Th..-so  .ire  the  words  of  the  liihle ! 

Old  il.     Woiildst  thou  have  me  curse  my  son? 

Fr.vscis.  By  no  means,  father.  God  forbid!  But 
whom  do  you  call  your  son?  Him  to  whom  you  have 
given  life,  and  who  in  return  does  his  utmost  to  shorten 
yours. 

Old  M.  Oh,  it  is  all  too  true !  it  is  a  judfrment  upon 
me.     The  Lord  has  chosi-n  him  as  his  instrument. 

Fhascis.  See  how  filially  your  bosom  child  behaves. 
He  destroys  you  by  your  own  excess  of  paternal  sympathy; 
murders  you  by  mo.iTis  of  the  very  love  you  bear  him  — 
has  coiled  roimd  :i  f.itlior's  heart  to  crush  it.  When  yon 
are  laid  bene.ith  the  turf  he  becomes  lord  of  your  posses- 
sions, and  master  of  his  own  will.  That  barrier  removed, 
and  the  torrent  of  his  profligacy  will  rush  on  withont 
control.  Imagine  yourself  in  his  place.  How  often  he 
must  wish  his  father  under  trround  —  and  how  often,  too, 
hik  brother  —  who  so  unmercifully  impede  the  free  coarse 


of  hiB  excesses.     But  call  you  this  areqnilal  of  love?    Is 
this  filisl  gratitude  for  a  father's  tend ern ess  ?  to  sacrifice 


ten  years  of  your  life  to  the  lewd  pleasures  of  an  liour? 
in  one  voluptuons  iDoment  to  stake  the  honor  of  an 
ancestry  which  has  stood  unspotted  through  seven  cen- 
turies? Do  you  call  this  a  son  ?  Answer?  Do  you  call 
this  your  son  ? 

OloM.  Ad  andutiful  eon!  Alas!  but  still  my  child  1 
my  child ! 

Francis.  A  most  amiable  and  precious  child  —  whose 
constant  study  is  to  get  rid  of  his  father.  Oh,  that  yon 
could  iearn  to  see  clearly  1  that  the  tilin  might  be  removed 
from  your  eyes!  But  your  indulgence  must  confirm  faim 
in  his  vices !  your  aBsistance  tend  to  justify  them.  Doubt- 
less you  will  avert  the  curse  of  Heaven  from  his  head, 
but  on  youTown,  father  —  on  yours  —  will  it  fall  with  two- 
fold vengeance. 

Oi-D  M.  Just !  most  just !  Mine,  mine  be  all  the  guilt ! 
-  Fkancis.  How  many  thousands  who  have  drained  the 
volu]>tuous  bowl  of  pleasure  to  the  dregs  have  been 
reclaimed  by  suffering !  And  is  not  the  bodrly  pain  which 
follows  every  excess  a  manifest  declaration  of  the  divine 
will  I  And  shall  man  dare  to  thwart  this  by  an  impious 
exercise  of  affection?  Shall  a  father  ruin  forever  the 
pledge  committed  to  his  charge  ?  Consider,  father,  if  you 
abandon  him  for  a  time  to  the  pressure  of  want  will  not  he 
be  obliged  to  turn  from  his  wickedness  and  repent  ?  Other- 
wise, untaught  even  in  the  great  school  of  adversity,  he 
mnst  remain  a  confirmed  reprobate?  And  tlien  —  woe  to 
the  father  who  by  a  culpable  tenderness  hath  frustrated 
the  ordinances  of  a  higher  wisdom  !     Well,  father? 

Old  M.  I  will  write  to  him  that  I  withdraw  my  pro- 
tection. 

Francis.    That  would  be  wise  and  prudent. 

Old  M.  That  he  must  never  come  into  my  sight 
again 

FRAJtrra.     'Twill  have  a  most  salutary  effect. 

Old  M.  (tenderly).     Until  he  reforms. 

Francis.  Right,  quite  right.  But  suppose  that  he 
comes  di^uised  in  the  hypocrite's  mask,  imjilores  your 
compawion  with  tears,  and  wheedles  from  you  a  pardon, 
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then  quite  you  again  on  the  morrow,  and  jests  at  your 
weakness  in  the  arms  of  his  harlot.  No,  my  father !  He 
will  return  of  his  own  accord,  when  bia  conscience  awakens 
him  to  repentance. 

Old  M.     I  will  write  to  him,  on  the  spot,  to  that  effect. 

Francis.  Stop,  father,  one  word  more.  Your  just 
indignation  might  prompt  reproaches  too  severe,  words 
which  might  break  hts  heart  —  and  then — do  yon  not 
think,  that  your  dei^iug  to  write  with  your  own  band 
might  be  construed  into  an  actof  foi^venesa?  It  would 
be  better,  I  think,  that  yon  should  commit  the  task  to 
me? 

Old  M.  Do  it,  my  son.  Ah  1  it  would,  indeed,  have 
broken  my  heart  I     Write  to  him  that 

Francis  (guickltf).     That's  agreed,  then  ? 

Old  M.  Say  thai  he  has  caused  me  a  thousand  bitter 
tears  —  a  thousand  sleepless  nights  —  but,  oh!  do  not 
drive  my  son  to  despair  f 

Francis.  Had  you  not  better  retire  to  rest,  father  ? 
This  affects  you  loo  strongly. 

Old  M.    Write  to  him  that  a  father's  heart But 

I  charge  you,  drive  him  not  to  despair.    [iJriV  in  sadness. 

Francis  (looking  after  him  with  a  chucklt).  Make 
thyself  easy,  old  dolaid  !  Ihou  wilt  never  more  press  thy 
darling  to  thy  bosom  —  there  Is  a  gulf  between  thee 
and  him  impassable  as  heaven  is  from  hell.  He  was 
torn  from  thy  arms  before  even  thou  couldst  have  dreamed 
it  possible  to  decree  the  separation.  Why,  what  a  sorry 
bungler  should  I  be  had  I  not  skill  enough  to  pluck  a  son 
from  a  father's  lieart ;  ay,  though  he  were  riveted  there 
with  hooks  of  steel !  *  I  h.ive  drawn  around  thee  a  magic 
circle  of  curses  which  he  cannot  overleap.  Good  speed  to 
thee.  Master  Francis.  Papa's  darling  is  disposed  of  —  the 
course  is  clear.  1  must  carefully  pick  up  all  the  Bcraps 
of  paper,  for  how  easily  might  my  handwriting  be 
recognized.  {He  gathers  the  fragments  of  the  letter.) 
And  grief  will  soon  make  an  end  of  the  old  gentleman. 
And  as  for  her  —  I  must  tear  this  Charles  from  her  heart, 
though  half  her  life  come  with  him. 

•"Qrappla  thsm  to  tbTunl  wltb  bookiotiMtL"  — Baxixt,  AMl,8a.a. 


No  miaU  cauae  hare  I  for  being  disuUsfied  with  Dome 
Nature,  and,  by  my  honor,  I  wUl  have  amends  1  Why 
did  I  BOt  crawl  the  first  from  my  mother's  womb?  why 
not  the  only  one  f  why  has  she  heaped  on  me  this  burden 
of  deformity?  on  me  eai>ecially?  Just  as  if  she  had 
■lAwned  me  from  her  refuse.*  Why  to  me  in  particular 
uia  snub  of  the  Laplander?  these  negro  lips?  tie«e 
Hottentot  eyes?  On  my  vroti,  the  lady  seems  to  have 
oc^eoted  from  all  the  race  of  mankind  wbaterer  was 
loathsome  into  a  heap,  and  kneaded  the  mass  into  my 
particular  person.  Death  and  destruction  t  who  em- 
powered her  to  deny  to  me  what  she  accorded  to  him? 
Conld  a  man  pay  his  court  to  her  before  he  was  bom  ?  or 
<^end  her  before  he  existed  ?  Why  went  she  to  work  in 
inch  a  partial  spirit  ? 

Nol  Dol  I  do  her  injnstice — she  bestowed  inventire 
facolty,  and  set  us  naked  and  helpless  on  the  shore  of 
this  great  ocean,  the  world — let  those  swim  who  can  — 
the  faeary  t  may  sink.  Tn  me  she  gave  naught  else,  and 
how  to  make  the  best  use  of  my  enduwment  is  my  present 
busiueas.  Men's  natural  rights  are  equal ;  claim  is  met 
by  claim,  effort  by  effort,  and  force  by  force — right  is 
vith  the  strongest  —  the  limits  of  our  power  constitute 
our  laws. 

It  is  true  there  are  certain  organized  conventions,  which 
men  have  devised  to  keep  up  what  is  called  the  social 
compact.  Honor!  truly  a  very  convenieut  coin,  which 
those  who  know  how  to  pass  it  may  lay  ont  with  great 
sdvaDtage.t  Conscience  I  oh  yes,  a  useful  scarecrow  to 
frighten  sparrows  away  from  cherry-trees ;  it  is  something 
tike  a  fairly  written  bill  of  exchange  with  which  your 
baokmpt  merchant  staves  off  the  evil  daj*. 

Well  1  these  are  all  most  admirable  institutions  for  keep- 
ing fools  in  awe,  and  holding  tiie  mob  under  foot,  that  the 
oonning  may  live  the  more  at  their  ease.  Rare  Institu- 
tioDS,  doubtless.  They  are  something  like  the  fences  my 
boors  plant  so  closely  to  keep  out  the  hares  —  yes  i'  faith, 
not  a  bare  can  trespass  on   the  enclosure,  but  my   lord 

•  Sea  BlehudlU.,  Act  I  Sc.  1,  line  II. 

t  Btotf  la  nMd  la  a  doable  mmuilog ;  the  Oensui  TOtd  It  plump,  whloh 
WMBI  hiMpiifa,  tlnmw.  awkwMd. 

t  SoFaSutr,  Hen.lV.,  Pt.  I.,  Ant  V.,  9c,  1,  "  Honor  1*  >  msi*  MatolwoD." 
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claps  spurs  to  hifl  hunter,  and  away  he  gaUopsover  the 
teeming  harvest ! 

Poor  hare!  thou  playest  but  a  sorry  part  in  this 
world's  drama,  but  your  worshipful  lords  most  needs  have 
hares !  * 

Then  courage,  and  onward,  Francis.  The  man  who 
fears  nothing  is  as  powerful  as  he  who  is  feared  by  every- 
body. It  is  now  the  mode  to  wear  buckles  ou  your  smalU 
clotlies,  that  you  may  loosen  or  tighten  them  at  pleasure. 
I  will  be  measureo  for  a  coDscience  ^ter  the  newest 
fashion,  one  that  will  stretch  handsomely  as  occasion  may 
require.  Am  I  to  blame  ?  It  is  the  tailor's  affair  ?  I 
have  heard  a  great  deal  of  twaddle  about  the  so-called 
ties  of  blood  —  enough  to  make  a  sober  man  beside  him- 
self. He  is  your  brothei',  they  say ;  which  interpreted, 
means  that  he  was  manufactured  in  the  same  mould,  and 
for  that  reason  he  must  needs  be  sacred  in  your  eyes ! 
To  what  absurd  conclusions  must  this  notion  of  a  sym- 
pathy of  souls,  derived  from  the  propinquity  of  bodies, 
mevitably  tend  ?  A  common  source  of  being  is  to  produce 
community  of  sentiment;  identity  of  matter,  identity  of 
impulse !  Then  again, —  lie  is  thy  father!  He  gave  thee 
life,  tliou  art  his  Hesh  and  blood  —  and  therefore  he  must 
be  sacred  to  thee  !  Again  a  most  inconsequential  deduc- 
tion 1  I  should  like  to  know  why  lie  begot  me ;  t  certain- 
ly not  out  of  love  for  nie  —  for  I  nmat  first  have  existed  ! 
Could  he  know  me  before  I  had  being,  or  did  he  think  of 
me  during  my  begetting?  or  did  he  wish  for  me  at  the 
moment  ?  Did  he  know  wliat  I  sliould  be?  If  so  I  would 
not  advise  him  to  acknowledge  it  or  I  should  pay  him  off 
for  his  feat.  Am  I  to  be  thankful  to  bim  that  I  am  a 
man  ?  .\s  little  as  I  should  have  had  a  right  to  blame  him 
if  he  had  made  me  a  woman.  Can  I  acknowledge  an  af- 
fection which  is  not  hnsL'd  on  any  personal  regard  ?  Could 
personal  regard  l>c  )iresent  before  the  existence  of  its  ob- 
ject?   In  what,  then,  consists  the  sacredncssof  pat4*rnity  ? 

penre  vhivh  puebIpb  the 
[-CH  Alio,  Act  1.,  Sp.  1. 
t  nbjept  Hubmtuton  ud 

[ton,      ■'  S»WDM,"  Ot  MIT 

Dnditlon. 
I  very  tlmllar  puMge  In  the  Ant 
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Is  it  in  the  act  itself  out  of  which  existence  arose?  as 
though  this  were  Bught  else  than  an  animal  process  to 
appease  animal  desires.  Or  docs  it  lie,  perhaps,  in  the 
result  of  this  act,  which  is  nothing  more  after  all  than 
one  of  iron  necessity,  and  which  men  would  gladly  dis- 

Knse  with,  were  it  not  at  the  cost  of  flesh  and  blood  ? 
)  I  then  owe  him  thanks  for  his  affection?  Why,  what 
ia  it  but  a  piece  of  vanity,  the  besettine  sin  of  the  artist 
who  admires  bis  own  works,  however  bideons  they  may 
be  ?  Look  you,  this  is  the  whole  juggle,  wrapped  up  in  a 
mystic  veil  to  work  on  our  fears.  Mid  shall  I,  too,  be 
fooled  like  an  infant?  Up  then !  and  to  thy  work  man* 
fully.  I  will  root  up  from  my  path  whatever  obstructs 
my  progress  towards  becoming  the  master.  Master  I 
must  be,  that  I  may  extort  by  ^rce  what  I  cannot  win 
by  siffection.*  [.£Hl. 

Scene  II.  —  A   Tavern  on  the  Frontier  of  Saxony. 

GuAKLES  voM  UooB  intent  on  a  book;  Spiegelbero 
drinking  at  the  table. 

Charlrb  Toy  M.  {lat/s  the  book  aside).  I  nm  disgusted 
with  this  age  of  puny  scribblers  when  I  read  of  great 
men  in  my  Plutarch. 

Spieoel,  (places  a  glass  before  him,  and  drijika). 
Josephns  is  the  book  you  should  read. 

Charles  ton  M.  The  glowing  spark  of  Prometheus 
ia  burnt  out,  and  now  they  substitute  for  it  the  flash  of 
lycopodium,t  a  stage-fire  which  will  not  so  much  as  light 
a  pipe.  The  present  generation  mav  be  compared  to  rats 
crawling  about  the  club  of  Herenlee.t  A  French  alil(4 
lays  it  down  that  Alexander  was  a  poltroon  ;  a  phthisicky 

•  Thli  soUlAqaT  In  some  puts  nseniblaa  that  of  Rli:bard,Dii]iBot  Olorler, 
in  HtukHpFirc'i  Kenrj  VI.,  Act  V.  So.  «. 

t  I.Teopodlom  (In  Oerman  BSrlappm-nuhti,  Tul(mrlT  Imowti  u  the  I>»t1I  > 
Pnir-tMll  or  Wltchmnl,  ii  wed  on  ibt  >tue,  ax  well  In  Kngland  u  on  Die 
sonUoent,  tcproduceaMhHMBrf.  It  !■  dmAp ot  thr  nollcnnf  comninn  dub 
KMM^or  voir^  eUw  (f.inTBporfJtwi  cfiKKi/iin),  the  caHDiea  nr«bl<^l>  contain  a 
hU^ij  IbSamiuablc  powder.    Traulaton  liaT«  unitonnl;  failed 


t  niaalnill , , 

"  Wp  p»Hy  men 
Walk  under  hi*  hii(a  le(a,  and  peep  nbnnl. 
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profeflBor,  hoMiQg  at  every  word  a  bottle  ot  aal  volaUk 
to  his  noee,  leotnreB  on  strength.  Fellows  who  faint 
St  the  veriest  trifie  oriticiee  the  tactics  of  Hannibal; 
whimpering  boys  store  themselves  with  phrases  out  of 
the  slanghter  at  Cannie,  and  blubber  over  the  victories 
of  Scipio,  because  they  are  obliged  to  construe  them. 

Spikqel.    Spouted  in  trne  Alexandrian  style. 

Charlks  von  M.  a  brilliant  reward  for  your  sweat 
in  the  battle-field  truly  to  have  your  existence  perpetuated 
in  gymnasiums,  and  your  immortality  laboriously  dragged 
about  in  a  schoolboy's  satchel.  A  jirccious  recompense 
for  your  lavished  blood  to  be  wrapped  round  gingernread 
by  some  Nuremberg  chandler,  or,  if  you  have  great  look, 
to  be  screwed  upon  stilts  by  a  French  playwright,  and  be 
made  to  move  on  wires  I  '  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Spiegel,  (drinks).     Read  Joeeplius,  I  tell  you. 

Charles  von  M.  Fie  !  fie  upon  this  weak,  effeminate 
age,  fit  for  nothing  but  to  ponder  over  tlie  deeds  of  former 
times,  and  torture  the  heroes  of  antiqiiiiy  with  comment- 
aries, or  mangle  them  in  tragodica.  The  vigor  of  its  loins 
is  dried  up,  and  the  propagation  of  the  human  species  has 
become  dependent  on  potations  of  malt  liquor. 

Spibuei..     Tea,  brother  I  tea  1 

Charles  von  M.  Tiiey  curb  honest  nature  with  ab- 
surd conventionalities  ;  have  scarcely  the  heart  to  charge 
a  glass,  because  tliey  are  tasked  to  drink  a  health  in  it ; 
fawn  upon  the  lackey  that  he  may  put  in  a  word  for 
them  with  His  Grace,  and  bully  the  unfortunate  wight 
from  whom  they  have  nothing  to  fear.  They  worship 
any  one  for  a  dinner,  and  are  just  as  ready  to  poison  him 
should  he  chance  to  outbid  them  for  a  feather-bed  at  an 
auction.  They  damn  the  Sadducee  who  fails  to  come 
regularly  to  church,  although  their  own  devotion  consists 
in  reckoning  up  their  nsurious  gains  at  the  very  altar. 
They  oast  tliemselvcs  on  their  knees  that  tliey  may  have 
an  opportunity  of  displaying  their  mantles,  and  hardly 
take  their  eyes  off  the  jtarson  from  their  anxiety  to  see 
how  his  wig  is  frizzled.  They  swoon  at  the  sight  of  a 
bleeding  goose,  yet  clap  their  hands  with  joy  when  they 
see  their  rival  driven  bankrupt  fron)  ttie  Exchange. 
Warmly  as  I  pressed  their  h.inds,  —  "Only  one  more 
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day."  In  vain  I  To  prison  with  the  d<^l  Entreaties! 
Vows!  Tears!  (ttmr^ing  the  pround).  Hell  and  the 
devil ! 

Spikgkl.    And  all  for  a  few  thousand  paltry  ducats  I 

CaABLBB  vos  H.  No,  I  hate  to  think  of  it.  Am  I  to 
squeeze  my  body  into  stays,  and  straight-lace  my  will  in 
the  trammels  cd  law.  What  might  have  risen  to  an 
eagle's  flight  has  been  reduced  to  a  snail's  pace  by  law. 
Never  yet  has  law  formed  a  great  man ;  'tis  liberty  that' 
breeds  giants  and  heroes.  Oh!  that  the  spiritof  Herman* 
still  glowed  in  his  ashes  \  Set  me  at  the  nead  of  an  army 
of  fellows  like  myself,  and  ont  of  Germany  shall  spring  a 
republic  compared  to  which  Rome  and  Sparta  will  be  but 
as  Dunneries.  (MiMa  and  fiingt  his  tteord  t^wn  th4 
ladle.) 

SpnGBL.  Qitmping  i^).  Bravo  I  Bravissimol  yon  are 
coining  to  the  right  key  now.  I  have  something  for  yonr 
ear.  Moor,  which  has  long  been  on  my  mind,  and  yon  are 
the  very  man  for  it  —  drink,  brother,  drink  I  What  if  we 
turned  Jews  and  brought  the  kingdom  of  Jerusalem  ^ain 
on  the  tapis?  But  tell  me  is  it  not  a  clever  scheme? 
We  send  forth  a  manifesto  to  the  four  quarters  of  the 
worhl,  and  summon  to  Palestine  all  that  do  not  eat  swine- 
flesh.  Then  I  prove  by  incontestable  documents  that 
Herod  the  Tetrarch  was  my  direct  ancestor,  and  so  forth. 
There  will  be  a  victory,  my  fine  fellow,  when  they  return 
and  are  restored  to  their  lands,  and  are  able  to  rebuild 
Jerusalem.  Then  make  a  clean  sweep  of  the  Turks  out 
of  Asia  while  the  iron  is  hot,  hew  cedars  in  J^banon, 
build  ships,  and  then  the  whole  nation  shall  chafFer 
with  old  clothes  and  old  lace  throughout  the  world. 
Meanwhile 

Cbarlbs  ton  M.  (smilea  and  takes  him  by  the  hand). 
Comrade!  There  must  be  an  end  now  of  oar  fool- 
eries. 

Spixqbl.  (with  tvrpritt).  Fie!  you  are  not  going  to 
pUy  the  prodigal  son  !  — a  fellow  like  you  who  with  his 
tword  has  scratched  more  hieroglyhics  on  other  men's 
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faces  than  three  qailtdrivera  oonld  iuoribe  in  titeir  day- 
books in  a  leap-year  1  Shall  I  tell  yoa  tiie  Btoir  of  the  great 
dog  funeral?  Hal  I  must  just  bring  bow  your  own 
picture  to  your  mind ;  that  wul  kindle  fire  in  your  Teina, 
if  nothing  else  has  power  to  inspire  you.  Do  you  re- 
member now  the  heads  of  the  oolli^  caused  your  dog's 
leg  to  be  shot  off,  and  you,  by  way  of  revenge,  pro- 
clumed  a  fast  through  the  whole  town  f  They  fumed 
and  fretted  at  your  ediot.  But  you,  without  losing  time, 
ordered  all  the  meat  to  be  bought  up  in  Leipsio,  so  that 
in  the  course  of  ei^t  hours  there  was  not  s  bone  left  to 
pick  all  over  the  place,  and  even  fish  b^;sn  to  rise  in 
price.  The  magistrates  and  the  town  council  vowed 
vengeance.  But  we  students  turned  out  lostily,  eeveiw 
teen  huudred  of  us,  with  you  at  our  head,  anti  Dutchera 
sn<I  tailors  and  haberdashers  at  our  bucks,  besides  publi- 
cans, bnrbere,  and  rabble  of  all  sorts,  swearing  that  the 
town  should  be  sacked  if  a  single  hair  of  a  student's 
head  was  injured.  And  so  the  affair  went  off  like  the 
shooting  at  Romberg,*  and  they  were  obliged  to  be  off 
with  iheir  tails  between  their  legs.  You  sent  for  doc- 
tors —  a  whole  posse  of  them  —  and  offered  three  ducat« 
to  any  one  who  would  write  a  prescription  for  your  dog. 
We  were  afraid  the  gentlemen  would  stand  too  much 
upon  honor  and  refuse,  and  had  already  made  up  our 
minds  to  use  force.  But  this  was  quite  unnecessary ;  the 
doctors  got  to  6sticufrs  for  the  three  ducats,  and  their 
competition  brought  down  the  price  to  throe  groats; 
in  the  course  of  an  hour  a  dozen  prescriptions  were 
written,  of  which,  of  course,  the  poor  beast  very  soon 
died. 

Charlkb  von  M.    The  vile  rascals. 

SnBOSL.  The  funeral  procession  was  arranged  with 
all  due  pomp;  odes  for  the  dog  were  indited  by  the 
gross;  and  at  night  we  all  turned  out,  near  a  thousand  of 
us,  a  Inntom  in  one  hand  and  our  rapier  in  the  other,  and 
so  proceeded  through  the  town,  the  bells  chiming  and 
ringing,  till  the  clog  was  entombed.     Then  came  9,  feed 

*Th'  "•bnntlnii  it  Hnrnbcrg"  In  ■  [•mTsrUal  eiprnHian  la  GennauT  K>r 
SDT  •xpHlltlnii  from  vUsli,  ttanni^  lack  at  «mr*^,  the  {>ante*  Win  vltb- 
rat  Briug  *  >hi  t. 
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irhioh  luted  till  broad  daylight,  wheo  vou  sent  your 
acknowledgments  to  the  college  dons  for  their  kind 
Bympathy,  and  ordered  the  meat  to  be  sold  at  half-price. 
iiort  de  ma  vie,  if  we  had  not  as  great  a  respect  for  you 
as  a  garrison  for  the  conqueror  of  a  fortress. 

Chablbs  ton  M.  And  are  you  not  ashamed  to  boast 
of  these  things?  Have  you  not  shame  enough  in  you  to 
blush  even  at  the  recollection  of  such  pranks? 

Spibqel.  Come,  come !  You  are  no  longer  the  same 
Moor.  Do  yon  remember  how,  a  thousand  times,  bottle 
in  hand,  you  made  game  of  the  miserly  old  governor,  bid- 
ding him  by  all  means  rake  and  scrape  together  as  much 
as  he  could,  for  that  you  would  swill  it  all  down  your 
throat?  Don't  you  remember,  eh  ?  —  don't  you  remem- 
ber ?  O  you  good-for-nothing,  miserable  braggart !  that 
was  speaking  like  a  man,  and  a  gentleman,  but 

Chajiles  vox  H.  a  curse  on  you  for  reminding  me 
of  it !  A  curse  on  myself  for  what  I  said  I  But  it  was 
done  in  the  fumes  of  wine,  and  my  heart  knew  not  what 
my  tongue  uttered. 

Sfoegel.  {shakes  his  head).  No,  no  !  that  cannot  be  ! 
Impossible,  brother !  You  are  not  in  earnest !  Tell  me ! 
most  sweet  brother,  is  it  not  poverty  which  has  brought 
you  to  this  mood  ?  Come  !  let  me  tell  you  a  little  story 
of  my  youthful  days.  There  was  a  ditch  close  to  my 
house,  eight  feet  wide  at  the  least,  which  we  boys  were 
trying  to  leap  over  for  a  wager.  But  it  was  do  go. 
Splash  !  there  you  lay  sprawling,  amidst  hisses  and  roars 
of  laughter,  and  a  relentless  shower  of  snowballs.  By  the 
side  of  my  house  a  hunter's  dog  was  lying  chained,  a 
savage  beast,  which  would  catch  the  girls  by  their  petti- 
coats with  the  quickness  of  lightning  if  they  incautiously 
passed  too  near  him.  Now  it  was  my  greatest  delight  to 
tease  this  brute  in  every  possible  way ;  and  it  was  enough 
to  make  one  burst  with  laughing  to  see  the  beast  fix  his 
eyes  on  me  with  such  fierceness  that  he  seemed  ready  to 
tear  me  to  pieces  if  he  could  but  get  at  me.  Well,  what 
happened  ?  Once,  when  I  was  amusing  myself  in  this 
manner,  I  hit  him  such  a  hang  in  the  ribs  with  a  stone 
that  in  his  fnry  he  broke  loose  and  ran  right  upon  me.  I 
(ore  away  like  lightning,  but  —  devil  take  it !  —  that  con- 
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founded  ditoh  lay  right  in  my  wsy.  What  wm  to  be 
done  ?  The  do^  was  dose  M  tny  heels  and  quite  furions ; 
there  was  no  time  to  deliberate.  I  took  a  spring  and 
cleared  the  ditch.  To  that  leap  I  was  indebted  for  lifo 
and  limb  j  the  beast  woald  have  torn  me  to  atoms. 

CuABLBs  VON  M.    Aod  to  what  does  all  tiiis  tend  P 

Spieqbl.  To  this  —  that  j^on  may  be  tao^t  that 
/'  strength  grows  with  the  oocasion.  for  which  reason  I 
never  despair  even  when  things  are  the  worst.  Courage 
grows  with  danger.  Powers  of  resistaaoe  inorease  £7 
pressure.  It  is  evident  by  the  obstacles  she  strews  in 
my  path  that  fat«  must  have  designed  me  for  a  great 
man. 

CHABI.K8  TOS  M.  (on^rtfy).  I  am  not  aware  of  any- 
thing for  which  we  still  require  ooarage,  and  have  not 
already  shown  it. 

Spikgbl.  Indeed!  And  so  you  mean  to  let  your  gifts 
go  to  waste  ?    To  bury  your  talent  ?    Do  you  think  yonr 

I  paltry  achievements  at  Leipsic  amount  to  the  ne  plua  ultra 
*  of  genius  ?  Let  us  but  once  get  to  the  great  world  — 
Pans  and  London !  where  you  get  your  ears  boxed  if  yon 
salute  a  man  as  honest.  It  is  a  real  jubilee  to  practise 
one's  handicraft  there  on  a  grand  scale.  How  yoii  will 
stare !  How  you  will  open  yonr  eyes  !  to  see  signatures 
foiged ;  dice  loaded ;  locks  picked,  and  strong  boxes 
gutted;  all  that  you  shall  learn  of  Spiegelberg!  The 
rascal  deserves  to  be  hanged  on  the  first  gallows  that 
would  rather  starve  than  manipulate  with  his  fingers. 

Charles  voh  M.  (in  a  Jit  of  abaetice).  How  now? 
I  should  not  wonder  if  your  proficiency  went  further 
stiU. 

Spiegel.  I  begin  to  think  you  mistrust  me.  Only 
wait  till  I  have  grown  warm  at  it;  you  shall  see  wonderB; 
your  little  brain  shall  whirl  clean  round  in  your  pericra- 
nium when  my  teeming  wit  is  delivered.  (Ms  riaea  ex- 
cited.) How  it  clears  up  within  me !  Great  thoughts  are 
dawning  in  on  my  soul  I  Gigantic  plans  are  fermenting 
in  my  creative  brain.  Cursed  lethai^'  (afrvh'n^  Aw^ore- 
head),  which  has  hitherto  enchained  iny  faculties,  cramped 
and  fettered  my  prospects  1  I  awaitce ;  I  feel  wtMt  I 
am — and  what  I  am  (obfll 


THE    ROBBGBfi.  15" 

CsASLEs  TON  M.  YoD  are  a  fool  I   The  wine  is  awag- 
geriDg  in  your  brain. 

Spikobl.  {more  excited).    Spiegelbei^,  they  will  Bay, 
art  thou  a  msgiciao,  Spiegelberg?      'Tib  a  pity,  the  king 
will  say,  that  thou  wert  not  made  a  ffeoeral,  Spiegelbeig, 
thoa  wouldst  have  thrust  the  Anstnans  through  a  but- 
tonhole.   Yes,  I  hear  the  doctors  lunenting,  'tis  a  crj-ing 
shame  that  he  waa  not  bred  to  medicine,  he  wonld  have 
discovered  the  eUseir  vitae.     Ay,  and  that  he  did  not  take 
to  financiering,  the  Sullye  will  deplore  in  their  cabinets,    j 
—  he   would  have  tamed  flints   into  lonis-d'ors  by  his    ' 
magic.    And  Spiegelberg  will  be  the  word  fnmi  east  to    i 
west ;  then  down  mto  the  diit  with  yon,  ye  cowards,  ye   ' 
reptiles,  while  Spiegelberg  soars  with  outspread  wings  to 
the  temple  of  everlasting  fame. 

Chablss  to!«  M.  a  pleasant  journey  to  you  1  I  leave! 
you  to  climb  to  tlie  summit  of  glory  on  the  pillars  of, 
infamy.  In  the  shade  of  my  ancestral  groves,  in  the  arms 
of  my  Amelia,  a  nobler  joy  awaits  me.  I  have  already, 
last  week,  written  to  my  father  to  implore  his  fot^iveness,  ■ 
and  have  not  concealed  the'least  circumstance  from  him  ; 
and  where  there  is  sincerity  there  is  compaBBion  and  help. 
Let  us  take  leave  of  each  other,  Moritz.  After  this  day 
we  shall  meet  no  more.  The  post  has  arived.  Hy 
Other's  forgiveness  mnst  already  be  within  the  walls  of 
tbis  town. 


£itter  ScHWKiTKEB,  GBiipi,  Roller,  Schctteble,  and 
Razkan. 

RotLSB.    Are  you  aware  that  they  are  on  oar  track ! 

Gkium.  That  we  are  not  for  a  moment  safe  from  being 
taken  P 

Crarles  ton  M.  I  don't  wonder  at  it.  It  must  be 
as  it  will  1  Have  none  of  you  seen  Schwarz  ?  Did  he 
Bsy  anything  about  having  s  letter  for  me  ? 

RoLLEB.  He  has  been  long  in  search  of  you  on  some 
such  errand,  I  suspect. 

CnARLBB  TON  M.  Where  is  he?- where,  where?  (it 
^out  to  ruth  ojf  in  h<ute). 


1S8 


RoLLBB.  Stoy  I  we  have  ^tpauit«d  him  to  oome  here. 
You  tremble  f 

Chableb  roK  M.  I  do  not  tremble.  Whj  dioold  I 
tremble  f  Comradea,  thia  letter  —  rejoioe  with  mel  I 
am  the  happieat  mas  under  the  nm ;  wbj  ■bonld  I  trem- 
ble? 

.ShMr  SoBwisB. 

Obaxlib  toh  H.  (nu/iM  fotBorda  him).  Brother, 
brother  I  the  letter,  the  letterl 

SoHw.  ifftfiM  him  a  tetter,  wMeh  he  optna  hButify). 
What's  the  matter?  Toa  have  grown  ai  pale  ae  a  white- 
waihsd  wall! 

Ohablzb  tov  K.     My  brother's  band  I 

ScHW.  What  the  deaoe  u  Spiegelberg  abont  there  ? 
'  ^tnni.  The  fellow's  mad.  He  jnmps  about  as  if  he 
had  St.  Vitas'  dance. 

ScHCF.  His  wits  are  gone  a  wool  gathering!  He's 
making  rerses,  I'll  be  sworn ! 

Raz.  Spiegelberg  I  Ho  I  Spiegelberg !  The  brute  does 
not  hear. 

Qbdiu.  (^shakes  him).  Hallo !  fellow  1  are  yon  dream- 
ing? or  

Speboel.  {who  has  ail  this  time  been  making  gestures 
in  a  comer  of  the  room,  as  if  working  out  some  great 
project,  jumps  up  wiltSy).  Your  money  or  your  life! 
(fl«  catches  ScHWBiTZKB  by  the  throat,  who  very  coolly 
jHngs  him  against  the  wall ;  Moob  drt^s  the  letter  aria 
rushes  out.     A  general  sensation.) 

RoLLBB.  (eaSing  after  him).  Moor!  where  are  you 
going?    What's  tne  nintter? 

Gbdcm.  What  ails  him  ?  What  bas  he  been  doing?  He 
is  as  pale  as  death. 

ScHW.  He  mast  hare  got  strange  news.  Jast  let 
us  see! 

R0LI.BB.  (picks  up  the  letter  JVorn  the  ground,  and 
reads).  "  Unfortunate  brother ! '' —  a  pleasant  beginning 
—  **!  have  only  briefly  to  inform  you  that  you  have  noth- 
ing more  to  hope  for.  Yon  may  go,  your  father  directs 
me  to  tell  yon,  whenver  your  own  vicious  propensities 
lead.  Kor  are  yon  to  entertain,  be  layB,  any  hope  of  ever 
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gaining  pardon  by   weeping  at  hie  feet,   unless  you  are 

Srepared  to  fare  upon  bread  and  water  in  tlie  lowest 
nngeon  of  his  castle  uutil  your  hair  shall  outgrow  eagles' 
feathers,*  and  youi'  nails  the  talons  of  a  vulture.  These 
are  bis  very  words.  He  commands  nie  to  close  the  letter. 
Farewell  forever  I    I  pity  you. 

"  Fbancis  TOM  Moor." 

ScHW.  A  most  amiable  and  loving  brother,  in  good 
trutb !    And  the  scoundrel's  name  is  Francis. 

Spikoel.  {slinking  forward).  Bread  and  water!  Is 
that  it?  A  temperate  diet !  But  I  have  made  a  better 
provision  for  you.  Did  I  not  say  that  I  should  have  to 
think  for  you  all  at  last? 

ScHWEiT.  What  does  the  blockhead  say !  The  jackass 
ia  going  to  think  for  us  all ! 

Spiugkl.  Cowards,  cripples,  lame  dogs  are  ye  all 
if  you  have  not  courage  enough  to  venture  upon  some- 
thing great. 

RoLLKR.  Well,  of  course,  so  we  should  be,  you  are 
right ;  but  will  your  proposed  scheme  get  us  out  of  this 
devil  of  a  scrape  ?  eh  ? 

Spiegel,  {with  a  proud  Utugh).  Poor  thing!  Get  us 
out  of  this  scrape?  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Get  us  out  of  the 
scrape !  —  and  is  that  all  your  thimbleful  of  brain  can 
reach  ?  And  with  that  you  trot  your  mare  hack  to  the 
stable  ?t  Spiegelberg  would  have  been  a  miserable  bung- 
ler indeed  if  that  were  the  extent  of  his  aim.  Heroes, 
I  tell  you,  barons,  princes,  gods,  it  will  make  of  you. 

Raz.  That's  pretty  wellfor  one  bont,  truly  !  But  no 
doubt  it  is  some  neck-breaking  piece  of  business  ;  it  will 
cost  a  head  or  so  at  the  least. 

Spiegel.  It  wants  nothing  but  courage ;  as  to  the 
headwork,  I  take  that  entirely  upon  niyself.  Courage,  I 
say,  Schweitzer!  Courage,  Roller!  Grimm!  Razman  I 
Schufterle!  Courage! 

ScHw.  Courage  !  If  that  is  all,  I  have  courage  enough 
to  walk  through  hell  barefoot. 

•  Sm  D«nleL  eh»p.  It.  Ter.  33. 

t  OOT  [xOTerb,  "  A  looVt  bolt  It  Booa  ihot,"  la 
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ScuuTT.  And  I  courage  enough  to  fight  the  very  devil 
himself  uuder  the  open  gallows  for  Uie  rescue  of  any 
poor  sinner. 

Spiegel.  That's  just  what  it  should  be  I  If  ye  have 
course,  let  any  one  of  you  step  forward  and  say  he  has 
still  something  to  lose,  and  not  everything  to  gam  ? 

ScHW.  Verily,  I  should  have  a  good  deal  to  lose,  if  I 
were  to  lose  nil  that  I  have  yet  to  win  ! 

Raz.  Yes,  by  Jove!  and  I  much  to  win,  if  I  could 
win  all  that  I  have  not  got  to  lose. 

SciiuFT,  Were  I  to  km*  what  I  carry  on  my  back  on 
trust  I  should  at  any  rate  have  nothing  to  lose  on  the 
morrow. 

Spiegel.  Very  well  then!  {Ee  takes  hia place  in  the 
middle  of  Ihetti,  and  says  m  solemn  ad^vratioii)  —  if  but 
a  drop  of  the  heroic  blood  of  the  ancient  Gerniiins  tliil 
flow  in  your  veins  —  coiuc!  We  nil!  fix  our  abode  in 
the  Bohemian  forests,  draw  together  a  band  of  robbers, 

and What  ai'e  you  gaping  at  ?     Has  your  sknder 

Stock  of  courage  oozed  out  already? 

RoLLKK.  You  are  not  the  first  rogue  by  many  that 
has  defied  the  gallows; —  and  yet  what  other  choice  have 
we? 

Spiegel.  Choice?  You  have  no  choice.  Do  you  «-ant 
to  lie  rotting  in  the  debtor's  jail  and  beat  htnip  till  you 
are  bailed  by  the  last  trumpet?  Would  you  (oil  with 
pick-axe  and  epade  for  a  morsel  of  dry  bread  ?  or  earn  a 
pitiful  alms  by  singing  doleful  ditties  under  people's 
windows  ?  Or  will  you  be  sworn  at  the  drumhead  —  and 
then  comes  the  question,  whether  anybody  would  trust 
your  hang-dog  visages  —  and  so  under  the  splenetic  humor 
of  some  despotic  sergeant  serve  your  time  of  purgatory 
in  advance?  Would  you  like  to  run  the  gauntlet  to  the 
beat  of  the  drum?  or  be  doomed  to  drag  after  you,  like 
a  galley-slave,  the  whole  iron  store  of  Vulcan?  Behold 
your  choice.  You  have  before  you  the  complete  cata- 
logue of  all  that  you  may  choose  from  ! 

Roller.  Spiegelberg  is  not  altogether  wrong !  1,  too, 
have  been  concocting  plans,  but  they  come  much  to  the 
same  thing.  How  would  it  be,  thought  I,  were  we  to 
club  our  wits  together,  and  dish  up  a  pocketbook,  or  an 
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alnianso,  or  something  of  that  sort,  and  writi;  reviews  at 
a  penny  a  line,  as  is  now  the  fashion  ? 

ScRUFT.  The  devil's  in  you!  you  are  pretty  nearly 
hitting  on  niy  own  Bchemes.  I  have  been  thinking  to 
myself  how  would  it  answer  were  I  toturn  Methodist,  and 
hold  weeifly  prayer-meetinga? 

Qrihm.  Capital !  and,  if  that  fails,  turn  atheist !  We 
might  fall  foul  of  the  four  Gospels,  get  our  book  burned 
by  the  hangman,  and  then  it  would  sell  at  a  prodigious 
rate. 

Raz.  Or  we  might  take  the  field  to  cure  a  fashionable 
ailment.  I  know  a  qnack  doctor  who  has  built  himself  a 
house  with  nothing  but  mercury,  as  the  motto  over  his 
door  implies. 

ScHWEiT.  (rises  and  holds  out  flit  hand  to  Spie^el- 
berg).  Spie^elberg,  thou  art  a  great  man  I  or  else  a  blind 
ho^  has  by  chance  found  an  acorn. 

ScHw.  Excellent  schemes!  Honorable  professions! 
How  great  minds  sympathize !  All  that  seems  wanting 
to  complete  the  list  is  that  we  should  turn  pimps  and 
bawds. 

SfiROSL.  Pooh!  Pooh!  Nonsense.  And  what  is  to 
prevent  our  combining  most  of  these  occupations  in  one 
n  ?     My  plan  will  exalt  you  the  most^  and  it  holds 


out  glory  and  immortatity  into  the  bargain.  Remember, 
too,  ye  sorry  varlets,  anil  it  is  a  matter  worthy  of  con- 
sideiation  :  one's  fame  hereafter  —  the  sweet  thought  of 


immortality  - 

RoLLEB.  Ami  that  at  the  very  head  of  the  muster-roll 
of  honorable  names  t  You  are  a  master  of  eloquence, 
Spiegelberg,  when  the  question  is  how  to  convert  an 
honest  man  into  a  scoundrel.  But  does  any  one  know 
what  has  become  of  Moor? 

SpiEdEL.  Honest,  say  you?  Do  you  think  you'll  be 
less  honest  then  than  you  are  now  ?  What  do  you  call 
honest?  To  relieve  rich  misers  of  half  of  those  cares 
which  only  scare  golden  sleep  from  their  eyelids  ;  to  force 
hoarded  coin  into  circulation  ;  to  restore  the  equalization  I 
of  property  ;  in  one  word,  to  bring  back  the  golden  age  ; 
to  fL-lieve  providence  of  many  a  burdensome  pensioner,  and 
so  save  it  the  trouble  of  sending  war,  pestilence,  famine. 
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and  above  all,  doctors  —  tb&t  is  what  I  call  honesty,  d'y« 
Bee ;  tliat'e  what  I  call  being  a  worthy  iDstrument  in  the 
hand  of  Providence,  —  and  then,  at  every  meal  yon  eat, 
to  have  the  Bweet  reflection :  this  is  what  thy  own  in- 
genuity, thy  lion  boldness,  thy  night  watchings,  have 
procured  for  thee  —  to  command  the  respect  ^th  of 
great  and  small  

RoLLEK.  And  at  last  to  mount  towards  heaven  in  the 
living  body,  and  in  spite  of  wind  and  storm,  in  s^ite  of 
the  greedy  maw  of  old  father  Time,  to  be  hovering  be- 
neath the  sun  and  moon  and  all  the  stars  of  the  firmament, 
where  even  the  unreasoning  birds  of  heaven,  attracted  by 
noble  instinct,  chant  their  seraphic  music,  and  angels  witli 
tails  hold  their  most  holy  councils  ?  Don't  you  see  ?  And, 
while  monarchs  and  potentates  become  a  prey  to  moths 
and  worms,  to  have  the  honor  of  receiving  visits  from  the 
royal  bird  of  Jove.  Woritz,  Moritz,  Moritz !  beware  of 
the  three-logged  beast,  • 

SPiEfiEi..  And  does  that  fright  thee,  craven-heart  ?  t 
Has  not  many  a  universal  genius,  who  might  have  re- 
formed the  world,  rotted  upon  the  gallows  V  And  does 
not  the  renown  of  such  a  man  lire  for  hundreds  and 
thousands  of  years,  whereas  many  a  king  and  elector 
would  bo  passed  over  in  history,  were  not  historians 
obliged  to  give  him  a  niche  to  complete  the  line  of 
succession,  or  that  the  mention  of  him  did  not  swell  the 
volume  a  few  octavo  pages,  for  which  he  counts  upon 
hart]  cash  from  the  publisher.  And  when  the  wayfarer 
sees  you  swinging  to  and  fro  in  the  breeze  he  will  mutter 
to  himself,  "That  fellow's  brains  had  no  water  in  them, 
I'll  warrant  me,"  and  then  groan  over  the  hardship  of 
the  times. 

ScHWEiT.  (slaps  him  ov  the  shoulder).  Well  said, 
Spiegclbt-rg  I  Well  said!  Why  the  devil  do  we  stand 
here  licsitatins? 

Sciiv.  And  suppose  it  is  called  disgrace — what  then? 
Cannot  unc,  in  case  of  need,  always  carry  a  small  powder 
nbout  one,  which  quietly  .imooths  the  weary  traveller's 
passage  iutops  the  Styx,  where  no  cock-crowing  will  dis- 

•  The  gallnw?.  ahlcli  In  (iermniiy  it  fornicil  of  Ihree  poala. 
t  Tbc  German  i>.  llaifi-ki-rt.    See  nol«  at  page  ISO. 
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tnrb  bi§  rest?  No,  brother  Moritz!  Tour  scheme  is 
good  ;  so  at  least  says  my  creed. 

ScHUPT.  Zounds  I  and  mine  too  I  Spiegelberg,  I  am 
your  recruit. 

Raz.  Like  a  second  Oi^hena,  Spiegelberg,  you  have 
charmed  to  sleep  that  bowliog  beast,  conscience !  Take 
me  as  I  stand,  I  am  yours  entirely! 

Gjuuk.  Si  omties  cotisetittunt  ego  non  dimientio ;  * 
roind,  without  a  comma.  There  is  an  auction  ^oing  on 
in  my  head  —  raetbodists — quack  doctors  —  reviewers — 
rogues; —  tbe  highest  bidder  has  me.  Here  is  my  hand, 
Moritz ! 

RoLLSB.  And  you  too,  Schweitzer  1  {he  gives  hi»  right 
hand  to  SpixoBLBKBe).  Thus  I  consign  my  soul  to  the 
devil. 

SfiegkIh  And  your  name  to  the  stars !  What  does 
it  signify  where  the  soul  goes  to  ?  If  crowds  of  avant- 
cotiriers  give  notice  of  our  descent  that  (he  devils  may 
put  on  their  holiday  gear,  wipe  the  accumulated  soot  of  a 
thousand  years  from  their  eyelashes,  and  myriiids  of 
horned  heads  pop  up  from  the  stnoking  mouth  of  their 
sulphurous  chimneys  to  welcome  our  arrival !  Up,  com- 
rades !  {leaptJig  up).  Up !  What  in  the  world  is  equal 
to  this  ecstacy  of  delight?    Come  along,  comrades! 

Roller.  Gently,  gently !  Where  are  you  going  ? 
Every  beast  must  have  a  head,  bc^st 

Spiegel,  {trith  Intterneas).  What  is  that  incubus 
preaching  about?  Was  not  the  head  already  there  be- 
fore a  single  limb  began  to  move?  Follow  me,  com- 
rades! 

Roller.  Gently,  I  say!  even  liberty  must  have  its 
master.    Rome  and  Sparta  perished  for  want  of  a  chief. 

Spiegel,  (tw  a  wheedling  manner).  Yes,  —  slay  — 
Roller  is  right.  And  he  must  have  an  enlightened  liead. 
Do  you  understand  ?  A  keen,  politic  head.  Yes  !  w  hen 
I  think  what  you  were  only  an  hour  ago,  and  uhut  you 
are  now,  and  that  it  is  all  owing  to  one  happy  thought. 
Yes,  of  course,  you  must  have  a  chief,  :md  you'll  own 
that  he  who  struck  out  this  idea  may  claim  to  liave  an 
enlightened  and  politic  head  ? 

■  The  io'ka  Is  sipltlned  bf  plaalnB  t,  wunma  after  non. 


^\l64    '  tSS  BOBBKBA.. 

Roller.  If  one  codM  hope,  if  one  could  dresm,  bnt 
I  fesr  he  will  not  consent. 

Spiegel.  Why  not  f  Spesk  ont  boldly,  friend  1 
Difficult  as  it  may  be  to  steer  a  laboring  vessel  agiunst 
wind  and  tide,  oppressive  as  may  be  the  weight  of  a 
crown,  speak  your  thou^t  without  hesitation,  Holler  I 
Perhaps  he  may  be  prevailed  upon  after  all ! 

RoLLKB.  And  if  he  does  not  the  whole  vessel  will  be 
crazy  enough.  Without  Moor  we  are  a  body  without 
a  soul. 

Spiegel,  (turning  angrUy  from  him).  Dolt  I  block- 
lieadl 

(&Uer  Chables  vom  Moob  in  violmt  agitation,  tUdking 
backwards  and  forwards,  and  speaking  to  himself.) 
Cbarlbs  von  M.    Man  —  man !  false,  perfidious  croco- 
dile-brood!     Your  eyes  are   all  tears,  but  your  hearts 
steel  t     Kisses  on  your  lips,  but  daggers  couched  in  your 
bosoms !     Even    lions    and    tigers    nourish  their    young. 
Ravens   feast    their   brood    on    carrion,    and    he  —  he ! 
1   Malice  I  h.ive  learned  to  bear ;  and  I  can  smile  when  my 
^1  felJest   enemy  drinks  to   me   in  my  own   heart's  blood; 
.  but   when   kmdred    turn    traitors,  when   a  father's  love 
becomes  a  fury's  hate ;  oli,  then,  let  manly  resignation 
give  place  to  raging   fire!   the  gentle   lamb  become  a 
tiger !  and  every  nerve  strain  itself  to  vengeance  and 
destruction  ! 

Roller.  Hark  ye.  Moor!  What  think  ye  of  it? 
A  robbci's  life  is  pleasanter,  after  all,  than  to  lie  rotting 
on  bread  and  water  in  the  lowest  dungeon  of  the 
castle  ? 

Chaklks  vox  M.     Why  was  not  this  spirit  implanted 
in  a  tiger  which  gluts  its  raging  jaws  with  human  flesh? 
Is   this    a   father's  tenderness?     Is   this    love    for  love? 
\   Would   I  were  a  bear  to  rouse  all  the  bears  of  the  north 
I  against  this   murderous  race!     Repentance,  and  no  par- 
<   don  !     Oil,  that  I  couM  poison  the  ocean  that  men  might 
\  drink  death  from  every  spring!    Contrition,  implicit  re- 
liance, and  no  pardon! 
Rollek.     But  listen.  Moor,  —  listen  to  what  I  am  tell- 
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CaABLBS  VON  M.  Tis  incredible!  'tis  a  dream  —  a 
delusion !  Such  earneet  entreaty,  such  a  vivid  picture  of 
misery  and  tearful  penitence  —  a  savage  beast  would 
have  been  melted  to  compassion !  stones  would  have 
wept,  and  yet  he  —  it  would  be  thought  a  malicious  lil>el 
upon  human  nature  were  I  to  proclaim  tt  — and'yet,  yet 
—  oh,  that  I  could  sound  the  trumpet  of  rebellion  through 
all  creation,  and  lead  air,  and  earth,  and  sea  into  battle 
array  against  this  generation  of  hyenas ! 

Gbixu.  Hear  me,  only  bear  me !  You  are  deaf  with 
raving. 

Charles  vok  M.  Avaunt,  avaunt !  Is  not  thy  name 
man  ?  Art  thou  not  bom  of  woman  f  Out  of  my  sight, 
thou  thing  with  human  visage  I  I  loved  htm  so  unuttera- 
bly !  —  never  son  so  loved  a  father ;  I  would  have  sacri- 
ficed a  thousand  Uvea  for  him {foaming  and  stamp- 
ing the  ground).  Ha!  where  is  he  that  will  put  a  sword 
into  my  hand  that  I  may  strike  tliis  generation  of  vipers 
to  the  quick  !  Who  will  teach  me  how  to  reach  their 
heart's  c«re,  to  crush,  to  annihilate  the  whole  race? — 
Such  a  man  shall  be  my  friend,  my  angel,  my  god — him 
will  I  worship ! 

RoLLEB.     Such  friends  behold  in  us ;  be  but  advised  ! 

ScHW.     Come  with  us  into  the  Bohemian  forests  !     We 

will  form  a  band   of  robbers  there,  and  you (Moor 

stares  at  him). 

ScHWKiT.    You  shall  be  our  captain !  you  must  be  our 

Spiegel,  (throtoa  himself  into  a  chair  in  a  rage). 
Slaves  and  cowards! 

CuAELES  VON  M.  Who  inspired  thee  with  that 
thought  ?  Hark,  fellow  !  (grasping  Roi-i.kk  tightly)  that 
human  soul  of  thine  did  not  produce  it ;  who  suggested  it 
to  thee?  Yes,  by  the  thousand  arms  of  death  !  that's  what 
we  will,  and  what  we  must  do!  the  thought's  divine; 
He  who  conceived  it  deserves  to  be  canonized.  Robbers 
and  mnrderers !    As  my  soul  lives,  I  .im  your  captain ! 

All  (vnlh  tumultuous  shouts).  Hurrah  I  long  live  our 
captain  t 

Spieoel.  {startijig  up,  aside).  Till  I  give  him  his  coup 
degracel 


Chablks  roN  M.  See,  it  falb  like  a  film  from  my 
eyes  I  What  a  fool  was  I  to  think  of  retarning  to  M 
caged  ?  My  soal'e  athint  for  deeds,  my  spirit  pants  for 
fr^om.  Marderersi  robbers  1  with  tJieae  words  1 
trample  the  law  nnderfoot — mankind  threw  off  homanity 
when  I  appealed  to  it.  Awtty,  then,  with  hamaa  synipa- 
thies  and  mercy  I  I  no  longer  have  a  father,  do  longer 
affections ;  blood  and  death  shall  teach  me  to  forget  that 
anything  was  ever  dear  to  mel  Come!  come!  Oh,  I 
will  recreate  myself  with  some  most  fearful  vengeance;  — 
'tis  resolved,  T  am  your  captain  1  and  success  to  him  who 
shall  spread  fire  and  slanghter  the  widest  and. most  sav- 
agely — I  pledge  myself  he  shall  be  right  royally  rewarded. 
Stand  around  me,  all  of  you,  and  swear  to  me  fealty  and 
obedience  unto  death !     Swear  by  this  trusty  ri^t  hand. 

All  (place  their  hands  in  hia).  We  swear  to  thee 
fealty  and  obedience  unto  death ! 

Charlf.h  von  M.  And,  by  this  same  trusty  right 
hand,  I  here  swear  to  you  to  remain  your  captain,  true 
and  fnithfiil  unto  death  !  This  arm  shall  mnkc  an  instant 
corpse  of  him  who  doubts,  or  fears,  or  retrcnts.  And 
may  the  same  befall  me  from  your  hands  if  I  betray  my 
oatli !    Are  you  content? 

[SpiECELBERr.  rtinx  vp  anddovn  in  afuriou*  rage. 

All  (throtrififf  up  their  Jtata).    We  are  content! 

Chaklks  von  M.  Well,  then,  let  »a  be  gone !  Fear 
neither  death  nor  danger,  for  an  unalterable  destiny  rules 
over  us.  Every  man  has  hia  doom,  lie  it  to  die  on  the 
soft  pillow  of  down,  or  in  the  iicid  of  blood,  or  on  the 
scaffold,  or  the  wheel !  One  or  the  other  of  these  must 
be  our  lot !  [^Sxeunt. 

Spiegel,  (looking  qfter  l/iem  ufler  a  pause).  Your 
catalogue  has  a  hole  in  it.     You  have  omitted  poison. 

Scene  III.  —  Moon's   Castle. — Aublu's  Chamber. 

Fkanc'IS,  Ahbua. 
Francis.    Your  face  is  averted  from  me,  Amelia  P   Am 
I  less  worthy  than  he  who  is  accursed  of  his  father? 
Amelia.     Away  I     Obi  what  a  loving,  compassionate 
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^  father,  who  abandons  liis  son  a  piey  to  wolves  and   mc 

sters  I     In  his  own  comfortable  home  he  pampers  hinis( 
^  with  delicious  wines  and  stretches  his  palsied   limbs  < 

''  down,  while  his  noble  son  is  starving.     Shame  upon  yc 

)  inhuman  wretches !   Shame  npon  you,  ye  souls  of  dragoi 

ye  blots  on  humanity  !  — his  only  son  ! 
I  Francis.    I  thought  he  had  two. 

Amblta.    Yes,  he  deserves  to  have  such  sons  as  y* 
are.     On  his  deathbed    he  will  in  vain  stretch  out  1 
withered  hands  for  his  Charles,  and  recoil  with  a  shudd 
,^  when  he  feels  the  ice-cofd  hand  of  his  Francis.    Oh,  it 

sweet,  deliciously  sweet,  to  be  cursed  by  such  a  fathe 
Tell  me,  Francis,  dear  brotherly  soul  — tell  me  what  mu 
one  do  to  be  cursed  by  him  ? 

Fbancis.    You   are   raving,  dearest ;  you   are  to 
pitied. 

Amelia.     Oh !   indeed.     Do  you  pity  your  brothe 
J  No,  monster,  you  hate  him  !     I  hope  you  hate  me  too. 

I  Fbancis.    I  love   you   as   dearly   as   I  love    myse 

Amelia ! 

Amblia.  If  you  love  me  you  will  not  refuse  me  o; 
little  request. 

Fbakcis.  None,  none !  if  you  ask  no  more  than  n 
life. 

Amblia.  Oh,  if  that  is  the  case !  then  one  requei 
which  you  will  so  easily,  so  readily  grant.  {Loftily.)  Ha 
me!  I  should  perforce  blush  crimson  if,  whilst  thinkii 
of  Charles,  it  should  for  a  moment  enter  my  mind  th 
you  do  not  hate  me.  You  promise  me  this  ?  Now  ^ 
and  leave  me ;  I  so  love  to  be  alone ! 

F*BANCis.  Lovely  enthusiast !  how  greatly  I  admi 
your  gentle,  affectionate  heart.  Here,  here,  Charl 
reigned  sole  monarch,  like  a  god  within  hil^  temple ; 
stood  before  thee  waking,  he  filled  your  iraaginati< 
dreaming;  the  whole  creation  seemed  to  thee  to  cent 
in  Charles,  and  to  reflect  him  alone ;  it  gave  thee  i 
other  echo  but  of  him. 

Amblia  {with  emotion).   Yes,  verily,  I  own  it.   Despi 
I  of  you  all,  barbarians  as  you  are,  I  will  own  it  before  i 

the  world.    I  love  him  1 


I 
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Francis.  Inhuman,  cruel!  So  to  requite  a  love  like 
tliis  !     To  forget  her 

Amelia  (starting).    What!  foi^t  me? 

Franvih.  Did  you  not  place  a  ring  on  his  finger  ?  —  a 
diamond  ring,  the  pledge  of  your  love  F  To  be  sure  how 
IB  it  possible  for  youth  to  resist  the  fascinations  of  a 
wanton  ?  Who  can  blame  him  for  it,  since  he  had  notli- 
ing  else  left  to  give  away  ?  and  of  course  she  repaid  him 
with  interest  by  her  caresses  and  embraces. 

Amklia  [wit/:  irdignation).    My  ring  to  it  wunton  ? 

Francis.  Fie,  fie !  it  is  diseraceful,  'Twould  not  be 
much,  however,  if  that  were  all.  A  ring,  be  it  ever  so 
costly,  is,  after  all,  a  thing  which  one  may  always  buy  of 
a  Jew.  Perhaps  the  fa^ion  of  it  did  not  please  him, 
perhaps  he  exchanged  it  for  one  more  beautiful. 

Amelia  {trith  violence).     But  my  ring,  I  say,  )«y  ring? 

Francis.  Even  yours,  Amelia.  Ha  !  such  a  brilliant, 
and  on  my  finger  ;  and  from  Amelia !  Death  itself  should 
not  have  plucked  it  hence.  It  is  not  the  costliness  of  the 
diamond,  not  the  cunninjr  of  the  pattern  —  it  isle 


r>  causes  such 
eyes;  ah,  and 

1  yourself,  see 

What  form 
3  further 


constitutes   its  value.     Is  it    not  so,  Amelia 
child,  you  are  weeping.    Woe  be  to  him 
precious  drops  to  flow  from  those  heavei 
if  you  knew  all,  if  you  could  but  see  1 
him  under  that  form  ? 

Ajiklia.    Monster!  what  do  you  mean? 
do  you  speak  of  ? 

i  KANCis.  Hush,  hush,  gentle  soul,  press  me  ii 
(as  if  Koliloquizing,  yet  ahnid).  If  it  had  onlj'  some  veil, 
that  horrid  vice,  under  which  it  might  shroud  itself  from 
the  eye  of  the  world  !  But  there  it  is,  glaring  horribly 
through  thu  sallow,  leaden  eye;  proclaiming  itself  in  the 
sunken,  deathlike  look;  ghastly  protruding  bones;  the 
faltering,  hollow  voice;  preaching  autlibly  from  the 
shattered,  shaking  skeleton  ;  piercing  to  the  niimt  vital 
marrow  of  the  bones,  and  s.ipping  the  manly  strength  of 
youth  —  fauijli !  the  idea  sickens  me.  Nose,  eyes,  eai-s 
xhrink  from  it.  You  saw  that  miserable  wretch,  Amelia, 
ill  our  hospital,  who  was  heavily  breathing  out  his  spirit ; 
modesty  seemed  to  cast  down  her  abashed  eye  as  she 
passed  bim;  you  cried  woe  upon  him.     Recall  that  bid- 
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eouB  image  to  your  mind,  and  your  Charles  stands  before 
you.     His  kisses  are  pestilence,  his  li'ps  poison. 

Ahslia  (etrikes  him).    Sliameless  liar! 

Francis.  Does  such  a  Charles  inspire  you  wftb  hor- 
ror? Does  the  mere  jiicture  fill  you  with  aisgustF  Go, 
then !  gaze  upon  him  vourself,  your  handsome,  your  an- 
gelic, your  divine  Charles  !  Go,  drink  his  balmy  breath, 
and  revel  in  the  ambrosial'  fumes  which  ascend  from  his 
throat!  The  very  exhalations  of  his  body  will  plunge 
you  into  that  dark  and  deathlike  diz^/fi^m  which  follows 
the  smell  of  a  bursting  carcase,  or  the  sight  of  a  corpse- 
strewn  battle-field.  (Amelia  <wr««  away  her  face.)  What 
sensations  of  love !  What  rapture  in  those  embmces ! 
Bui  is  it  not  unjust  to  condemn  a  man  because  of  his 
diseased  exterior?  Even  in  the  most  wretched  lump  of 
deformity  a  soul  great  and  worthy  of  love  may  beam 
forth  brightly  like  a  pearl  on  a  dunghill.  (  Witha  malig- 
itiiiit  smile.)     Kven   from    lips  of   corruption    love   may  ' 

.     To  be  sure  if  vice   should    undermine  the  very  ' 

foundations  of  character,  if  with  c)ias(ity  virtue  too' 
should  take  her  flight  as  the  fragnmce  departs  fi'om  the- 
faded  rose — if  with  the  body  the  soul  too  should  be: 
tainted  and  corrupted . 

Ant^UA.  (rising joyfutty).  Ila!  Charles!  now  I  recog- 
nize thee  agun  !  I'hon  art  whole,  whole!  It  was  all 
a  lie !  Dost  thou  not  know,  miscreant,  that  it  would  be 
impoeeible  for  Charles  to  be  the  bting  you  describe? 
(Francis  remrxins  standirif/  for  itmie  lime,  loit  in  thwght, 
then  suddenly  lums  round  to  go  av^y.)  Whither  are 
you  going  in  such  haste?  Are  you  flying  from  your  own 
mfamy  ? 

Francis  (hiding  hi»  face).  Let  me  go,  let  me  go ! 
to  give  free  vent  to  my  tears!  tyrannical  father,  thus  to 
abandon  the  best  of  your  sons  to  iniserv  and  disgrace  on 
every  side  !  Let  me  go,  Amelia !  I  will  throw  myself  at 
his  feet,  on  my  knees  I  will  conjure  him  to  transfor  to 
me  the  curse  that  he  has  pronounced,  to  disinherit  me, 
to  hate  me,  my  blood,  my  life,  my  all , 

Amelia  (rtrffa  on  his  neck).  Brother  of  my  Charles! 
Denrest,  most  excellent  Francis! 

Francis.    Oh,  Amelia !  how  I  love  you  for  this  un- 
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shaken  constancy  to  my  brother.  Foi^ve  me  for  ventur- 
ing to  subject  yonr  love  to  so  severe  a  trial  t  How  nobly 
you  have  realized  my  wishes !  By  those  tears,  those  sighs, 
that  divine  indignation — and  for  me  too,  for  me — our 
souls  did  so  truly  harmonise. 

Amslia.    Ob,  no  1  that  they  never  did  ! 

Fbancis.  Alas !  they  harmonized  so  truly  that  I  al- 
ways thought  we  must  be  twins.  And  were  it  not  for 
that  unfortunate  difference  in  person,  to  be  twin-like, 
which,  it  must  be  admitted,  would  be  to  the  disadvant^e 
of  Charles,  we  should  again  and  again  be  mistaken  for 
each  other.  Thou  art,  I  often  said  to  myself,  thou  art  the 
very  Charles,  his  echo,  his  counterpart. 

AuELiK  (shaJies  her  head).  No,  no!  by  that  chaste 
light  of  heaven !  not  an  atom  of  him,  not  the  least  spark 
of  his  soul. 

Francis.  So  entirely  the  same  in  our  dispositions;  tJio 
rose  was  his  favorite  flower,  and  what  flower  do  I  esteem 
above  the  rose?  He  loved  music  beyond  expression;  and 
ye  are  witnesses,  ye  stars!  how  often  you  have  listened 
to  me  playing  on  t)ie  harpsichord  in  the  dead  silence  of 
night,  when  all  around  lay  buried  in  darkness  and  slum- 
ber ;  and  how  is  it  possible  for  you,  Amelia,  still  to 
doubt  ?  if  our  love  meets  in  one  perfection,  and  if  it  is  the 
self-same  love,  how  can  its  fruits  degenerate?  (Amelia 
looks  at  him  with  astonishment.)  It  was  a  calm,  serene 
evening,  the  last  before  his  departure  for  Leipzic,  when 
he  took  me  with  him  to  the  bower  where  you  so  often  sat 
together  in  dreams  of  love,  —  we  were  long  speechless ; 
at  l;)st  he  seized  my  hand,  and  said,  in  a  low  voice,  and 
with  tears  in  hts  eyes,  "  I  am  leaving  Amelia ;  I  know  not, 
hut  I  have  a  sad  presentinicni  that  it  is  forever ;  forsake 
her  not,  brother  ;  be  her  friend,  her  Charles  —  if  Charles 
—  should  never  —  never  return.  (He  throws  himself' doieii 
before  her,  and  kisses  her  hand  with fcrnor.)  Never,  never, 
never  wilt  he  return  ;  and  I  stand  pledged  by  a  sacred 
oath  to  fulfil  his  beliosl! 

AiiEUK  (starting  liack).  Traitor!  Now  tlioti  art  un- 
masked !  In  that  very  bower  he  conjured  me,  if  he  dieil, 
to  admit  no  other  love.  Dost  thou  see  how  impious,  how 
ejtecrablo .     Quit  my  sight! 
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Francis.  You  know  me  not,  Amelia;  yon  do  nbt 
know  me  in  the  least ! 

Amxlia.  Oh,  yes,  I  know  yon;  from  bencefortli  I 
know  you;  and  you  protend  to  be  like  him?  You  mean 
to  say  that  he  wept  for  me  in  your  presence?  Yours? 
He  would  sooner  have  inscribed  my  name  on  the  pillory  ? 
Begone — this  instant! 

Francis.    You  insult  me. 

Amelia.  Go — I  say.  You  have  robbed  me  of  a  precions 
hour ;  may  it  be  deducted  from  your  life. 

F&ANCis.     You  hate  me  then ! 

Ahblia.     I  despise  you  —  away '. 

Fbancis  {sUtmping  with  fury).  Only  wait !  you  shall  J 
learn  to  tremble  before  me!  —  To  sacrifice  me  for  a; 
beggar!  ' 

\_E3nt  m  anger. 

Amelia.  Go,  thou  base  villain !  Now,  Charles,  am  I 
again  thine  own.  Beggar,  did  he  say !  then  is  the  world 
turned  upside  down,  beggars  are  kings,  and  kings  are 
beggars  !  I  would  not  change  the  rags  he  wears  for  the 
imperial  purple.  The  look  with  which  he  begs  must,  in- 
deed, be  a  noble,  a  royal  look,  a  look  that  witliei-s  into 
naught  the  glory,  the  pomp,  the  triumphs  of  the  rich  and 
great !  Into  the  dust  with  thee,  glittenng  baubles !  {She 
Uars  her  pearls  from  her  ne(^\)  Let  the  rich  and  the  proud 
be  condemned  to  .bear  the  burden  of  gold,  and  silver, 
and  jewels!  Be  they  condemned  to  carouse  at  the  tables 
of  the  volupttious !  To  pamper  their  limbs  on  the  downy 
couch  of  luxury !  Ch.irles!  Cliarles!  Thus  am  I  worthy  , 
of  thee!  [iic»(. 

ACT  II. 

Scene  I.  —  Francis  von  Moor  in  his  chamber  —  in 
meditation. 

FsAKCiB.  It  lasts  too  long  —  and  the  doctor  even  says 
is  recovering  —  an  old  ni;in'M  life  is  a  very  eternity! 
The  course  would  be  free  and  plain  before  nie,  but  for 
this  troublesome,  tough  lump  of  flesh,  which,  like  the  in- 
fernal demon-hound  in  ghost  stories,  bars  the  way 
to  my  treasures. 
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MiiBt,  then,  my  projects  bead  to  the  iron  yoke  of  a 
mechan'Ciil  system  ?  Is  my  soaring  Bpirit  to  t>e  chained 
down  to  the  snail's  ]>ace  of  matter  ?  To  blow  out  a  wick 
which  is  already  dickeriiis upon  its  last  drop  of  oil' — 'tis 
nothing  more.  And  yet  I  would  rather  not  do  it  niyedf, 
on  accuunt  of  what  the  world  would  say.  I  shoald  not 
wish  him  to  be  killed,  but  merely  disposed  of.  I  should 
like  to  do  what  your  clever  physician  does,  only  the  re- 
verse way —)  not  stop  Nature's  course  by  miming  a  bar 
aci'oss  her  path,  but  only  help  her  to  speed  a  little  fastcr-J 
Are  we  not  able  to  prolong  tne  conditions  of  life?  Why, 
then,  should  we  not  also  be  able  to  shorten  them  F 

Philosophers  and  physiolc^'sts  leach  us  how  close,  is 
the  sympathy  between  the  emotions  of  the  mind  and  the 
movements  of  the  bodily  machine.  Convulsive  sensa- 
tions are  always  accomjianied  by  a  disturbance  of  the 
mechanical  vibrations  —  passions  injure  the  vital  jiowere 

—  an  overburdened  spirit  bursts  ilis  slitll.  Well,  then  — 
what  if  one  knew  how  to  smooth  this  uiibcalen  path,  for 
the  e^ier  enlrjince  of  death  into  ihe  citadel  of  life  'i — to 
work  the  body's  destruction  (hroujjii  tlie  mind  —  ha! 
an  original  dtvice  !  —  who  can  acionipHsh  this? —  a  de- 
vice without  a  parallel!  Tlihik  ii)>on  it.  Moor!  That 
were  an  art  worthy  of  thee  for  its  inventor.  Has  not  poison- 
ing been  raised  almost  to  the  rank  of  a  regular  science, 
and  Nature  compelled,  by  the  force  of  experiments,  to  de- 
fine her  limits,  so  that  one  nay  now  calculate  the  heart's 
throbbin^s  for  years  in  advance,  and  say  to  the  beating 
pulse,  "  So  far,  and  no  farther"?  Why  should  not  one 
try  one's  skill  in  this  line?" 

And  how,  then,  must  I,  too,  go  to  work  t«  dissever  that 
sweet  and  peaceful  union  of  soul  and  body?  What 
species  uf  sensations  should  I  seek  to  produce?  Which 
woidd  most  fiercely  assail  the  condition  of  life?   Anf/er' 

—  that  ravenous  wolf  is  too  quickly  satiated.  Varef  — 
that  worm  ynaws  far  too  slowly.      One//  —  that  vi(>er 

•  A  wniimii  ill  DnriK.  tij  nirnnn  if  n  iTKul»rly  iwrforniei)  serli*  o(  fxiicri- 
ineiitii,  curinl  >lif  srt  •>!  plitBunlne  •"  ""f''  petfeotlon  that  thi;  could  predict 
almoat  tii  a  cprlalnlT  Ihe  <ls\  nf  ilBnth.  foweii^r  rt>lni>Ir.  Fie  U|»Ii  our 
uIivvlrlaiiH.  vlfiptinnlil  bluth  fbroiiKloiir  by  x  womHii  in  Itielr  own  provtiice. 
TirckiaHnii.  Iii  bl*  nrtlrlp  on  m-ret  |>(>ixnDii)a,  litw  Bivpn  a  particular  accouni 
nf  Ibis  Willi.".  Ill"  MaivliiiiiieBS  lie  nrimlllicm. -S«  ■'^Hiilorj  of  InTcn- 
Iloim;"  Slanilanl  I.lbniry  Edlllon,  toI.  1.  pp.  47-n3. 
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creeps  too  lazily  for  me.  Fear?  —  hope  destroys  its 
power.  What !  itD<1  are  these  thu  only  executioners  of  ' 
man?  is  the  armory  of  death  so  soon  exhausted?  (/« 
deep  t/toufffU.)  How  now!  what !  Iio!  I  have  it  t  [Start- 
ing up.)  Terror/  What  is  proof  agiiinat  terror?  What 
powers  have  religion  and  reason  linder  that  giant's  ivy 
grasp!  And  yet  —  if  he  should  withstand  even  this 
assnult?  [f  he  should  !  Oh,  then,  uoine  Anguish  to  my 
aid!  and  iho%fpiaiw'ing Iiepentam:e.'_ — furies  of  hell, hnr- 
rowing  snakes  who  regorge  your  food,  and  feed  upon  your 
own  excrements;  ye  that  are  forever  destroying,  and  for- 
ever reproducing  your  poison  !  And  thou,  liowliug 
grCTforjtg,  t.hnt,  desolatettt  thine  own  habitation,  and  feod- 
est  upon  thy  mother.  And  come  yo,  too,  gentle  Graces, 
to  my  aid  ;  even  you,  sweet  smihng  Jfeowry,  goddess  of 
the  past  —  and  thou,  witli  thy  overflowing  horn  of  plenty, 
blooming  Put » rit y ;_jl i o w  him  in  your  mirror  the  joys  of 
Paradise,  wfille  with  fleeting  foot  yon  elude  his  eager 
grasp.  Thus  will  I  work  my  battery  of  death,  stroke 
after  stroke,  upon  his  fragile  Ixnly,  until  the  tioop  of 
furies  close  upon  him  with  IJe/ipair  !  Triumph  !  triumph  I 
—  the  plan  IS  complete  —  difficult  and  masterly  beyond 
compare  —  sure — safe;  for  then  (irit/i  a  .imer)  the  dis- 
secting knife  can  tind  no  trace  of  wound  or  ol  corrosive 
poison. 

{ReaoltOeli/.)  Be  it  so!  (An(«- Hebma.vn.)  Ha!  Deus 
e.e  muchiiici.'     Hermann  ! 

Hkbman.v.     At  your  service,  gracious  sir! 

Fkancis  (shakei  Aim  bi/  t/ic  hand).  You  will  not  find 
it  that  of  an  ungrateful  niaster. 

Hebmann.     I  have  proofs  of  this. 

Francis.  And  you  shall  have  more  soon  —  very  soon, 
Hermann!  —  I  have  something  to  say  to  thee,  Hermann. 

Hek.waxn.     I  am  all  attention. 

Feascis.  I  know  thee  —  thou  art  a  resolute  fellow — 
a  man  of  mettle. — To  call  thee  smooth-tongued!  — 
My  father  has  greatly  belied  thee,  Hermann. 

Hbbua:(;4.     The  devil  take  me  if  I  forget  it ! 

PEAXfiB.  Spoken  like  a  man  !  Vengeance  becomes  a 
manly  heart !  Thou  art  to  my  mind,  Hermann.  T.nke  this 
pane,  Hermann.    It  should  be  heavier  were  I  master  here. 
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HKBiumr.  Th»t  ia  my  unceadng  wish,  most  gracioua 
sir.    I  thank  you. 

Fbamcib.  Really,  Hermann!  doat  thou  viah  that  I 
were  master  ?  But  my  father  has  the  marruw  of  a  lion 
in  hie  bones,  and  1  am  but  a  youneer  eon. 

Heruams.  I  wish  you  were  the  eldest  son,  and  that 
your  father  were  as  mantiwleaa  as  a  girl  sinking  in  a  con- 
sumption. 

Fbancih.  Ha!  how  that  elder  son  would  recompense 
thee !  How  he  would  raise  thee  from  this  grovelling  con- 
dition,  so  ill  suited  to  thy  spirit  and  noble  birth,  to  be  a 
light  of  the  age !  —  Then  shouldst  thou  be  covered  with 
|p)ld  from  bead  to  foot,  and  dash  through  the  streets  fonr 
in  hand  —  verily  thou  shouldst!  —  But  I  am  losing  sight 
of  what  I  meant  to  say.  —  Have  yon  already  foi^tten 
the  Lady  Amolia,  Hermann  ? 

HuRMANK.  A  cnrse  upon  it!  Why  do  you  remind 
mo  of  liev  ? 

Francis.     My  brother  has  filchcil  her  away  from  you. 

Hermann.    Ho  shall  rue  it. 

Francis.  She  gave  you  the  satk.  And,  if  I  remember 
right,  he  kicked  you  down  stairH. 

Hermann.    For  which  I  will  kick  him  into  hell. 

Francis.  He  used  to  say,  it  was  whispered  abroad, 
that  your  father  could  never  look  upon  you  without 
smiting  hilt  breast  and  sighing,  "God  be  merciful  to  me, 
a  sinner ! " 

Hermann  (teildfy).  Thunder  and  lightning!  No 
more  of  this ! 

Francis.  He  advised  you  to  sell  your  patent  of  nobil- 
ity by  auction,  and  to  get  your  stockings  mended  with 
the  proceed  H. 

Hekmann.  By  all  the  devils  in  hell,  Dl  scratch  out 
his  eyes  with  my  own  uaits ! 

Francis.  What?  you  are  growing  angry?  What 
signifieB  your  anger?  What  harm  can  you  do  him? 
What  can  n  mouse  like  you  do  to  such  a  lion  ?  Your 
rage  only  makes  bin  triumph  the  sweeter.  Yon  can  do 
nothing  more  than  gnash  your  teeth,  and  vent  your  rage 
upon  a  dry  crust. 

Hermann  (stamping).    I  will  grind  him  to  powder! 
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Francis  {dappiitghiaahoulder).  Fie,  Hermann !  You 
are  n  gentleman.  You  must  not  put  up  with  the  aSrout. 
You  must  not  give  up  the  lady,  uo,  not  for  all  the  world, 
HerraaQD  !  By  my  soul,  I  would  move  heaven  and  earth, 
were  I  in  your  place. 

Hermann.  I  will  not  rest  till  I  have  him,  and  Aim, 
too,  under  ground. 

Fbancis.  Xot  BO  violent,  Hermann!  Come  nearer — 
you  Bball  have  Amelia. 

Hkbhann.  That  I  must ;  despite  the  devil  himself,  I 
wiU  have  her. 

Fbamcis.  You  shall  have  her,  I  tell  you ;  and  that 
from  my  hand.  Come  closer,  I  say.  —  You  don't  know, 
perhaps,  that  Charles  is  as  good  as  disinherited. 

Hebmann  {ffoinjf  cloter  lo  him).  Incredihle!  The  first 
I  have  heard  of  it. 

Francis.  Be  patient,  and  listen !  Another  time  you 
shall  hear  more. —  Yea,  I  tell  yon,  as  good  as  banished 
these  eleven  months.  But  the  old  man  already  begins  to 
lament  the  hasty  step,  which,  however,  I  flatter  myself 
(wit/i  a  amiie)  is  not  entirely  his  own.  Amelii,  too,  is 
incessantly  pursuing  him  with  her  tears  and  reproaches. 
Presently  he  will  be  having  him  searched  for  in  every 
qaarter  of  the  world;  and  it  he  finds  him  —  tlicn  it's  all 
over  with  you,  Hermann.  You  may  ))erhaps  have  the 
honor  of  most  obsequiously  holding  the  coach-tloor  while 
he  alights  with  the  lady  to  get  married. 

Hekhann.     I'll  strangle  him  at  the  altar  first. 

FnANriH.  His  father  will  soon  give  up  his  estates  to 
him,  and  live  in  retirement  in  his  castle.  Then  the  proud 
roysterer  will  have  the  reins  in  his  own  hands,  and  laugh 
his  enemies  to  scorn;  —  and   I,  who   wished  to  make  a 

Seat  te an  of  you  —  a  man  of    conseiiuentt  —  I  myself, 
ermann,  shall  have  to  make  my  humble  obeisance  at  his 

threshold 

Hermann  (wi(A  fre).  No,  as  sure  as  my  name  is 
Hermann,  that  shall  never  be !  If  but  the  smaltest  spark 
oS  wit  glimmer  in  this  brain  of  mine,  that  shall  never  be  ! 
Francis.  Will  yon  be  able  to  prevent  it?  You,  loo, 
my  good  Hermann,  will  be  made  to  feci  his  lash.  Il<- 
will  spit  in  your  face  when  he  meets  you  in  the  street.'^; 
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and  woe  be  to  you  should  you  veoture  to  shrug  your 
Hhoulilers  or  to  make  a  wry  mouth.  Look,  my  friend! 
this  is  all  that  your  lovesuit,  your  prospects,  and  your 
rairfhty  plaDB  amount  to. 

Hermann.    Tell  me,  what  am  I  to  do? 

Fkancis.  Well,  then,  listen,  Hermann!  You  see  how 
I  enter  into  your  feetiugs,  like  a  trite  friend.  Glo  — dis- 
guise yourself,  so  that  no  one  may  recognize  yon  ;  obtain 
audience  of  the  old  man ;  pretend  to  come  straight  from 
Bohemia,  to  have  been  at  the  battle  of  Pr^ue  along  with 
ray  brother  —  to  have  seen  him  breathe  his  last  on  the 
field  of  battle-^ — 

Herhj^nn.     Will  he  believe  me? 

Fkancis.     Ho!  ho!   let  that  be  ray  care!    Take  this 

Iiacket.  There  you  will  find  your  commission  set  forth  at 
srjie;  and  documents,  to  boot,  which  shall  convince  the 
most  iiioredulouw.  Only  make  haste  to  get  away  un- 
observed. Slij)  through  the  back  gate  into  the  yard,  and 
then  scale  the  garden  wall. —  The  denouement  of  this  tragi- 
comedy yon  may  leave  to  me! 

lIb:R^tANN.  That,  I  sujipose,  will  be,  "Long  live  our 
new  baron,  Francis  von  Moor  !  " 

Fbani  IS  {jMUiiifi  hiK  cheeks).  How  cunning  you 
ace!  By  lliis  me;inf,  you  see,  wc  attain  all  our  aims  at 
once  and  quickly.  Amelia  relinquishes  all  hope  of  him, 
—  the  old  man  rehroaclios  himself  for  the  death  of  his 
son,  and  —  he  sickens  —  a  totterins;  edifice  needs  no 
earthquake  to  l>ring  it  down  —  he  will  not  survive  the 
in  tellii^nce  —  then  a,m  I  his  only  son, —  Amelia  loses  every 
support,  and  liecomcs  the  plaything  of  my  will,  .tnd  you 
may  easily  guess  —  in  short,  all  will  go  as  we  wish  —  but 
yoii  must  not  flinch  from  your  word. 

IIkrmann.  What  do  you  say?  (Kxie/ting/i/.)  Sooner 
sliall  tlie  bal!  turn  back  in  its  course,  and  hury  itself  in 
Ilie  eutiMilsof  the  marksman.  Depend  upon  me !  Only 
let  me  to  llic  work.     Adieu  ! 

Fkanuis  (cafUiig  after  fiim).  The  harvest  is  thine, 
dear  Ilurm.inn  !  (Ahtie.)  When  the  ox  has  drawn  the 
corn  inlo  the  b.irn,  he  must  put  up  with  hay.  A  dairy- 
maid for  thee,  and  no  Amelia! 
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Scene  II. —  Old  Moor's  Bedchamber. 

Old  Moor  asUep  in  an  arm-chair;  Aublia. 

Amelia  (aj^^roachinp  him  en  tip-toe).  Softly  !  Softly  ! 
lie  sluiiibent.  (She  places  herself  before  him.)  How 
b«uutiful !  Low  venerable !  —  venerable  aa  the  picture  of  » 
sniiit.  No,  I  cannot  be  angry  with  thee,  tlioii  head  with 
the  silver  lockn ;  I  cannot  be  angry  with  thee !  Slumber 
on   gently,  wake   up  clieerfnlly  —  I   alone   will   be   the 

Old  M.  (dreaming).    My  son  [  my  son !  luy  son ! 

Amelia  {seizes  his  hand).  Hark !  hark !  his  son  is  in 
his  dreams.  ^ 

OldM.  Are  you  there?  Are  you  really  there!  Alas! 
bow  miserable  you  seem  I  Fix  not  on  me  that  mournful 
look!     I  am  wretched  enough. 

Amelia  (awakens  him  abruptly).  Look  up,  dear  oJil 
man  !     'Twas  but  a  dream.     Collect  yourself  ! 

Old  M.  (hulfamike).  Was  lie  not  there?  Did  I  not 
press  his  hands  ?  Cruel  Francis  \  wilt  thou  tear  him  even 
from  my  dreams? 

Amelia  (aside).     Ila!  mark  that,  Amelia! 

Old  M.  (rousing  himself).  Where  is  he?  Where? 
Where  am  I  ?    You  here,  Amelia  ? 

Amelia.  How  do  you  find  yourself?  Vou  have  liad 
a  refreshing  shimber. 

Old  M.  I  was  dreaming  about  my  son.  Why  did  I  not 
dream  on?  Perhaps  I  might  have  obtained  forgiveness 
from  his  lips. 

Amslia.  Angels  bear  no  resentment  —  he  forgives 
you.  (Seizes  his  hand  sorrowfully.)  Father  of  my 
Charles!  I,  too,  forgive  you. 

Old  M.  No,  no,  my  child!  Tliat  deathlike  paleness 
of  thy  cheek  is  the  father's  condemnation.  Poor  girl !  I 
have  robbed  thee  of  the  happiness  of  thy  youth.  Oh,  do 
not  curse  me ! 

Amelia  (^ectionaiely  kissing  his  hand).  Icursoyou? 

Old  M,     Dost  thou  know  this  portrait,  my  daughter? 

Amelia.    Charles! 

Old  M.    Such  was  he  in  his  sixteenth  year.    But  now. 
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a\aa  t  how  changed.  Oh,  it  is  Twing  within  me.  Thftt 
geotleness  la  now  indignstion ;  that  Bmile  despur.  It 
was  his  birthday,  was  it  not,  Amelia  —  in  the  jeasamlDe 
bower  —  when  you  drew  this  picture  of  himf  Oh,  niy 
daughter  I     How  happy  was  I  id  your  loves. 

AuKUA  {with  her  eyt  atiU  riveted  upon  thejndvre). 
No,  no,  it  is  not  he !  By  Heaven,  that  is  not  Charles ! 
Here  (pointing  to  her  Mad  and  her  heart),  here  he  is 
perfect ;  and  how  different.  The  feeble  pencil  avails  not 
to  express  that  heavenly  spirit  which  reigned  in  his  fiery 
eye.  Away  with  it  I  This  is  a  poor  image,  an  ordinary 
man !     I  was  a  lAere  daaber. 

Old  M.  That  kind,  that  cheering  look  I  Had  that 
been  at  my  bedside,  I  should  have  lived  in  the  midst  of 
death.     Never,  never  should  I  have  died  1 

Amelia.  No,  you  would  never,  never  have  died.  It 
would  have  been  but  a  1?ap,  as  we  leap  from  one  thought 
to  another  and  a  better.  That  look  would  have  lighted 
vou  acroRS  the  tomb — that  look  would  have  lifted  yon 
beyond  the  stars ! 

Old  M.  It  is  hard  I  it  is  sad !  I  am  dying,  and  my 
son  Charles  is  not  here  —  lam  borne  to  my  tomb,  and  he 
weeps  not  over  my  grave.  How  sweet  it  is  to  be  lulled 
into  the  sleep  of  death  by  a  son's  prayer — that  is  the 
true  roi]uiem. 

AuKLiA  {icith  enthusiasm).  Yes, sweet  it  is,  heavenly 
sweet,  to  be  lulled  into  the  sleep  of  death  by  the  song  of 
the  beloved.    Perhaps  our  dreams  continue  in  tt|e  grave 

—  a  long,  eternal,  never-ending  dream  of  Cliarles  —  till 
the  trumpet  of  resnrrection  sounds  —  {rising  in  ecstasy) 

—  and  thenceforth  and  forever  in  Mb  armst  (A  pattae; 
she  goes  to  the  piano  and  playe.) 

ANDROMACHE. 

Oh,  Hector,  wilt  thou  go  for  evermore, 

When  tierce  Achilles,  on  the  blood-stained  shore, 

Heaps  countless  victims  o'er  Patroolus'  grave? 
When  then  thy  hapless  orphan  l)oy  will  rear. 
Teach  him  to  pralstr  the  godn  and  hurl  the  itpear. 

When  thou  art  swallowM  up  in  Xanthns'  wave? 


> 
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Old  M.  a  beautiful  song,  my  daughter.  Tou  mast 
play  that  to  me  before  I  die. 

AuBLiA.  It  IB  the  parting  of  Hector  and  Andromache. 
ChBrle§  and  I  used  otten  to  sing  it  together  to  the  guitar. 
{SAe  continues.) 

HECTOR. 

Beloved  wife !  stern  duty  calls  to  arms  — 

Qo,  fetch  ray  lance !  and  cease  those  vain  alarms  I 

On  me  is  cast  the  destiny  of  Troy ! 
Astyanax,  my  child,  the  Gods  will  shield, 
Should  Hector  fall  upon  the  J3attle-field ; 

And  in  Elysium  we  shall  meet  with  joy ! 

Enter  Daniel. 

Daxiel.  There  is  a  man  without,  who  craves  to  be 
admitted  to  your  presence,  and  says  be  brings  tidings  of 
importance. 

Old  M.  To  me  there  is  but  one  thing  in  this  world  of 
importance ;  thuu  knowest  it,  Amelia.  Perhaps  it  is  some 
unfortunate  creature  who  seeks  assistance ''  lie  shall  not 
go  hence  in  sorrow. 

Amelia.     If  it  is  a  beggar,  let  him  come  np  quickly. 

Old  M.    Amelia,  Amelia!  spare  nie ! 

Amelia  {continuet  to  pkiy  and  xing.) 

ANDROMACHE. 

Thy  martial  tiead  no  more  will  grace  my  h.ill  — 
Thme  arms  shiUl  hang  sad  relics  on  the  wall  — 

And  Priam's  race  of  godlike  heroes  fade ! 
Oh,  thou  wilt  eo  where  Ph^bus  sheds  no  light  — 
Whore  black  Cocytus  wails  in  endless  night  — 

Thy  love  will  die^n  Lethe's  gloomy  shade. 


Though  I  in  Lethe's  darksome  wave  should  sink. 
And  cease  on  other  mortal  ties  to  think. 

Yet  thy  true  love  shall  never  be  forgot ! 
Hark !  on  the  walls  I  hear  the  battle  roar — 
Gird  on  my  armor —  and,  oh,  weep  no  more. 
Thy  Hector's  love  in  Lethe  dieth  not! 
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gronnd.  A  ball  Bhattered  his  right  hand  :  he  seized  the 
colors  with  his  left,  and  still  he  kept  his  ground 

Au^iA A  (in transport).  Hector, Hector!  doyouhear? 
He  kept  Ilia  ground 

Hkhhaxx.  On  the  evening  of  the  battle  I  found  hiiti 
on  the  same  spot.  He  had  sunk  down,  amidst  a  shower 
of  hissing  balls :  with  his  left  hand  he  was  stanching  the 
blood  that  flowed  from  a  fearful  wound ;  Lis  right  he  had 
buried  in  the  earth.  "  Comrade !  "  cried  he,  when  he  saw 
me,  "  there  has  been  a  report  through  the  ranks  that  the 

general  fell  an  hour  ago "     "  lie  ia  fallen,"  I  replied, 

"and  thou? "  "Well,  then,"  he  cried,  withdrawing 

his  left  hand  from  the  wound,  "let  every  brave  soldier 
follow  his  general !  Soon  after  he  breathed  out  his  noble 
soul,  to  join  Ilia  heroic  leader. 

Francis  (feigning  to  rush  wiidly  on  Hsrhann).  May 
death  seal  thy  accui-aed  lipa !    Art  thou  come  hero  to 

S've  the  death-blow  to  our  father?  Father!  Aiiitlia! 
ther! 

Hermann.  It  was  the  last  wish  of  my  expiring  com- 
rade. "Take  this  sword,"  faltered  he,  with  his  dying 
breath,  "deliver  it  to  my  aged  father;  his  son's  blood  isi 
upon  it — he  is  avenged  —  let  him  rejoice.  Tell  him 
that  his  curse  drove  me  into  battle  and  into  death ;  that: 
I  fell  in  despair."     His  last  sigh  was  "Amelia." 

Amelia  (like  one  aroused /rom  lethargy).  His  last 
sigh  —  Amelia! 

Oi.D  M.  (screaming  ht/rridlg,  and  tearing  his  hair). 
My  curse  drove  him  into  death  !     He  fell  in  dcspnir  '. 

Francis  (pacitig  vp  and  down  the  room).  Oh  !  what 
have  you  done,  father  ?     My  Charles  !  my  brother ! 

Hermann.  Here  is  tlie  sword ;  and  here,  too,  is  a  pic- 
ture which  he  drew  from  his  breast  at  the  same  time.  Jt 
is  the  very  ima^e  of  this  young  lady.  "This  for  my 
brother  Francis,"  he  said';  I  know  not   what  he  meant 

by  it. 

Francis  (feigning  astonishment).  For  me  ?  Amelia's 
picture  ?    For  me  —  Cliarles  —  Amelia  ?    For  me  ? 

Amelia  (rushing  violentlg  upon  Hermann).  Thon 
venal,  bribed  impostor  !    (Lags  hold  of  him.) 

Hbbmann.     I  am  no  impostor,  noble  lady.      See  your- 
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if  it  is  not  your  picture.    It  may  bo  that  yoo  yoanelf 
re  it  to  him. 

Francis.     By  heaven,  Amelia  1  your  picture !     It  ia, 

Jeed. 

Ambua  (rehirns  him  the  picture).    My  picture,  mine  I 

^h !  heavens  and  earth ! 

Old  M.  {acreaminq  and  tearing hia  face.)    Woe,  woe! 
ny  curse  drove  him  into  death  1    He  fell  in  despair! 

"Fbancis.  And  he  thought  of  me  in  the  last  and  part- 
ing hour — of  me.  Angelic  soul!  When  the  black 
banner  of  death  already  waved  over  him  he  thought  of  me ! 

Old  M.  (atcunmering  like  an  idiot.)  My  curse-drove 
him  into  death.     In  despair  my  son  perished. 

Hermann.  This  is  more  than  I  can  bear !  Farewell, 
old  gentleman !  (Aside  to  Francis.)  How  could  you 
have  the  heart  to  do  this  ?  [^JBxit  in  haete. 

Amelia  (rises  and  rushes  after  khn).  Stay!  stay! 
What  were  ais  last  words  ? 

Hkrmann  (coiling  back).    Ilis  last  sigh  was  '^  Amelia.'* 

\_Exit. 

Amrlia.  His  last  sigh  was  Amelia !  No,  thou  art  no 
impostor.  It  is  too  true  —  true  —  he  is  dead  —  dead  ! 
(staggering  to  and  fro  till  she  sinks  down) — dead  — 
Charles  is  dead ! 

Francis.  What  do  I  see?  What  is  this  line  on  the 
sword  ?  —  written  with  blood  —  Amelia ! 

Amelia.     By  him  ? 

FraxVcis.  Do  I  see  clearly,  or  am  I  dreaming?  Behold, 
in  characters  of  l>loo<l,  "  Francis,  forsake  not  my  Amelia.'* 
And  on  the  other  side,  '^  Amelia,  all-powerful  death  has 
released  thee  from  thy  oath."  Now  do  you  see  —  do  you 
see?  With  hand  stiffening  in  death  he  wrote  it,  witl 
his  warm  life's  blood  he  wrote  it  —  wrote  it  on  the  solemi 
brink  of  eternity.  His  spirit  lingered  in  his  flight  t 
unite  Francis  and  Amelia. 

Amelia.     Gracious  heaven !  it  is  his  own  hand,     f 
never  loved  me.  \_Rus?ies  c 

Francis  (stamping  the  f/rotmd).    Confusion  !  her  at 
born  heart  foils  all  my  cunning! 

Old  Moor.     Woe,  woe  !  forsake  me  not,  my  daught 
Francis,  Francis !  give  me  back  my  son  ! 
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Fbancts.  Who  was  it  tliat  curaed  him  F  Who  was  it 
that  drove  his  son  Into  buttle,  and  death,  and  despair  ? 
Oh,  he  was  an  angel,  a  jewel  of  heaven !  A  curse  on 
bis  destroyers !     A  curse,  a  curse  upon  yourself  I 

Old  Moor  (strikes  hin  breast  and  forehead  with  his 
clenched  Jiai).  He  was  an  augcI,  a  jewel  of  heaven  I  A 
curse,  a  ourae,  perdition,  a  curse  on  myself!  I  am  the 
father  who  slew  his  noble  son  !  He  loved  me  even  to 
death  !  To  expiate  ray  vengeance  he  rushed  into  battle 
and  into  death  !  Monster,  ifionster  that  I  am !  {He  rages 
against  himseff.) 

Francis.  He  is  gone.  What  avail  these  tardy  lament- 
ations? (with  a  Satanic  sneer.)  It  is  easier  to  niarder  than 
to  restore  to  life.  You  will  never  bring  him  back  from 
his  grave. 

Old  Hoor.     Never,  never,  never  bring  him  back  from 
the  grave!     Gone!   lost  for  ever!     And  you  it  was  that - 
beguiled  my  heart  to  curse  him  —  yori  —  you  —  Give  me 
back  my  son  1 

Francis,  Kousc  not  my  fury,  lest  I  forsake  you  even 
in  the  hour  of  death  ! 

Old  Moor,  Monster !  inhuman  monster !  Itestore  my 
son  to  me.  (Startu  from  the  chair  and  atte^npts  to  catch 
Francis  by  the  throat,  whoJUngs  him  back.) 

Francis.  Feeble  old  dotard  !  would  you  dare  ?  Die  ! 
despair !  [£!«'(. 

Old  Moor,  May  the  thunder  of  a  thousand  cursi's 
light  upon  thee!  thou  hast  robbed  meot  my  son.  (  Throw- 
ing himadf  about  in  his  chair  fuU  of  despair).  Alas  ! 
alas!  to  despair  and  yet  not  die.  They  dy,  they  forsake 
me  in  death;  my  guardian  angels  fly  from  me;  all  the 
saints  withdraw  from  the  hoary  murderer.  Oh,  misery! 
will  no  one  support  this  head,  no  one  release  this  strug- 
gling soul?  No  son,  no  daughter,  no  friend,  not  one 
hnman  being — will  no  one?  Alone  —  forsaken.  Woe, 
woe !     To  despair,  yet  not  to  die  I 

Miter  Amrlia,  her  eyes  red  with  weeping. 

Old  Moor.  Amelia!  messenger  of  heaven!  Art  thou 
oome  to  release  my  soul  ? 
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Amelia  (in  a  gentle  tone).  Yon  have  lost  a  noble 
Bon. 

Old  Moor.  Murdered  him,  vou  mean.  With  the 
weight  of  this  impeachment  I  Bhall  present  myBeH  before 
the  jadgment-eeat  of  God. 

Amelia.  Not  so,  old  man !  Our  heavenly  Father  has 
talien  him  to  liimself.  We  should  have  been  too  happy  in 
this  world.  Above,  above,  beyond  the  Htare,  we.a&all 
meet  a^in. 

Old  Moob.  Meet  again  I  Meet  again  1  Oh  t  it  will 
pierce  my  eoul  like  a  sword — should  i,  a  saint,  meet  him 
among  the  saints.  In  the  midst  of  heaven  the  horrors  of 
hell  will  strike  through  me  I  *  The  remembrance  of  that 
deed  will  cms))  me  in  the  presence  of  tlie  Eternal :  I  have 
murdered  my  8on! 

Amelia.  Oh,  his  smiles  will  chase  away  the  bitter  re- 
membrance from  your  soul!  Clieer  up,  dear  father!  1 
am  quite  cheerful.  Has  he  not  already  sung  the  name 
of  Amelia  to  listening  angels  on  seraphic  linrjis,  and  has 
not  heaven's  clioir  sweetly  echoed  it  ?  Was  not  his  last 
sigh,  Amelia?    And  will  not  Amelia  be  his  first  accent  of 

joy'' 

Old  Moor.  Heavenly  consolation  flows  from  yonr 
lips  !  Ho  will  smile  uijon  mo,  yon  (-ay?  He  will  foi^ive 
me?  Yoii  miiBt  stay  with  my,  beloved  of  my  Charles, 
when  I  die. 

Amelia.  To  die  is  to  fly  to  his  arms.  Oh,  how  bappy 
and  enviable  is  yonr  lot!  Would  that  mv  bones  were 
decayed!  —  that  my  hairs  were  gray!  'ft  oe  upon  the 
vigor  of  youth  !  Welcome,  dccrepid  age,  nearer  to  heaven 
and  my  Charles ! 

Riiter  FRAUria. 

Old  Moor.  Come  near,  my  son!  Forgive  me  if  I 
sjjoke  too  liainhly  to  yon  just  now !  I  forgive  yon  all.  I 
wish  to  yield  up  my  spirit  in  peace. 


^3 
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Francis.    Have  you  done  weeping  for  your  son  ?    F< 
auffht  that  I  see  you  had  but  one. 

Old  Moob.    Jacob  had  twelve  sons,  but  for  his  Josep 
he  wept  tears  of  blood. 

Francis.     Hum ! 

Old  Moor.  Bring  the  Bible,  my  daughter,  and  road 
to  me  the  story  of  Jacob  and  Joseph !  It  always  ap- 
peared to  me  so  touching,  even  before  I  myself  became  a 
Jacob. 

AicELiA.  What  part  shall  I  read  to  you  ?  ( Takes  U\e 
MibU  and  turns  ooer  the  lecwes,) 

Old  Moor.  Read  to  me  the  grief  of  the  bereaved 
father,  when  he  found  his  Joseph  no  more  among  his 
children ;  —  when  he  sought  him  m  vain  amidst  his  eleven 
sons ;  —  and  his  lamentation  when  he  heard  that  he  was 
taken  from  him  forever. 

Amelia  (reads).  ^'  And  they  took  Joseph's  coat,  and 
killed  a  kid  of  the  goats,  and  dipped  the  coat  in  the  blood  ; 
and  they  sent  the  coat  of  many  colors,  and  tliey  brought 
it  to  their  father,  and  said,  *  This  have  we  found  :  know 
now  whether  it  be  thy  son's  coat  or  no.'  (jExU  Francis 
suddetHy,)  And  he  knew  it  and  said,  *It  is  my  son's 
coat;  an  evil  beast  hath  devoured  him;  Joseph  is  with- 
out doubt  rent  in  pieces '  " 

Old  Moor  {falls  back  upon  the  pillaw).  An  evil 
beast  hath  devoured  Joseph  ! 

Amelia  (continues  reading).  *^  And  Jacob  rent  his 
clothes,  and  put  sackcloth  upon  his  loins,  and  mourned 
for  his  son  many  days.  And  all  his  sons  and  all  his 
daughters  rose  up  to  comfort  him,  but  he  refused  to  be 
comforted,  and  he  said,  '  For  I  will  go  down  into  the 
grave ' " 

Old  Moor.    Leave  off !  leave  off.     I  feel  very  ill. 

Amelia  (running  towards  him,  lets  faU  the  hook). 
Heaven  help  us !     What  is  this  ? 

Old  Moor.  It  is  death  —  darkness  —  is  waving  — 
before  my  eyes  —  I  pray  thee  —  send  for  the  minister  — 
that  he  may  —  give  me  —  the  Holy  Communion.  Where 
is  —  my  son  Francis  ? 

Amelia.    He  is  fled.    God  have  mercy  upon  us ! 

Old  Moob.    Fled  —  fled  from  his  fathers  deathbed  ? 
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And  IB  that  all  —  all  —  of  two  cbildren  full  of  proiuiee — 
thou  hast  given  —  thou  hast  —  taken  away  —  thy  name 

be 

AuBLiA  (tfiith  a  sudden  cry).    Dead  I  both  dead ! 

[.£!ct7  in  deytair. 

Enter  Fkamcis,  dancing  with  joy. 
Francis.  Dead,  they  cry,  dead  !  Now  am  I  master. 
Through  the  whole  castle  it  rings,  dead !  but  stay,  per- 
chance he  only  sleeps?  To  be  sure,  yes,  to  be  sure! 
that  certainly  is  a  sleep  after  wliich  no  "good-morrow" 
is  ever  said.  SItep  and  death  are  but  twin-brothers. 
We  will  for  once  change  their  names!  Excellent,  wel- 
come sleep!  We  will  call  thee  death!  {He  dose*  the 
eyes  of  Old  Moor.)  Who  now  will  coroe  forward  and 
diire  to  accuse  nic  at  the  bar  of  justice,  or  tell  me  to  my 
face,  thou  art  a  yillain?  Away,  then,  with  this  trouble- 
some mask  of  humility  and  virtue!  Now  you  shall  see 
Francis  as  he  is,  and  tremble !  My  father  was  over- 
gentle  in  his  deniandx,  turned  his  domain  into  a  family- 
circle,  sat  blandly  Einiling  at  the  gate,  and  saluted  his 
peasants  as  brethren  and  children.  My  brows  shall  lower 
upon  you  like  thunderclouds ;  my  lordly  name  shall 
hover  over  you  like  a  threatening  comet  over  the  moun- 
tains;  my  forehead  kIi.iH  be  your  weather-glass!  He 
would  (-arose  and  foiidlu  ilie  child  that  lifted  its  stubborn 
head  against  him.  Jiut  fondling  and  caressing  is  not  my 
mode.  I  will  drive  the  rowels  of  the  spur  into  their 
flesh,  and  give  the  scourge  a  trial.  Under  my  rule  it 
sIkiII  he  broiiijht  to  pass  that  potatoes  and  small-beer 
shall  be  coneidereil  a  holiday  treat ;  and  woo  to  him  who 
meets  my  eye  with  the  audacious  front  of  health.  Hag- 
gard want  uud  crouching  fear  are  my  insignia;  and  in 
thia  livery  I  will  clothe  ye.  [Exit. 

S<KNK  III.  —  Thb  Bokkmian  Woons. 
SpiKiiKi.riKKr,,  Kazmas,  a  troop  of  Robbers. 
Kaz.     Arc  you  oomo?     Jw  it  really  you  ?     Oh,  let  me 
si]iiefzp  tliec  into  a  jelly,  my  de.ir  heart  s  brother !     Wel- 
come to  iho  Bohemian  forests!     Why,  you  are  grown 
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q^uite  stoat  and  jolly !  You  have  brought  us  recruits  iu 
right  earnest,  a  little  army  of  them ;  you  are  the  very 
pnnce  of  orimpe. 

Spisgkl.  Eh,  brother?  Eh'i  And  proper  fellows  they 
are  I  You  must  coufeea  the  bleesing  of  heaven  is  visibly 
upon  me ;  I  was  a  poor,  hungry  wretch,  and  had  nothing 
but  this  staff  when  I  vent  over  the  Jordan,  and  nuw 
there  are  eigbt-and-seventy  of  us,  mostly  ruined  sho)i- 
keepers,  rejected  masters  of  arts,  and  law-olerks  from  tlie 
Swabian  provinces.  The^  are  a  rare  set  of  fellows, 
brother,  capital  fellows,  I  promise  you ;  they  will  steal 
you  the  very  buttons  off  each  other  s  trousers  in  perfect 
secnrity,  although  in  the  teeth  of  a  loaded  rousket,*  and 
they  live  in  clover  and  enjo^  a  reputation  for  forty  miles 
round,  whicb  is  quite  astonishing.  There  is  not  a  news- 
paper in  which  you  will  not  find  some  little  feat  or  other 
of  that  cunning  fellow,  Spiegelberg ;  I  take  in  the  papers 
for  nothing  else ;  they  have  described  me  from  head  to 
foot ;  you  would  think  you  saw  me ;  they  have  not 
forgotten  even  my  coat-buttons.  But  we  lead  them 
gloriously  by  the  nose.     The  other  day  I  went  to  the 

grinting-ufliue  and  pretended  that  I  had  seen  the  famous 
piegelberg,  dictated  to  a  penny-a-lioer  who  was  sitting 
there  the  exact  image  of  a  quack  doctor  in  the  town ; 
the  matter  gets  wind,  the  fellow  is  arrested,  put  to  the 
rack,  and  in  his  anguish  and  stupidity  he  confesses  — 
the  devil  take  me  if  he  does  not — confesses  that  he  is 
Spiegelberg.  Fire  and  fury  !  I  was  on  the  point  of 
giving  myself  up  to  a  m^strate  rather  than  have  my 
fair  ^me  marred  by  such  u  poltroon  ;  however,  within 
three  months  he  was  hanged.  I  was  obliged  to  stuff  a 
right  good  pinch  of  snuff  into  my  nose  as  some  time 
afterwards  I  was  passing  the  gibbet  and  saw  the  pseiido 
Spiegelberg  paraaing  there  in  all  his  glory;  and,  while 
Spiegelberg's  representative  is  dangling  by  the  neck,  the 
real  Spiegelberg  very  quietly  slips  himself  out  of  the 
noose,  and  makes  jolly  long  noses  behind  the  backs  of 
these  sagacious  wiseacres  of  tbe  law. 

>  Tlu  tctiBB  edlUoD  reidi.  "  Hang  foiu  hat  up  In  the  sun,  and  I'll  lake 
jtm  B  wuu-  K**  Kme.Uw  neit  mlouM,  aa  cleao  out  of  light  as  If  tbe  detll 
UMell  bad  w^«d  off  vlUl  it." 
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liAZ.  {laughing).  You  are  still  the  game  fellow  you 
always  were. 

Spieokl.  Ay,  sure  \  body  and  soul.  But  I  must  tell 
you  a  bit  of  fun,  my  boy,  wbich  I  had  the  other  day  in 
the  nunnery  of  St.  Austin.  We  fell  in  with  the  convent 
just  about  sunset;  and  as  I  had  not  fired  a  single 
cartridge  all  day,  —  you  know  I  hate  the  diemperdidi  as 
I  bate  death  itself,  —  I  was  determined  to  immortalise 
the  nigbt  by  some  glorious  exploit,  even  though  it  should 
cost  the  devil  one  of  his  ears !  *  We  kept  quite  quiet  till 
late  in  the  night.  At  last  all  is  as  still  as  a  mouse  —  the 
lights  are  extinguished.  We  fancy  the  nuns  must  be 
comfortably  tucked  up.  80  I  take  brother  Grimm  aloi^ 
with  me,  and  order  the  others  to  wait  at  the  gate  tul 
they  hear  my  whistle  —  I  secure  the  watchman,  take  the 
keys  from  him,  creep  into  the  maid -servants'  dormitory, 
take  away  all  their  clothei^  and  whisk  the  bundle  out  at 
the  window.  We  go  on  from  cell  to  cell,  take  away  the 
clothes  of  one  sister  aft«r  another,  and  lastly  those  of  the 
lady-abbess  herself.  Then  I  sound  my  whistle,  and  my 
fellows  outside  begin  to  stonn  and  halloo  as  if  doomsday 
was  at  hand,  and  away  tlicy  rush  with  the  devil's  own 
uproar  into  the  cells  of  the  sisters !  Ila,  ha,  ha !  You 
should  have  seen  the  game  —  how  the  poor  creatures 
were  groping  about  in  the  dark  for  their  petticoats, 
anil  how  they  took  on  when  they  found  they  were 
gone ;  ami  we,  in  the  meantime,  at  'em  like  very  devils  ; 
and  now,  terrified  and  aina7/?d,  they  wri^led  under  tlieir 
bedclothes,  or  cowered  H^ether  like  cats  behind  the 
stoves.  There  was  sneli  shrieking  and  lamentation ;  and 
then  the  old  beldame  of  an  abbess  —  you  know,  brother, 
there  is  nothing  in  the  world  I  hate  ao  much  as  .1  spider 
and  an  old  woniiin — so  you  m.iyjust  fancy  that  wrinkled 
old  li.ig  standing  naked  before  me,  conjuring  me  by  her 
maiden  modesty  forsooth!  Well,  I  was  determined  to 
make  shoit  work  of  it;  either,  said  I,  out  with  your 
plate  and  your  convent-jewels  and  all  your  shining  dol- 
lars, or  — my  fellows  knew  what  I  meant.  The  end  of  it 
was  I  brought  away  more  than  a  thousand  dollars'  worth  :' 


I 
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ont  of  the  convent,  to  say  nothing  of  the  fun,  which  nil 
tell  its  own  story  in  due  time. 

Rak.  {ttamping  on  the  ground).  Hang  it,  that  I  shouI< 
be  ftbeent  on  sticQ  an  ocoaaion'. 

SpuaKL.    Do  yon  see  t    Now  tell  me,  is  not  that  life 

Til  that  whioh  keeps  one  fresh  and  hale,  and  hraces  th< 

bodr  BO  that  it  swetla  hourly  like   an  abbot's  paunch ;  1 

don  t  know,  but  I  think.  1  must  be  endowed  with  soini 

magnetic  property,  which  attracts  all  the  vagabonds  oi 

the  face  of  the  earth  towards  me  like  steel  and  iron. 

.  Raz.    a  precious  magnet,  indeed.    But  I  should  liki 

f  to  know,  I'll  be  hauged  if  I  should'nt,  what  witchcraf 

I  you  use  ? 

V  Spikcikl.     Witchcraft?    No  need  of  witchcraft.     Al 

'^  it  wants  is  a  head  —  a  certain  practical  capacity  which,  o 

course,  is  not  taken  in  with  every  spoonful  of  barle] 
meal ;  for  you  know  I  have  always  said  that  an  hones 
man  may  be  carved  out  of  any  willow  stump,  but  t*. 
make  a  rogue  you  must  have  brains;  besides  wliich  i 
requires  a  national  genius  —  a  certain  rascal-climate  —  b( 
I  to  speak.* 

I  Raz.    Brother,  I  have  heard  Italy  celebrated  for  iti 

'  artists. 

\  Spisobl.     Yea,  yea!    Give  the  devil  his  due,     Italj 

'  makes  a  very  noble  figure ;  and  if  (xennany  goes  on  as  i 

has  begun,  and  if  the  Bible  guts  fairly  kicked  out,  of  wliicl 
there  is  every  prospect,  Germany,  too,  may  in  time  arrivi 
at  something  respectable ;  hut  I  should  tell  you  that  climat 
does  not,  after  all,  do  such  a  wonderful  deal ;  genius  thrivei 
everywhere  ;  and  as  for  the  rest,  brother,  a  crab,  yoi 
know,  will  never  become  a  pineapple,  not  even  in  I'.ira 
dise.  But  to  pursue  onr  subject,  where  did  I  leave  off 
Raz.  You  were  going  to  tell  me  about  your  strata 
gems. 

Spiegkl.    Ah,  yes!  my  stratagems.     Wtfll,  when  yoi 
get  into  a  town,  the  first  thing  is  to  fish   out  from  th< 

•  In  tbe  flnt  (uid  rappitwedl  edlUon  «- 


tlni  la  wkal  ItrUt  l»t  Ihi^rt  Alhns.- 

•-" god  from  nil  th*  iiibflequf- -.  „. 

tnaglstral^i.  wild  madr  n  tamikl  compUlDC  <>( 


m  rAnfallx  flTpungfld  f rom  nil  th«  iiibflequfut  mlitli 
tnea  toibi  Onior ' " '-  -  " '  — 


Blfiohtller  tol>«feT«relT™buliei1  bv  thcGnnd  Doke.  Tito  In 

fonu  oiM  of  tbe  tfodm  In  onr  aattuiT'i  hlitorT. 
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beadles,  watch meo,- and  tumkeya,  who  are  their  best  coft- 
tomerB,  and  for  these,  accordingly,  yoa  must  look  oat ; 
then  ensconce  yourself  snugly  in  ooffee-faoufies,  brothels, 
and  beer-shops,  and  observe  woo  cry  out  most  i^ainst  the 
cheapness  of  the  times,  the  reduced  five  per  cents.,  and 
the  increasing  nuisance  of  police  regulations ;  who  rail 
the  loudest  against  government,  or  decry  physiognomical 
science,  and  sucb  like?  These  are  the  right  sort  of  fel- 
lows, brother.  Their  honesty  is  as  loose  as  a  hollow  tooth  ; 
you  have  only  to  apply  your  pincers.  Or  a  shorter  and 
even  better  plan  is  to  drop  a  full  purse  in  the  public 
highway,  conce.il  yourself  somewhere  near,  and  mark  who 
finds  it.  Presently  after  you  come  running  up,  search, 
proclaim  your  loss  aloud,  and  ask  him,  as  it  were  casually, 
"  Have  you  perchance  picked  up  a  purse,  sir  ?  "  If  he  says 
"  Yes,"  why  then  the  devil  fails  you.  But  it  he  denies  it. 
with  a  "  pardon  me,  sir,  I  remember,  I  am  sorry,  sir,"  (A« 
Jumps  (//(),  then,  brother,  you've  done  the  trick.  Extin- 
guish your  lantern,  cunning  Diogenes,  you  have  found 
your  match. 

TCaz.     You  are  an  accomplished  practitioner. 

SpiEdEL.  My  (xod  !  As  if  tliat  had  ever  been  doubted. 
Well,  then,  when  yon  have  got  your  man  into  the  net, 
you  must  take  great  care  to  land  him  cleverly.  Yon  see, 
my  Hon,  the  way  I  have  managed  is  thus :  as  soon  as  I 
was  on  the  scent  I  stuck  to  my  candidate  like  a  leech ;  I 
drank  brotherhood  with  him,  and,  »ofa  bene,  you  must 
always  pay  the  score.  That  costs  a  pretty  penny,  it  is 
true,  but  never  mind  that.  You  must  go  further ;  intro- 
duce him  to  gaming-houses  and  brothels;  entangle  him  in 
broils  and  rogueries  till  lie  becomes  bankrupt  in  health 
and  strength,  in  purse,  conscience,  and  reputation;  for  I 
must  tell  you,  by  the  way,  that  yon  will  make  nothing  of 
it  unless  you  ruin  both  body  and  soul.  Believe  nie, 
brother,  and  1  have  experienced  it  more  than  fifty  times 
in  my  extensive  ]iractiee,  that  when  the  honest  man  is 
once  ousted  from  his  stronghold,  the  ilfvil  has  it  ^Uhis 
own  way  —  the  transition  is  then  as  easy  as  from  a  whore 
to  a  devotee.     But  hark  !     What  bang  was  that? 

Raz.     It  was  thunder  ;  go  on. 

Spikgel.     Or,  there  is   a  yet  shorter  and  still  better 
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way.  Yon  strip  yoar  man  of  all  he  has,  even  to  his  very 
shirt,  and  tb«n  he  will  come  to  you  of  his  own  accord  ; 
you  won't  teach  ine  to  suck  eggs,  brother ;  ask  that 
oopper-faced  fellow  there.  My  eyea,  how  neatly  I  ^ol 
him  into  my  medhes.  I  showed  liim  forty  ducats,  w)ilch 
I  promised  to  give  bira  if  he  would  bring  me  an  impres- 
aioD  in  wax  of  nis  master's  keys.  Only  tiiink,  the  stupid 
brute  not  only  does  this,  but  actually  l)riiigs  me  —  I'll  be 
hanged  if  he  did  not  —  the  kej^s  tbemBclves  ;  and  then 
tbuiKS  to  get  the  mouey.  "Sirrah,"  said  I,  "are  you 
aware  that7  am  going  to  carry  these  keys  straight  to  the 
lieutenant  of  police,  and  to  bespeak  a  place  for  you  on 
the  gibbet  ?  "  By  the  powers  !  you  shoiild  have  seen  how 
the  simpleton  opened  his  eyes,  and  began  to  shake  from 
head  to  foot  like  a  dripping  poodle.    "For  heaven's  sake, 

air,  do  bnt  consider.     1   will  —  will" "What   will 

yoH  ?  Will  you  at  once  cut  your  stick  and  go  to  the  devil 
with  me  ?"  "  Oh,  with  all  my  heart,  with  great  pleasure." 
Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  my  fine  fellow  ;  toasted  cheese  is  the  thing 
to  catch  mice  with  ;  do  have  a  good  laugh  at  him,  Ras- 
man  ;  ha  !  ha!  ha! 

Raz.  Yes,  yes,  I  must  confess.  I  shall  inscribe  that 
lesson  in  letters  of  gold  upon  the  tablet  of  niy  brain. 
Satan  must  know  his  people  right  well  to  have  chosen 
Tou  for  his  factor. 

Spiegel.  Eh,  brother?  Eh?  And  if  I  help  him  to  half 
a  score  of  fellows  he  will,  of  course,  let  me  off  scotrf ree  — 
publishers,  you  know,  always  give  one  copy  in  ten  gratis 
to  those  who  collect  Bubscribers  for  them  ;  why  should  the 
devil  be  more  of  a  Jew  ?    Rnzinan,  I  smell  powder. 

Raz.  Zounds !  I  smelt  it  long  ago.  You  may  de|)en'l 
upon  it  there  has  being  something  going  forward  here- 
abouts. Yes,  yea  !  I  can  tell  you,  Sjiiegelberg,  you  will 
be  welcome  to  our  captain  with  your  recruits ;  he,  loo, 
has  got  bold  of  some  brave  fellows. 

SpisaBL.     But  look  at  mine !  at  mine  here,  bah ! 

Raz.  Well,  well !  they  may  be  tolerably  expert  in  the 
finger  department,  but,  I  tell  you,  the  fame  of  our  cap- 
tain has  tempted  even  some  honorable  men  to  join  his 
staff. 

SpiEfiSL.     So  much  the  worse. 
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Uaz.  Witliout  joking.  And  they  are  not  ashamed  to 
serve  under  such  a  leader.  He  does  not  commit  murder 
as  we  (to  Cor  the  sake  of  plunder, ;  and  as  to  money,  as 
soon  as  he  had  plenty  of  it  at  command,  he  did  not  seem 
to  care  a  straw  for  it ;  and  his  third  of  the  booty,  wliich 
belongs  to  him  of  right,  he  gives  away  to  orphans,  or 
supports  promising  young  men  with  it  at  college.  But 
should  he  happen  to  get  a  country  squire  into  his  cimtches 
who  grinds  down  his  peasants  like  cattle,  or  some  gold- 
laced  villain,  who  warps  the  law  to  his  own  purposes, 
and  hoodwinks  the  eyes  of  justice  with  his  gold,  or  any 
chap  of  that  kidney  ;  then,  my  boy,  he  is  in  his  element, 
and  rnges  like  a  very  devil,  as  if  every  fibre  in  his  body 
wore  a  fury. 

Spieoki..    Humph ! 

I{az.  The  other  day  we  were  told  at  a  tavoin  that  a 
rich  count  from  Hatisbon  was  about  to  pass  through,  who 
had  gained  the  day  in  a  suit  worth  a  million  of  money  by 
the  craftiness  of  his  lawyer.  The  cajitnin  was  just  sitting 
down  to  a  game  of  backgammon.  "  How  many  of  us  are 
there '/ "  said  he  to  me,  rising  in  haste.  I  saw  him  bite 
his  nether  lip,  which  he  never  does  except  when  he  is 
very  determined.  "Not  more  than  live,"  I  re)>lied. 
"  Thai's  enough,"  he  said  ;  threw  his  score  on  the  table, 
left  the  wine  lie  had  ordered  untouched,  and  off  we  went. 
The  whole  time  he  did  not  utter  a  syllahie,  but  walked 
aloof  ami  alone,  only  asking  us  from  time  to  time  whether 
we  heard  anything,  nnd  now  and  then  desiring  us  to  lay 
our  ears  to  the  gi-ound.  At  last  the  count  came  in  sight, 
liis  carriage  heavily  laden,  the  lawyer,  seated  by  his  aide, 
an  outrider  in  advance,  and  two  horsemen  riding  behind. 
Then  you  should  have  seen  the  man.  With  a  pistol  in 
each  hmid  he  ran  before  us  to  the  carriage, —  and  the 
voice  with  which  he  thundered,  "Halt!"  The  coachman, 
who  would  no!  halt,  was  soon  toppled  from  bis  box ;  the 
couTit  lired  out  of  the  carriage  and  missed — the  horse- 
man fled.  "  Your  money,  rascal ! "  cried  Moor,  with  hie 
xtetitorinn  voice.  The  count  lay  like  a  bullock  under  the 
axe ;  "  And  are  you  the  rogue  who  tunis  justice  into  a 
ven:ii  prostitute?"  The  lawyer  shook  till  his  teeth 
cliattiTed  .igaiii ;  and  a  dagger  soon  stuck  in  hii  body, 
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like  a  stake  in  n  vineyard.  "  I  have  done  my  part,"  cried 
the  captain,  turning  proudly  away ;  "  the  plunder  la  yoiir 
affair."    And  with  tliis  he  vanished  into  the  forest. 

Bpikosl.  Hum  I  hnm  I  Brother,  what  I  told  you  just 
now  remains  between  ourselves ;  there  is  no  occasion  for 
Lis  knowing  it.    You  anderstand  me  ? 

Raz.    ^  ea,  yea,  I  understand  ! 

Spiegel.  You  know  the  man !  He  has  his  own 
notions !     Yon  understand  me  ? 

Raz.    Oh,  I  quite  understand. 

{Enter  Scuwabz  at  fuU  speed). 

Who's  there?  What  is  the  matter?  Any  travellers  in 
the  forest? 

ScHWARZ.  Quick,  quick  I  Where  are  the  others? 
Zounds  !  there  you  stand  gossiping  !  Don't  yon  know  — 
do  you  know  nothing  of  it? —  that  poor  Roller 

Raz.     What  of  him?    What  ofliim  ? 

Sthwarz.  He's  hanged,  that's  all,  and  four  others  with 
him 

Raz.  Roller  hanged ?  S'death  !  when?  Huw  do  you 
know  ? 

ScHWARZ.  He  has  been  in  limbo  more  than  three 
weeks,  and  we  knew  nothing  of  it.  Ke  wau  )>rought  uji 
for  examination  three  several  days,  and  still  we  liear<l 
nothing.  They  put  him  to  the  rack  to  make  him  toll 
where  the  captain  was  to  be  found  —  but  the  brave  fellow 
would  not  slip.  Yesterday  he  got  his  sentence,  and  this 
morning  was  dispatched  express  to  the  devil 

Raz.    Confound  it  1    Does  the  captain  know  ? 

ScnwAKZ.  He  heard  of  it  only  yesterday,  lie  foamed 
like  a  wild  boar.  You  know  that  Roller  was  always  an 
especial  favorite ;  and  then  the  rack  !  Ropes  and  scnling- 
ladders  were  conveyed  to  the  prison,  but  in  v.ain.  Moor 
himself  got  access  to  him  disguised  as  a  Oajiucliin  monk. 
and  proposed  to  change  clothes  with  him ;  but  Roller 
absolutely  refused  ;  whereupon  the  captain  swore  an  oath 
that  made  onr  very  flesh  creep.  He  vowed  that  he  would 
light  a  funeral  pile  for  him,  such  ns  had  never  yet  graced 
the  bier  of  royalty,  one  that  should  burn  them  all  to 
cinders.     I  fear  for  the  city.     He  has  long  owed   it  a 
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ff radge  for  its  mtol«r«ble  bigotry ;  -anci  yoa  know,  when 
he  ssfB  "I'll  do  it,"  the  thing  is  ugood  as  done. 

Raz.  That  is  true  1  I  know  the  cuttwn.  If  he  had 
pledged  bia  word  to  the  devil  to  go  to  hell  he  never  would 
pray  again,  thoagh  half  a  jtater-noat^  wonld  take  him  to 
neaven.     Alas!  poor  Roller]  —  poor  Roller! 

Bfikobl.  Mentento  m&ri/  But  it  does  not  concern 
me.     {JTums  a  tune). 

Should  I  happen  to  pua  the  gallowa  itone, 
I  shall  just  take  aaight  with  one  eye, 

And  think  to  myaelf,  you  may  dangle  alone, 
Who  now,  sir,  *b  the  fool,  you  or  If 

Raz.     (Jitmp^tff  vp).    Hark  I  a  shot !     {^rinff  tmd 
noise  is  heitrdoehiml  the  scenes). 
Spieoei..     Another ! 
Raz.     And  another  t     The  captain  I 

(  Voices  fie/iitul  the  scenes  are  heard  tinging). 

The  Niirnberg^rs  deem  it  the  wisest  plan. 
Never  to  hang  till  they've  caught  their  man. 

Da  capo. 

Sr-invKiTZRR  and  Roli.kr  (behind  the  scenes).  Holla, 
ho!     Holla,  ho! 

Kaz.     lEolier!  by  all  the  devile!  Roller! 

SfHWBiTZER  and  Roller  (sti/i  behind  the  scenes). 
liazmnn!    Si-liwarz!  Spicgelberg  !  Razman! 

Raz.  Roller!  Schweitzer!  Thunder  and  lightning! 
Fire  and  fury  !     (They  run  toienrds  htm.) 

Enter  Ceiarlr»  vo\  Moor  ((»*  AoraeAaci),  Schweitzer, 

Kur.LKK,  (JRiMM,  SrHUFTKKLE,  a/j(/a  troop  c>/'Robbbrb 

coorrfd  with  dust  and  mud). 

Ci\AnLT.mfi:apinff from  his  horse)  Liberty!  Liberty!  — 
Thou  ui-t  on  terra  Jirma,  Roller!  Take  my  horse, 
Schweitzer,  and  wash  him  with  wine.  ( TTtrotee  hinuelf 
on  the  i/round.)     That  was  hot  work  t 

Raz.  {to  Roller).  Well,  by  the  fires  of  Pluto!  Art 
tlioTi  risen  from  the  wheel  ? 
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ScHWAKiL  Art  thou  hU  ghost?  or  am  I  a  foolV  or  art 
thou  realty  the  man  ? 

RoLLZB  (sliU  breathieM),  The  identical  —  alive  — 
whole.  —  Wn^  do  you  think  I  come  from  ? 

ScHWABZ.  It  would  puzzle  a  witch  to  tell !  The  staff 
was  already  broken  over  you. 

RoLLEK.  Ay,  that  it  was,  and  more  than  that  I  I 
come  straightway  from  the  gallowN.  Only  let  me  get  my 
breath.  Schweitzer  will  tell  you  all.  Give  me  a  glass  of 
braudy!  You  there  too,  Spiegelberg!  I  thought  we 
should  have  met  again  in  another  place.  But  give  me  a 
glass  of  brandy !  my  bones  are  tumbling  to  pieces.  Oh, 
my  captain  !     Where  is  my  captain  ? 

ScHWARZ.  Have  patience,  man,  have  patience.  Just 
tell  me — say  —  come,  let's  hear  —  how  did  you  escape? 
In  the  name  of  wonder  how  came  we  to  get  you  back 
again?  My  brain  ia  bewildered.  From  the  gallows, 
you  say? 

RoLLEH  (meallouia  a  fiadc  vf  brandy).  Ah,  that  is 
capital  I  that  warms  tbe  inaide !  Straight  from  the  gal- 
lows, I  tell  you.  You  stand  there  and  stare  as  if  that 
was  impossible.  I  can  assure  you,  I  was  not  more  tlian 
three  paces  from  that  blessed  ladder,  on  which  I  was  to 
mount  to  Abraham's  bosom  —  so  near,  so  very  near,  tiiat 
I  was  sold,  skin  and  all,  to  the  dissecting-room!  The 
fee-simple  of  my  life  was  not  worth  a  pinch  of  snuff.  To 
the  captain  I  am  indebted  for  breath,  and  liberty,  and 
life. 

ScHWEiTZBR.  It  waa  a  trick  worth  the  telHng.  We 
bad  heard  the  day  before,  through  our  spies,  that  Roller 
was  in  the  devil's  own  pickle;  and  unless  the  vault  of 
heaven  fell  in  suddenly  lie  won]d,on  the  morrow  —  that  is, 
to-day  —  go  the  way  of  all  flesh.  Up  !  saye  tlie  captain, 
and  follow  me — what  is  not  a  friend  worth?  Whether 
we  save  him  or  not,  we  will  at  least  light  him  up  a  funeral 
pile  such  as  never  yet  honored  royalty;  one  which  shall 
turn  them  blaok  and  blue.  The  whole  troop  waa  sutn- 
nioned.  We  sent  Roller  a  trusty  messenger,  who  con- 
veyed the  notice  to  him  in  a  little  billet,  which  he  slipped 
into  his  porridge 

RoLLEB.    I  had  but  sniall  hope  of  success. 
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SoRWKiTZBB.  We  waited  till  the  thortaghfarM  were 
clear.  The  whole  towu  waa  out  after  the  aight; 
equestrians,  pedeetriaas,  carriages,  all  pell-tnell ;  the  noise 
and  the  gibbet-psalm  sounded  far  ana  wiae.  Now,  aays 
the  captain,  ligat  up,  light  up  I  We  all  flew  like  darts ; 
they  set  fire  to  the  city  in  three-and-thirty  places  at  once; 
threw  burning  firebrwids  on  the  powder-magaane,  and 
into  the  churches  and  granaries.  MoMtu!  in  leaa  than 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  a  northeaster,  whkh,  like  ua,  nnst 
hare  owed  a  grudge  to  the  city,  came  seasonably  to  our 
aid,  and  helped  to  lift  the  flames  up  to  the  highest  ^iA<^. 
Meanwhile  we  ran  up  and  down  the  streets  like  tnries, 
crying,  firo !  ho!  fire!  ho]  in  every  direction.  There 
was  such  howling  —  screaming — tumult  —  fire4>ella  toll- 
ing. And  presently  the  jwicder-inagaElne  blew  up  into 
the  air  witli  a  crash  ns  if  the  enrth  were  rent  in  twain, 
heaven  l)urst  to  shivers,  and  hell  sunk  ten  thousand 
fathoms  deeper. 

Roller.  Now  my  gunrds  looked  behind  then)  —  there 
lay  the  city,  like  Sodom  and  Gomorrah  —  the  whole  hori- 
zon was  one  mass  of  fire,  brimstone,  Jind  smoke;  and 
forty  hills  echoed  and  reflected  the  infernal  prank  far  and 
wide.  A  panic  ceizcd  them  all  —  I  take  advantage  of  the 
moment,  and,  quick  as  lightning  —  my  fetters  had  been 
taken  off,  so  nearly  was  my  time  come  —  while  my  guards 
were  looking  away  petrified,  like  Lot's  wife,  I  shot  off — 
tore  through  the  erowd  — and  away!      After  running 


sixty  paces  I  throw  oft  my  clothes,  plunge  into  the 

,  and  swim  along  under  water  till  I  think  they  have 

lost  sio:ht  of  me.    My  captain  stood  ready,  with  horses 


and  clothes  —  and  here  I  nni.  Moor !  Moor !  I  only  wish 
that  you  may  soon  get  into  just  such  another  scrape  thai 
I  may  requite  yon  in  like  manner. 

Raz.  A  brutal  wish,  for  which  you  deserve  to  be 
hanged.     It  was  a  glorious  prnnk,  though. 

Roi.LKH.  It  was  help  iu  need  ;  you  cannot  judge  of  it. 
You  should  have  marched,  like  me,  with  a  rope  round 
your  neck,  tr.ivetling  to  ymir  grave  iu  the  living  body, 
nnd  seen  their  lioirid  sacramental  forms  and  hangman  s 
cerenionicH  —  nnd  then,  nt  every  reluctant  step,  as  the 
Struggling  feet  were  thrust  forward,  to  see  the  infernal 
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machine,  on  which  I  was  U>  be  elevated,  glaring  more  and 
more  hideonsly  in  the  blaze  of  a  noonday  sun  —  and  the 
hangman's  rascallions  watching  for  their  prey  —  and  the 
horrible  pBaiin-ainging — the  cursed  twang  still  rings  in 
my  ears  —  and  the  screeching  hangry  ravens,  a  whole 
flight  of  them,  who  were  hovering  over  the  half-rotten 
oarcaas  of  ray  predecessor.  To  see  all  this  —  ay,  more,  to 
have  a  foretaste  of  the  blessedness  which  was  in  store  for 
me  !  Brother,  brother !  And  then,  all  of  a  sudden,  the 
signal  of  deliverance.  It  was  an  explosion  as  if  the  vault 
of  heaven  were  rent  in  twain.    Hark  ye,  fellows !  I  tell 

?'ou,  if  a  man  were  to  leap  out  of  a  fiery  furnace  into  a 
reezing  lake  he  could  not  feel  the  contrast  half  so 
Btrongly  as  I  did  when  I  gained  the  opposite  shore. 

Spikokl.  {Laugkg.)  Poor  wretch  !  Well,  yon  have 
got  over  iL  (Pledffea  him).  Here's  to  a  happy  regen- 
eration ! 

Roller  {flings  awai/  his  glass).  No,  by  all  the 
treasures  of  Mammon,  I  should  not  like  to  go  through  it 
a  second  time.  Death  is  something  more  than  a  harle- 
quin's leap,  and  its  terrors  are  even  worse  than  death 
itself. 

Spikhbl.  And  the  powder-magazine  leaping  into  the 
air !  Don't  you  see  it  now,  Razman  ?  That  was  tlic 
reason  the  air  stunk  so,  for  mHes  round,  of  brimstone,  as 
if  the  whole  wardrobe  of  Moloch  was  being  aired  under 
the  open  firmament.  It  was  a  master-stroke,  captain ! 
I  envy  you  for  it, 

SCRWEiTzitR.  If  the  town  makes  it  a  holiday-treat  to 
see  our  comrade  killed  by  a  baited  hog,  why  the  devil 
should  we  scruple  to  sacrifice  the  city  for  the  rescue  of 
onr  comrade  ?  And,  by  the  way,  our  fellows  had  the 
extra  treat  of  being  able  to  plunder  worse  than  the  old 
emperor.    Tell  me,  what  have  you  sacked? 

One  or  the  Tboop.  I  crept  into  St.  Stephen's  church 
during  the  hubbub,  and  tore  the  gold  lace  from  the  altar- 
cloth.  The  patron  saint,  thought  I  to  myself,  can  make 
gold  lace  out  of  packthread. 

ScHWEiTZKR.  'Twas  well  done.  What  is  the  use  of 
Boch  rnbbish  in  a  church  ?  They  offer  it  to  the  Creator, 
who  despises  such  trumpery,  while  they  leave  his  creatures 
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to  die  of  hunger.    And  70a,  Sprauler  —  where  iH  joa 

throvyournetP 

A  Sbgomd.  I  ftnd  Briial  broke  into  a  meroliant'i  atore, 
and  hwe  brooeht  ittiffi  enongh  with  u  to  aerve  flf^  men. 

A  Thibd.  Ibave  filebed  two  gold  wMohoa  uid  » dozen 
silver  spoona. 

ScBWKiTZBB.  WeU  done,  well  done  I  And  we  have 
lighted  them  a  bonfire  that  will  take  a  forttu^t  to  pot 
oat  a^n.  And,  to  get  rid  of  the  flre,  they  must  ruin  the 
city  with  water.  Im  yoa  kaow,  Sohi^fterle,  how  many 
Hvea  have  been  loatP 

ScHUF.  Bigfaty4hree,  they  lay.  The  powder^au^pwne 
idone  blew  threeeoora  to  atoma. 

Cbablis  (MTjr  atrioudjf).  Roller,  thon  art  dearly 
bon^t. 

ScnnF.  Bah  !  bah !  What  of  that?  If  they  had  but 
been  men  it  would  have  been  another  matter  —  but  tbey 
were  babes  in  swaddling  clothefl,  and  ehrivelled  old  nurses 
that  kept  the  fliea  from  them,  and  dried-up stove-equattera 
who  could  not  crawl  to  the  door  —  patients  whining  for 
the  doctor,  who,  with  his  stately  gravity,  was  marching  to 
the  sport.  All  that  had  the  use  of  their  legs  had  gone 
forth  in  the  sight,  and  nothing  remained  at  home  but  the 
dregs  of  the  city. 

Charles.  Alas  for  the  poor  creatur<>a !  Sick  people, 
sayest  thon,  old  men  and  infanta? 

ScHiTP.  Ay,  the  derti  go  with  them!  And  Iving-in- 
women  into  thn  bai^in  ;  and  women  far  eone  with  child, 
who  were  afraid  of  miscarrying  under  the  gibbet ;  and 
young  mothers,  who  thought  tne  sight  might  do  them  a 
mischief,  and  mark  the  gallows  upon  the  foreheads  of 
their  unborn  babes  —  poor  poets,  without  a  shoe,  because 
their  only  pair  had  been  sent  to  the  cobbler  to  mend  — 
and  other  such  vermin,  not  worth  the  trouble  of  mention- 
ing. As  I  chanced  to  pass  by  a  cottage  I  heard  a  great 
squalling  inside.  I  looked  in;  and,  when  I  came  to  ex- 
amine, what  do  you  think  it  was?  Why,  an  infant — a 
'plump  and  ruddy  urchin  —  lying  on  the  floor  nnder  a 
table  which  was  just  beginning  to  burn.  Poor  little 
':  wretch !  said  I,  you  will  be  cold  there,  and  with  that  I 
.  threw  it  into  the  flames 
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Cbablbs.  Indeed,  Schufterle  ?  Then  may  thosefiames 
tram  ia  thy  bosom  to  all  eterDity!  Avaunt,  moneter! 
Never  let  me  see  thee  again  in  my  troop !  What  I  Do  i 
you  munnur?  Do  you  hesitate?  Who  dares  hesitate/ 
when  I  command  ?  Away  with  liim,  I  say  I  And  there  ( 
are  others  among  yon  ripe  for  my  vengeance.  I  know  / 
thee,  Spiegelbei^.  But  I  will  step  in  among  you  ere  long,  ^ 
and  hold  a  {earnil  master-roll.  {^Ereunt,  trembling. 

CUARI.KG  {alone,  walking  up  and  down  in  great  agita- 
tion). Hear  them  not,  thou  avenger  in  heaven!  How 
can  I  avert, it?  Art  thou  to  blame,  ?reat  God,  if  thy 
engines,  pestilence,  and  famine,  and  floods,  overwhelm 
the  just  with  the  unjust  F  JlTho  can  stay  the  fiamvvhich 
is  kindled  to  deflt;oy.JJieiion*ei'8-Be«t,  from  extending  to 
the  biessed  harvest?  OJij^fieon  the  iilaughter  of  women, 
and^hildren,  and  the  sidP^ow  this  deed  weighs  me 
down!  Tt  h5B.4M>iBDned  my  fairest  achievements!  There 
he^'Srafide,  poor  fool,  abashed  and  disgraced  in  the  sight 
of  heaven  ;  the  boy  that  presumed  to  wield  Jove's  thun- 
der, and  overthrew  pigmies  when  he  should  have  crushed 
Titans.  Go,  go !  'tia  not  for  thee,  puny  son  of  clay,  to 
wield  the  avenging  sword  of  sovereign  justice !  Thou 
didst  fail  at  thy  first  essay.  Here,  then,  1  renounce  the 
audacious  scheme.  I  go  to  hide  myself  in  some  deep 
cleft  of  the  earth,  where  no  daylight  will  be  witness  of 
my  shame.     {He  ia  about  tojly.) 

.Enter  a  Robber  hurriedly. 

Robber.    Look  out,  captain !    There  is  mischief  in  the 

wind!     Whole  detachments  of  Bohemian   cavalry   are 

scouring  the  forests.     That  infernal  bailiff  must  have  Le- 

trayed  ns. 

^r^er  more  Robbers. 
2d  Robber.     Captain  I    captain  !    they  have  tracked 
us  1    Some  thousands  of  them  are  forming  a  cordon  round 
the  middle  forest. 

J%{«r  more  Robbers  again. 

3d  Robber.    Woe,  woe,  woe  I  we  are  all  taken,  hanged 

drawn,  and  quartered.    Thousands  of  hussars,  drt^ons. 
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ami  {.-liasseurs  are  ronsUring  on  the  lieightn,  nnd  ffiiard 
all  tlie  passes.  [Exit  Chaulbs  von  Moor. 

.  £iiter  SriiwEiTZRK,  Grimu,  Roller,  Schwarz,  Schuf^ 
TKKt.K,  KriRUlfLBERG,  ItAZUAN,  and t/ie  wAole  troop. 

Si-iovKiTZKK.  Ha !  Have  we  routed  them  out  of  their 
feal)iur-)M.'ils  at  last  ?  Come,  be  jolly,  Roller  I  I  have 
lung  wisbetl  to  liavu  a  bout  with  those  knights  of  the 
bread-basket.  Where  is  the  capUun  ?  Ii  the  whole  troop 
aswiiibled?    1  liof>e  we  have  pow<ler  enough? 

Raz.  Powder,  I  believe  you ;  but  we  are  only  eighty 
ill  all  and  therefoi-e  scarcely  one  to  twenty. 

SuHWKiTzBa.  Ho  much  the  better !  And  though  there 
were  fifty  against  my  great  toe-nail  —  fellows  who  have 
waited  till  we  lit  the  straw  under  their  very  seits. 
Brother,  brother,  there  is  nothing  to  fear.  They  sell 
tlieir  livex  for  ten{)enci,' ;  and  are  we  not  fighting  for  our 
H'^iiks':'  We  will  )iour  into  tlieni  like  a  dehige,  and  tire 
volleys  up'>n  tlidr  Iicadis  like  crashes  of  thunder.  But 
where  the  devil  U  the  cafitain. 

Si'iKKtiL.  He  fori^Hkt.'d  us  in  this  extremity.  Is  there 
nu  bi>tn.'  of  i-sc:ipe  ? 

SrtKiiKL.     Oh,  that  I  had  tarried  in  Jernsalem! 

Si.'iiwKiTZEit.  I  wish  vou  were  choked  in  a  cesspool, 
ytu  |iiillry  rowitrd  !  \\  ith  defenceless  nuns  you  »re  :i 
misriity  iii:i[i;  but  at  xi^ht  of  a  pair  of  fists  a  confirmed 
tiiw.ik  !  Xow  show  youi-  courape  or  you  shall  be  sewn  np 
alive  in  an  aas'a  hide  and  bailed  to  death  with  dogs, 

Uaz.     The  captain  !   the  cajitain! 

Ritfr  Charles  (nfieaihir/  shvrli/  to  ftinuelf), 

OfiARi.r:s.     I  liave  allowed  Iheni  to  be  hemmed  in  on 

every  sidi'.      >»i)w    thev  must  fight  with  the  energy  of 

despair,      (AIoikI)     Now  my  lioye!   now  for  it!     We 

must  fiffhl  like  wounded  lionrs,  or  we  are  utterly  lost ! 

S<:iiwKiTZEi{.  Hn!  I'll  rip  them  open  with  my  tusks, 
till  their  entrails  jirotrude  by  the  yard !  Lead  on,  c.iptain ! 
we  will  follow  vou  into  the  very  jaws  of  death. 

CnAULEs.  dliarge  all  your  arras!  You've  plenty  of 
powder,  I  hope? 
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ScRWzrTZBB  (witA  energy).  Powder?  ay,  enoagh  to 
blow  the  earth  up  to  the  mooD. 

Raz.  Every  one  of  as  baa  five  brace  of  pintolB,  ready 
loaded,  and  three  carbines  to  boot. 

Chabus.  Good  1  good !  Now  some  of  you  must 
climb  up  tbo  trees,  or  conceal  yourselves  in  the  thickets, 
and  some  fire  upon  them  in  ambush  — 

ScHWBiTZER.     That  part  will  suit  you,  Spiegelbei^. 

Charles.  The  rest  will  follow  nie,  am)  fall  upon  their 
flanks  like  furies. 

ScBWBiTZEB.    There  will  I  be  t 

Charles.  At  the  same  time  let  every  man  make  his 
whistle  ring  through  the  forest,  and  gallop  about  in  every 
direction,  so  that  our  numbers  may  appear  the  more 
formidable.  And  let  all  the  dogs  be  uncnained,  and  set 
on  npon  their  ranks,  that  they  may  be  broken  and  dis- 
persed and  run  in  the  way  of  our  fire.  We  three,  Roller, 
Schweitzer,  and  myself,  will  fight  wherever  the  fray  Is 
hottest. 

Schweitzer.  Masterly  !  excellent !  We  will  so  be- 
wilder tliem  with  balls  that  they  shall  not  know  whence 
the  salutes  nre  coming.  I  have  more  than  once  shot 
away  a  cherry  from  the  mouth.  Only  let  them  come  on ! 
(ScHifFTEKLK  \» pvUing  Schweitzer;  the  latter  takes  the 
captain  aeide,  and entreata  him  in  alow  voice.) 

Charles.     Silence ! 

Schweitzer.    I  entreat  you  — 

Charles.  Away !  T^et  him  have  the  benefit  of  his 
disgrace;  it  has  saved  him.  He  shall  not  die  on  the 
same  field  with  myself,  my  Schweitzer,  and  my  Roller. 
Let  him  change  his  apparel,  and  I  will  say  he  is  a 
traveller  whom  I  have  plundered.  Make  yourself  easy, 
Schweitzer.    Take  my  word  for  it  he  will  be  hanged  yet. 

Enter  Father  Dominic. 

Father  Doh.  (to  himteif,  alartt).  Is  this  the  dragon's 
nest?  With  your  leave,  sirs!  I  am  a  servant  of  the 
church;  and  yonder  are  seventeen  hundred  men  who 
guard  every  hair  of  my  head. 

Schweitzer.  Bravo !  bravo !  Wei!  spoken  to  keep 
his  courage  warm. 


Chablis.  SUsooe,  oomnde  1  Will  yon  tdl  lu  brieflj, 
good  father,  vbat  ii  your  emad  here  f 

Fathsb  Don.  I  am  delegated  by  the  high  joBticea,  on 
whose  sentence  hacgs  life  or  death  —  ye  thieves — ye 
incendiaries  —  ye  TiUains  —  ye  venomous  generation  of 
vipers,  crawling  about  in  the  dark,  and  stiitging  ia  ncret 
—  ye  refuse  of  humanity — brood  of  hell — food  for 
ravens  and  worms— oolonista  for  the  gallows  and  the 
wheel  —  • 

ScBWBiTZKR.   Dog !  a  tmoe  with  your  fonl  tongne  I  or 

.     {He  hoUa  the  duU-mrf  t^f  hit  ^n  btfon  Fatbub 

Douunc'syJiceO 

Chablss.  Fie,  fie,  Sohweitxer  1  Yon  out  the  thread 
of  his  discourae.  He  has  got  bis  sermon  lo  nicely  by 
heart.  Pray  go  on,  sir  I  —  "for  tbe  gallows  and  the 
wheel?" 

Fatheb  Dou.  And  thou,  their  precious  captain !  — 
commander-in-chief  of  out-purses! — king  of  sharpers!  — 
Grand  Mogul  of  all  the  rogues  under  the  sun !  —  great 
prototype  of  that  first  hellish  ringleader  who  imbued 
a  thousand  legions  of  innocent  angels  with  the  dame  of 
rebellion,  and  drew  them  down  with  him  into  the  bottom- 
less pit  of  damnation !  The  agonizing  cries  of  bereaved 
mothers  pursue  thy  footsteps !  Thou  drinkest  blood  like 
water !  and  thy  murderous  knife  holds  men  cheaper  than 
air-bubbles ! 

CiiABLKS.  Very  true  —  exceedingly  true!  Fray  pro- 
ceed, sir ! 

Fatkeb  Don,  What  do  you  mean?  Very  true  — 
exceedingly  true !    Is  that  an  answer  ? 

Charles.  How,  sir?  You  were  not  prepared  for  that, 
it  seems?  Go  on  —  by  all  means  go  on.  What  more 
were  you  going  to  say  ? 

YkthukTiovi.  {heated).  Abominable  wretch  !  Avaunt! 
Does  not  the  blood  of  a  murdered  count  of  the  empire 
cling  to  thy  accursed  fingers?  Hast  thou  nut,  with  sacri- 
legious hands,  dareii  to  bi-eak  into  the  Lord's  sanctuary, 
and  carry  off  tlie  consecrated  vessels  of  the  aanctisni- 
mvmf  Hast  thou  not  flung  firebrands  into  our  godly 
city,  and  brought  down  the  powder-maga^ne  upon  tXw 
beads  of  devout  CliHstiaus?    (Clasps  his  hands).    Hor- 
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rible,  horrible  wickedness !  that  Btinketh  in  the  nostrils 
of  Heaven,  and  provoketh  the  day  of  judgment  to  burst 
upon  you  suddenly !  ripe  for  retribution  —  rushing  head- 


Chaklks.  Masterly  guesses  thus  far!  But  now,  sir,  to 
the  point!  What  is  it  that  the  right  worshipful  justioea 
wish  to  convey  to  me  through  you  ? 

Fatbbb  Don.  What  you  are  not  worthy  to  receive. 
Look  around. you,  incendiary  t  As  far  as  your  eye  can 
reach  you  «re  environed  by  our  horsemen  —  there  is  no 
ohance  of  esoape.  As  surely  as  cherries  grow  on  these 
oaks,  and  peaeheB  on  these  firs,  so  surely  shall  you  turn 
your  backs  npon  these  oaks  and  these  firs  in  safety. 

GSABLES.  Do  you  hear  that,  Schweitzer  ?  But  go 
on! 

FathbsDoh.  Hear,  then,  what  mercy,  and  forbear- 
ance justice  shows  towards  such  iniscireants.  If  you 
instantly  prostrate  yoiii-SQlves  in  submission  and  sue  for 
mercy  and  forgiveness,  then  severity  itself  will  relent  to 
compassion,  and  justice  be  to  thee  an  indulgent  mother. 
She  will  shut  one  eye  upon  your  horrible  crimes,  and  be 
satisfied — only  think!  —  to  let  you  be  broken  on  the 
wheel. 

Schweitzer.  Did  you  hear  that,  captain?  Shall  I 
throttle  this  well-trained  shepherd's  cnr  till  the  red  blood 
spurts  from  every  pore  ? 

RoLLEB.  Captain  !  Fire  and  fury  !  Captain  !  How 
he  biles  his  lip  !  Shall  I  topple  this  fellow  upside  down 
like  a  ninepin? 

Schweitzer.  Mine,  mine  be  the  job !  Let  me  kneol 
to  you,  captain ;  let  me  implore  you  !  I  beauech  you  to 
grant  me  the  delight  of  pounding  him  to  a  jelly!  {Father 
DoMiffic  screams.) 

Chables.  Touch  him  not!  Let  no  one  lay  a  finger 
on  him!  —  {To  Father  Dominic,  dr<uoing  his  sioord.) 
Hark  ye,  sir  father !  Here  stand  nine-and-seventy  men,  of 
whom  I  am  the  captain,  and  not  one  of  them  has  been 
taiqifat  to  troi  at  a  signal,  or  learned  to  dance  to  the  music 
of  BfttUsry;  while  yonder  stand  seventeen  hundred  men 
gr0WM|nFdwder  the  munket.  But  now  listen!  Thus 
amJt^ff^^tifl^tAytaia  of  incendiaries.     It  is  true  1  have 


•lain  a  ooant  of  the  mjan^hanA  md  jtaaiati  the 
ohoroh  ol  St.  Doninio,  flaag  finbnodc  into  jowr  taumted 
dtj,  and  broogbt*  down  the  powdemigMhM  q>mElh> 
heads  of  devout  Chriatiani.  Bnt  tfaat  unotall,— IIAm 
done  more.  (Mi  hekU  vut  htt  riglU  Amtd.)  Do  yxm  oU 
■arre  theee  four  ooitly  tina,  one  on  eau  fitujert  Go 
and  report  ponotaalljr  to  their  wonUpa,  oa  MoM  aen- 
tenoe  hanga  life  or  derth,  what  yon  ahaU  hakr  aad  aee. 
This  mby  I  drew  from  the  inger  of  a  mhuater,  whom  I 
atretobed  at  the  .feat  of  hia  iitinoe^  dnrii^  the  ehaae.  Bm 
had  fawned  himaelf  np'  from  the  kiweat  dregs,  to  be  the 
firat  favorite ;  —  tiie  nrin  ai  hia  n^^bor  waa  hia  ladder 
to  ereatneaa  —  orpham^  tenia  b^ped  Urn  to  monnt  it. 
ThiB  diamond  I  took  from  a  ford  treaanrer,  who  aold 
oflBoee  of  honor  and  trait  to  the  highest  Indder,  and  drove 
.  the  sorrowing  patriot  from  hid  door.  Thii  opa]  I  wear  in 
honor  of  a  pneat  of  your  cloth,  whom  I  dispatohed  with 
my  own  hand,  after  he  had  publicly  deplored  in  his  pulpit 
the  w«nin|;  power  of  the  lootiisition.  I  could  tell  you 
more  atories  about  my  rings,  out  thnt  I  repent  the  words 
I  have  already  wasted  upon  you 

Fatheb  Dom.    O  Pharaoh !  Pharaoh ! 

Charlbh.  Do  you  hear  it?  Did  you  mark  that  sigh? 
Does  he  not  stand  there  as  if  he  were  imploring  fire  from 
heaven  to  descend  and  destroy  this  troop  of  Korah  ?  He 
pi-onounces  judgment  with  »  shrug  of  the  shoulders,  and 
eternal  damnation  with  a  Christian  "  Alast "  Is  it  poasi- 
hie  for  humanity  to  be  so  utterly  blind  ?  He  who  has 
the  hundred  eyes  of  Argus  to  spy  out  the  faalta  of  his 
brother — can  he  be  sp  totally  blind  to  bis  own?  They 
thunder  forth  from  their  clouds  about  gentteneaa  and  for- 
bearance, while  they  sacrifice  human  viotims  to  the  God 
of  love  as  if  he  were  the  fiery  Moloch.  They  preach  the 
love  of  one's  neighbor,  while  they  drive  the  aged  and 
blind  with  curses  from  their  door.  They  rave  against 
covetousneHS ;  yet  for  the  sake  of  gold  they  have  depopu- 
lated Fern,  and  yoked  the  natives,  like  cattle,  to  their 
chariots.  They  rack  their  brains  in  wonder  to  account 
for  the  creation  of  a  Judas  Iscariot,  yet  the  beat  of  them 
would  betray  the  wb<i|>'  Trinttv  f'>r  ten  al)^i0)a.i>  .jOiit 
upon  you,  Pharisees  I  yc  f»l»ilidra  of  inHU  tm-ifm  of 
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Deity  I  Yon  are  not  ashamed  to  kneel  before  crucifixes 
and  altars;  you  lacerate  your  Itacks  with  thongs,  and 
mortify  your  flesli  with  fasting;  ami  with  these  pitiful 
mnmmenes  you  think,  fools  as  you  nro,  to  veil  the  eyes 
of  Him  whom,  with  the  same  breath,  3UU  address  as  the 
Omniscient,  just  as  the  great  are  the  most  bitterly  mocked 
by  those  who  flatter  them  while  tliey  pretend  to  hate 
flatterers.  You  boast  of  your  honesty  and  your  ei^nijilar^ 
conduct;  but  the  God  who  Bees  through  your  hearts 
wonTd  be  wroth  with  Him  that  made  you,  were  He  n6t 
the  same  that  had  also  cre.ited  the  monsters  of  the  Nile. 
Away  with  him  oot  of  my  sight ! 

Fatkkr  Doh.  That  such  a  miscreant  ehonld  be  so 
proud! 

Chaklbs.  That's  not  all.  Now  I  will  speak  proudly. 
Go  and  tell  the  right  worshipful  justices  —  who  set  mens 
lives  upon  the  cast  of  a  die — I  am  not  one  of  those 
thieves  who  conspire  with  slfep  and  midnight,  and  play 
the  hero  and  the  iurdlingon  a  scaling-ladder.  What  I 
have  done  I  shall  no  doubt  hereafter  be  doomed  to  read 
in  the  register  of  heaven;  but  with  his  miBtrable  minis- 
ters of  earth  I  will  waste  no  more  wovdw.  Tell  your 
roasters  that  my  trade  is  retribution  —  vengeance  my  oc- 
cupation !     (He  ttirns  his  back  upon  Mm.) 

Fatkkr  Dou.  Then  you  despise  nx'icy  and  for- 
bearance?—  Be  it  so,  I  have  done  witli  von.  (  Turning 
to  the  troop.)  'iioYi  then,  sirs,  you  shall  hear  what  the 
high  powers  direct  me  to  make  known  to  you!  —  If  you 
will  instantly  deliver  up  to  me  this  condemned  malefac- 
tor, bound  hand  and  foot,  you  shall  receive  a  full  pardon 
—  yonr  enormities  shall  he  entirely  blotted  out,  oven  from 
memory.  The  holy  church  will  receive  you,  like  lost 
sheep,  with  renewed  love,  into  hor  matemal  bosom,  and 
the  road  to  honorable  employment  shall  be  open  to  yon 
bU.  {With  a  triumphant  smile.)  Now  sir!  how  does 
your  majesty  relish  this?  Come  on!  bind  him!  and 
you  are  free! 

Charlrb.  Do  3'ou  hearthat?  Doyouhearit?  What 
startles  you?  Why  do  yon  hesitiite?  They  offer  you 
freedom  —  you  that  are  alre.idy  tluir  prisoners.  They 
grant  you  your  lives,  and  that  is  no  idle  pretence,  for  it 


Is  dear  yoa  are  almd j  oondMimed  foloiu.    Thay  promiii 
yoa  honor  Mid  emtrfummt;  and,  on  the  otiwr  hud,  what 


Q  Toa  nope  tor,  even  tMua  70a  D»  rutonow  < 
t  dii^;raoe,  and  ennea,  and  pafBeoRtlan  r     Thtr 
a  die  pardon  of  Heavm ;  fon  that  an  aotnally  di 
There  is  not  a  dnde  hatr  on  any  of  yon 
ready  beapoke  in  hdL    Do  roa  aUU  nan 


can  yoa  hope  for,  even  ihgvld  yon  bo  viotofiow  to^y, 
'    '  aoe,anden]     "  —'  ''—'     "^- 

ardonof  Hi 
not  a  dng 
ipoke  in  he 
stagg««d  7     la  it  BO  difflenl^  th    . 
heaven  and  hellP — Do  pnt  in  a  word,  fMberl 

Pathu  Dom.  (aUde.)  la  the  fallow  oraayT— 
(Mowt).  Perhaps  yon  are  afraid  that  this  is  a  bap  to 
oHtch  yon  alive? — Bead  it  yonrselveal  Here  ia  the 
general  pardon  fnlly  ugned.  (JEb  iumSi  a  paptr  -to 
BcHWEFizBa.)     Can  yoa  still  doabt? 

Charlbb.  Only  see !  only  sed  I  What  mora  can  yon 
require  ?  Signed  with  their  own  hands !  It  is  mercy 
bey^ond  all  bounds !  Or  are  you  afritid  of  their  breaking 
their  word,  because  yoa  have  heard  it  said  that  no  fni£ 
need  be  kept  with  trutors?  Dismiss  that  fear!  Policy 
alone  woui<l  constrain  them  to  keep  their  word,  even 
though  it  aiiuuld  merely  have  been  pledged  to  old  Nick. 
Who  hereafter  would  believe  them  ?  How  could  they  trade 
with  it  a  second  time  ?  I  would  take  my  oath  npon  it 
that  they  mean  it  sincerely.  They  know  that  I  am  the 
man  who  has  goaded  yoa  on  and  incited  yon ;  they 
believe  you  innocent.  They  look  npon  vour  crimes  as  so 
many  juvenile  errors — exuberances  of  rashness.  It  is 
I  alone  they  want.  I  must  pay  the  penalty.  Is  it  not  ao, 
father  ? 

Fatrbb  Dou.  What  devil  incarnate  is  it  that  speaks 
oat  of  him  ?  Of  coarse  it  is  so  —  of  coarse.  The  fellow 
tarns  my  brain. 

Ohables.  What!  no  answer  yetP  Do  yon  think  it 
possible  to  cat  your  way  through  yon  phwuix  ?  Only 
look  round  you  !  just  look  round!  Yon  sorely  do  not 
reckon  upon  that;  that  were  indeed  a  childish  oonoeit! 
Or  do  you  flatter  yourselves  that  you  will  fall  like  heroes, 
because  you  saw  that  I  rejoiced  m  the  prospeot  of  the 
fight?  Ob,  do  not  console  yourself  with  the  thonghtl 
You  are  not  Moob.  You  are  miserable  thieves  I  wretched 
tools  of  my  great  designs !  despicable  as  the  rope  in  the 
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hknd  of  the  haoginiuk !  No !  no !  Thieves  do  not  fall 
like  heroes.  Life  must  be  the  hope  of  thieves,  for  some- 
thing fearful  has  to  follow.  Thit^ves  may  well  be  allowed 
to  quake  at  the  fear  of  death.  Hark  !  Do  you  hear  their 
horns  echoiug  through  the  foi-est  ?  See  tliere !  how  their 
glittering  sabres  threaten  !  What !  are  you  atill  irreso- 
lute ?  are  you  mad  ?  are  you  insane  ?  It  is  unpardonable. 
Do  yoa  imagine  I  shall  thank  you  for  my  life  ?  I  disdain 
your  sacrifice ! 

Fatbbb  Doh.  (in  titter  amazement).  I  shall  go  mad ! 
I  mast  be  gone  !     Was  the  like  ever  heard  of  ? 

Chableb.  Or  are  you  afraid  that  I  shall  stab  myself, 
and  BO  by  suicide  put  an  end  to  the  bargain,  whicli  only 
holds  good  if  I  am  given  up  alive?  No,  comrades!  that 
is  a  vain  fear.  Here,  I  fling  away  my  dagger,  and  my 
pistols,  and  this  phial  of  poison,  which  mi^hthave  been  a 
treasure  to  me.     I  am  bo  wi'etched  that  I  have  lust  the 

g»wer  even  over  my  own  life.  What!  still  in  suspense? 
r  do  yon  think,  perhaps,  that  I  shall  stand  on  my  defence 
when  you  try  to  seize  me  ?  See  here !  I  bind  my  right  hand 
to  this  oak-branch ;  now  1  am  quite  defenceless,  a  child 
may  overpower  me.  Who  is  the  tirst  to  desert  his  captain 
in  the  hour  of  need  ? 

RoLLBB  (inith  wild  energi/).  And  what  though  hell 
encircle  us  with  ninefold  coQe !  (Srandishiiiff  his  sword.) 
Who  is  the  coward  that  will  betray  his  captain:' 

SciiwaiTZKB  {tears  the  pardon  andjlings  the  pieces  into 
Fatiikr  Dominic's  face).  Pardon  be  in  our  bullets! 
Away  with  thee,  rascal !  Tell  your  senate  that  you  could 
not  find  a  single  traitor  in  all  Moor's  camp.  Huzza! 
Huzza !     Save  the  captain ! 

All  (skovting).  Huzza !  Save  the  captain !  Save 
him  !     Save  our  noble  captain  ! 

GaKKiXB  {reUaainy  his  hand  from  the  lree,j<»^iiili/). 
Now  we  are  free,  comrades !  I  feel  a  host  in  this  single 
arm  1  Death  or  liberty!  At  the  least  they  shall  not  take 
a  man  of  us  alive! 

[  TRey  tound  the  signal  for  attack  ;  noise  and  tumult. 
Exeunt  with  drawn  eioords.'\ 


SgbhbL— Ahbiu  in  the gardtn,  plajfing  the gyUat, 

Briffbt  u  an  wom\  from  WalhiUs'i  hall, 
More  beautiful  tluu  angbt  of  earth  waa  ha  I 

Heaven-mild  his  look,  aa  BaDbeams  when  they  fall, 
Keflected  from  a  calm  oeruleaa  aea. 

Hla  warm  embrace — oh,  ravishiiiff  deliofatl 
With  heart  to  faeart  the  fiery  puIaM  wnoed  — 

Oar  every  sense  wriq>'d  in  eoatatio  n^ht  — 
Oar  souk  in  bliasful  harmony  entnooed. 

His  kisses  —  oh,  vhat  paradise  of  feeling  I 

E'en  as  two  flames  which  round  each  other  twine— 
Or  flood  of  seraph  harp-tones  gently  stealing 
In  one  soft  swell,  awny  to  realms  divine  I 

They  rushed,  commingled,  melted,  soul  in  soul! 

Lips  glued  to  lips,  with  humino;  tremor  bonndl 
Cold  earth  dissolved,  and  love  without  control 

Absorbed  all  sense  of  worldly  things  around  I 

He's  gone !  —  forever  gone !  Alas !  in  vain 
My  bleeding  heart  in  bitter  anguish  sighs; 

To  me  is  left  alone  this  world  of  pain, 
And  mortal  life  in  hopeless  sorrow  dies. 

Enter  Francis. 

FRAxris.  Hero  again  already,  perverse  enthusiast? 
You  stoh'  away  from  the  festive  banquet,  and  marred 
the  mirthful  pleasures  of  my  guests. 

Amelia.  Tis  pity,  truly,  to  mar  such  innocent  pleas- 
ures \  Shame  on  them !  The  funeral  knell  that  tolled 
over  your  father's  grave  must  still  be  ringing  in  your 
ears 

Fraxcih.  Will  thou  sorrow,  then,  forever?  Let  the 
dead  steep  in  [>eace,  and  do  thou  make  the  living  happy! 

Amelia.     And  when  do  you  go  ^ainf 
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Fbancis.  Alae !  Look  not  on  me  thus  sorrowfully  1 
You  wound  me,  Amelia.   I  come  to  tell  you 

Amelia.  To  tell  lao,  I  Buppoae,  that  FranciBVOn  Moor 
has  become  lord  and  maater  here. 

Francis.  Fnclaely  so;  tbat  is  the  very  sabject  on 
which  I  wish  to  communicate  with  you.  Maximilian 
Ton  Moor  ia  gone  to  the  tomb  of  his  ancestors.  I  am 
master.  Bat  I  wish  to  be  so  in  the  fullest  sense,  Amelia. 
You  know  what  you  have  been  to  our  hoose ;  always 
regarded  as  Hoor's  daughter,  his  love  for  you  will 
survive  even  death  itself ;  tbat,  assuredly,  yon  will  never 
foTffetF 

Amelia.  Never,  never  I  Who  could  be  so  unfeeling 
aa  to  drown  the  memory  of  it  in  festive  banqueting? 

Fbancis.  It  is  your  duty  to  repay  the  love  of  the 
father  to  his  sons  ;  uid  Charles  is  dead.  Hal  yon  are 
struck  with  amazement ;  dtzzy  with  the  thought  I  To  be 
sure  'tis  a  flattering  and  an  elating  prospect  which  may 
well  overpower  the  pride  of  a  woman,  i  rancis  tramples 
under  foot  the  hopes  of  the  noblest  and  the  richest,  and 
offers  his  heart,  his  hand,  and  with  them  all  hia  gold,  his 
castles,  and  his  forests  to  a  poor,  and,  but  for  liim,  desti- 
tote  orphan.  Francis  — the  feared  —  voluntarily  declares 
himself  Amelia's  slave 

AuBLiA.  Why  does  not  a  thunderbolt  cleave  the  im- 
pious tongue  which  utters  the  criminal  proposal !  Thou 
nast  murdered  my  beloved  Charles ;  and  shall  Amelia,  his 
betrothed,  call  thee  husband  ?    Thou  ? 

Fbahcib.  Be  not  so  violent,  most  gracious  princess  1 
It  is  true  that  Francis  does. not  come  before  you  like  a 
whining  Celadon — 'tis  true  he  has  not  learned,  like  a  love- 
sick swain  of  Arcadia,  to  sigh  forth  his  amorous  plaints  to 
the  e«ho  of  caves  and  rooks.  Francis  speaks  —  and,  when 
not  answered,  commands  I 

Amelia.  Commands?  thou  reptile!  Command  me? 
And  what  if  I  laughed  your  command  to  scorn  ? 

Francis.  That  you  will  hardly  do.  There  are  means, 
too,  which  I  know  of,  admirably  adapted  to  humble  the 
pride  of  a  capricious,  stubborn  girl  —  cloisters  and  walla  !i 

Amelia.  Excellent  I  delightful!  to  be  forever  secure 
within  cloisters  and  walls  from  thy  basilisk  look,  and  to 


have  abnndut  lainira  to  tfabik  tad  dmm  ni.  Cta^m. 
Weloome  withyonr  otouter  I  veloon*  yow  mlk  I 

TaAXCia.  Hal  lathatHf  Bemnl  •  ITov  Tea  have 
taiufat  me  the  art  of  tometttiiig  yoo.  Tb»  wht  of  me 
■b w,  like  a  fiery-liaired  fary,  drive  oat  <A  yoar  omA  tfuM 
eternal  phaotauea  oi.  Ohariea.  Vrtmrn  riiall  be  ttie  dread  ' 
idiantwn  ever  loriung  behind  tbe  imageef  joir  beloved, I 
like  the  fleod-dog  that  nafda  the  mbterraBean  tceaaare.  I 
I  will  drag  yoD  to  cAmrdi  by  the  hidrt  attd  ivord  ia  head 
vrine  the  nuptial  vow  from  yoar  amil.'  By  maiB  foroe 
will  fascend  your  virginal  eoooh,  and  aCorm  year  bauf^ty 
modesty  with  still  gnnter  hanghtioe«. 

Amxlu.  (^vm  htm  a  tlap  to  Ma  fitet).  Tha  take 
that  first  by  way  of  downr  1 

Fbahcis.  Hal  I  will  be  tenfold,  and  twioe  (eofoM 
revenged  for  this !  My  wife  1  No,  that  honor  yon  ahall 
never  enjoy.  You  shall  be  my  mistress,  my  stmmpet ! 
The  honest  peasant's  wife  sliall  point  her  finger  at  you  aa 
she  pa^es  you  in  the  street.  Ay,  znash  your  teeth  as  fiercely 
as  yon  please — scatter  fire  and  a estruotion  from  your  eyes 
—  the  fury  of  a  woman  piques  my  fancy  —  it  makes  yon 
more  beautiful,  more  tempting.  Come,  this  redstance 
will  garnish  my  triampb,  and  your  stni^les  give  seat  to 
my  embraces.  Come,  come  to  my  chamber  —  I  bum  with 
desire.  Come  this  instant.  {AUemptt  to  drag  her 
away). 

Amelia  (fuUa  on  his  neck).  Forgive  me,  Francis ! 
As  he  is  about  to  ^atp  her  in  hia  arms,  «A«  ntd^nly 
draws  the  stoord  at  his  side,  and  haitiiy  disangaget  her- 
self) .  Do  you  aee  now,  miscreant,  liow  I  am  able  to  deal 
with  you  ?  I  am  only  a  woman,  but  a  woman  enr^ed. 
Dare  to  approach,  and  this  steel  shall  strike  your  lascivious 
heart  to  the  core  —  the  spirit  of  my  uncle  will  guide 
my  hand.  Avaant,  this  inataati  {Sh«  drive»  Aim 
away). 

Ah  !  how  different  I  feel  I  Now  I  breathe  ^ain  —  I 
feel  strong  aa  the  snorting  steed,  ferocioas  as  the  tigreaa 
when  she  springs  upon  the  ruthless  destroyer  of  her  ouba. 
To  a  cloister,  aid  ne  say  ?  I  thank  thee  for  the  happy 
thought  I    Now  has  disappointed  love  found  a  place  at 
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rafage  —  the  cloister — the  Redeemer's bogoro  is  the  aaiu- 
taary  of  disappoiDted  love.  [S/ie  is  oh  the  point  of 
going).* 

■ctLDC  aditlOB  the  tallowing  actne  ooenn  bctwMn  Hermann  wi 
amedUulT  before  Uiat  with  Amsllk.  At  Sohlller  hlnuelr  thougUl 
the  bivple"  of  hit  Additlooa.  and  regretted  thkt  It  iru  "  eutlreJy 
4iifoniina(elj  oTerlooked  tn  the  Snt  eSitlOD,"  It  Man*  dedrable  to 
muuuovB  It  here,  u  well  u  the  ioIIIoiidj  ImuwdimtelT  following,  *hich  luu 
•cqalted  KHae  celebrity. 

SCBR  Vlll. 

Enter  Usbmamk. 

FKUicia,  '  H»1     Welcome,  mj  EorTalaal     Hy  prompt  uid  trnftj  in- 


Fruiels.  -UamediatAj  t 

Pple 


HBBiujrx,    No  I 


^..  -^_ ,.i(  Itw  waltoyonr  nuutw-plece. 

Hekhahk  Urrugtw).    Indeed? 

Fkahcu.    Qlie  the  piotani  ita  flniihlng  touch. 

tUKHAnN.    FohlPoh! 

Pbucib  (Miaritfd).  Slull  I  call  the  carriage?  We'll  arrangs  the  baalneH 
dBrlngthedriTe? 

HKBMAHJt  (»eonyWi(i).  No  ceremonj-,  elr,  If  you  please.  For  any  boahiesa 
«e  may  hare  to  arrauge  there  ii  room  enough  between  the«e  (our  walls.  Ai 
all  ereola  I'll  juit  wy  a  few  vurili  to  you  by  way  of  preface,  trhlch  may  gave 
your  lange  wme  nnnecesaary  eiertioii. 

Fkancii  (iTKnwdJirl.    Hnm  !    And  what  maytboee  wordiber  ^ 

Heskadii  (mlh  baler  irony).    "  You  ahall  Lave  Amelia  —  and  t'  st  from 

Fkuicii  (vita  atlmulimnU).    HerioBaD  I 

Hkhnakn  (iu  btfart,  with  Kii  baek  Utmnl  on  Fbancis).  "Amelia  will 
beoDme  the  playthlDg  ol  my  n-ill  — and  yOD  may  eaelly  guesa  the  reit— In 
Ihort,  all  will  goaa  we  viah,"  IpraitiialoitH  iiuliananl  laugh.and  that  farm 
Jumtitilr  le  AAKca.)     Now,  Oouut  TOn  Moor,  what  have  you  to  lay  to  me  V 

FKaKCU  {eratirtlfi.     To  lh«e?    Nothing.     I  had  eomethiug  to  eay  to 

Why  waa  1  Mtit  for  hither  ?    Waa  It  lo  be  your 
hoU^the  ladder  for  a  thief  to  mount  ?  to  Ball  my 
«uui  lui  Aiuu^iiiauB  IBS  J     ^bat  else  did  you  want  with  me? 

Fauicis  {aitf  recollrttifg).  Hat  It  Juat  occura  to  me  I  We  muat  not 
ftnet  the  main  point.  Uld  notmyeUward  mention  It  lo  you?  1  wanted  Iu 
talE  to  you  about  the  dowry. 

Bbuuki.  Thia  la  mere  mookery,  ilr  ;  or,  It  not  mookery,  aometbliig 
wane.  Koor,  take  careof  yooisaU  —  beware  how  you  kindle  my  fury,  Moor. 
We  are  alone  I  And  I  hare  still  an  unaulHed  name  loalake  agatnat  youm  I 
Troat  not  the  dertl.  although  he  be  of  your  own  raising. 

Fkajicib  IwUk  (fwai/y).  Does  tbla  deportment  become  thee  towards  Ihy 
•orerelgn  andgracloiia  niaater?    Tremble,  slare  !  , 

UBBMAJIk  (inmicoUl).  For  fear  of  your  disiileaaure,  I  auppose?  What^ 
signifies  yonr  dlspleaaure  to  a  man  who  It  ac  war  with  blinaelA'  Fie.  Moor.f 
I  already  abhor  TOO  as  a  lillalnj  let  me  not  despise  you  for  a  fool.  I  cau\  - 
open  graTes,and^reltore  the  dead  to  lite!    Which  of  lU  now  ia  theslare?      ' 

FkakciB  (in  a  cencitiatlug  tonii.  Come,  my  good  trieud,  ba  discreet,  and  do 
not  pron  taltbleaa. 

Ubbmaitk.  Pshaw)  To  eipoae  a  wretch  like  you  is  here  the  beat  dls- 
«rMlDa  — to  keep  faith  with  yon  would  be  an  utter  want  of  s^nse.  Faith? 
with  whom?  Faith  with  the  prince  of  Uan  ?  Uh.  I  shnddur  al  the  thouaht 
of  liudl  faltb.  A  Terr  little  ttmely  falthlessneaa  would  hare  almost  maiA  a 
■•liitofme.    Bnt  Mtlanoal  Htleocel    Kevenge  la  cunning  in  reauuicea. 

fMAMClt.  Ah,  by-tlie-by,  I  Jnst  remember.  Yva  lately  lost  a  purse  with  z 
bnndnd  loiils  tn  It,  In  thli  i^iBrttneDt.  I  had  almost  forgotten  it.  Here,  my 
fcodtrleadl  take  back  what  beloop  to  yon.    (Q/iri  Maiajiwst). 
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£!nter  Hebma^n,  timitBy. 

Hbrhahn.     Lady  Amelia !     Lady  Amelia  I 

Amelia.     Unhappy  man!  why  dost  thou  disturb  mef 

Heiuunn.    I   must  thi'uw  this  weiglit  from  my  soul 

before  it  drags  it  down  to  hell,    {Falls  down  b^ore  her.) 

PiirdoD  !  pardon  I     I  have  grievously  injured  you,  Lady 

Amelia.  Arise!  depart!  I  will  hear  nothing.  (Ooing.) 

Hermann  (detaining  her).  No;  stay!  In  the  name 
of  Heaven!  In  the  name  of  the  Bternal!  You  mast 
know  all  I 

Amelia.  Not  another  word.  I  forgive  yon.  Depart 
ill  peace.  (In  tlie  act  of  going.) 

Hermann.  Only  one  word — listen  ;  it  will  restore  all 
your  peace  of  mind. 

Amelia  (turning  back  and  looking  at  him  with  aston- 
ishment). How,  friend  ?  Who  in  heaven  or  on  earth  can 
restore  my  peace  of  mind  ? 

llr.HHMiy  ithroti-lil  tcoriifiilli/tii  Mn  ftet).    A  curse  on  your  Jndu  bribe  !    , 
ItisihrMrnBaniioneyof  htll.  Vouoiioa before  ihou^hito  maltamypovertj 

lAaii,     Tliat  purae  ol  gold  vuiie  mmil  opportunely  —  O  diMuUId  certain  •  ' 

Fkani'is  (ItrrlHtd^,  Remuinn  !  Hermnnn  t  I^et  me  not  >uep«ct  certain 
tlilngi  of  you.  Hhoultl  you  luive  done  aiiytlilni;  couliMj  to  my  initruvMoiui 
-you  wunlilbe  tltu  vILeslof  tia)t<>ro> 

KMIHANn  (emltiH-rly).  Should  I?  Should  I  renllj?  Wen  then,  oount, 
let  me  glTe  yon  a  lillle  u<ece  of  informatloD  <  (Signij(cantl!/.}  I  ylll  fatten 
npyuurinfamj.utv'  addtuH  lo  vour  dooin.  Tbe  book  al  yonr  miiSeeinnh'iTI 
ime  dnbe  HrriHl  uu  a»  alnnqiict,  aiid  iTTthe  world  be  lurited  to  partake  of 
it.  (Omfnnutantufff.)  Do  yon  uudernand  nie  now.  my  meet  aoreTelgn. 
smcioua.  ami  exiwIlEnt  muster '/ 

Va/LyrauUiHiv.loiingnlleummahdB/liimieU}.  HarUeTill  Dnwitlnl 
lmpa*t«r  I    iStrlting  khfoKktint.)    To  cbink  that  I  should  stake  mj  fortune 

'-- nprlBeof  an  Idiot!    That  was  msdness  !    iThrovt  Mmicf/ •■  grrta 

-— I.ima  niHCJt.) 

NS  (rhittia  Hmmgh  Ibii  fingrrn.    Wbf  ugli!  ihebller  bit  < 

HA^viS  (WiH(i  Ail  rip).  But  It  Is  true,  and  ever  will  be  true  -  that  there 
lo  thread  »>  rvelily  •pun.  or  vrblcb  snaps  asunder  so  readily,  a*  tbat  which 
Lves  the  bauds  of  Eutlt  \  — - 

eatlS  I    tieatlj  I    Are  angels,  then,  supersedail,  that  doTlls 


If  on  play  your 

, - — ie»lonj[h,  and 

tlicn  chuckle  at  the  sucofss  of  voiir  malice,  and  cry  ■'  Woe  bato  yoo.Jlnner!" 
iLnua'ti'iS  ">•<'  cleHehinn  hU  Itrlh.)  Vb.  how  cleverly  these  Imp*  of  the  devil 
iiiau.mTTe.  Bui,  oouiit  telnppiag  Mm  on  (V  linti/rfcri  you  baia  notyatfot 
your  lewon  quite  perfect  ~liy  HeaTens  '.    You  first  learn  what  tlw  toMu 

Emiieiter  will  hainrd.  Set  Bre  lo  the  powder-manilne.  My*  the  plfM*.  aaa 
li.H- all  to  hel!~  both  friend  and  foe  r  ^ 
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HxEifAmr.  One  word  from  my  lips  can  do  it.  Hear 
met 

Amelia  (aeizing  his  hand  vnth  compassion).  Good 
sir  t  Can  one  word  from  thy  lips  burst  asunder  the  por- 
tals of  eternity  ? 

Hbjounit.  (rising}.    Charles  lives!     i 

Amkua  (screaming).    Wretch! 

Hebh&mn.  Even  so.  And  one  word  more,  four 
ancle 

AiixLiA.     {rmhinff  upon  him).    Thou  liest  1 

Hkbmaitv.    Yont  uncle 

Akklu.    Charles  lives  ? 

Hebhaitn.    And  your  uncle 

Amelia.    Charles  lives  ? 

HKBKAifN.  And  yuur  uncle  too  —  betray  me  not  I 
(Hbbmanm  runs  off.) 

Aheua  (stands  a  Imig  while  like  one  petrified;  ajter 
which  she  starts  up  wildli/,  and  rushes  ajler  Hebuann). 
Charles  lives ! 

Fka^cis  {nail  lo  Iht  wall,  and  latet  down  a  fiUlol).    Hers  i*  trauon  1    I 


-  . .  -  -  lu-i  himirif  oil  lix  fo/a  in  great  am- 

^ ,  _—,-..,  ., -Bcil  1111  — till  IhsvsoollecledmjthoughU 

Hkbhahn.  I  luppoie  till  jouhftrB  hired  a  dozen  assusliu  Coillence  iny 
longne  forever  I  In  It  not  so  !  But  (in  Ait  ear)  the  secret  li  commltled  lo 
paper,  which  my  bein  vlll  publiab.  lExU. 

Scene  IX. 
FKurcu,  iatu$. 
Fninelil  Prancli  1  Pnuiela  1  WhM  le  all  thli ?  Where  wutbveourage? 
vbere  thToneeiofertile  wit?  Woe!  Woe!  And  to  be  betrayed  bf  thv  own 
InilraineDtt  I  The  pillarB  of  my  gond  fortune  are  tattering  to  their  fall,  tbe 
fence*  are  brokeo  dovn.  and  tbe  rsslnB  enetnT  Is  alri'ady  buTBtlQir  in  npnn 
nie.  Wen  I  thla  calls  for  •ome  bold  aniT sudden  resoWet  Wliat  If  ^  went  In 
penon^aAd  secretly  plunfed  tills  sword  In  his  bnly  ?  A  wounded  man  le 
bataehlM.  Qalsk  l  i'll  do  it,  (He  italti  mlli  a  ntalult  >lfp  lo  IHr  md  o/ 
Ilitttaae.imlilimimldtnlyaiifoiirTcotafbyitninlimi  n/hnrror\.  niio  are 
tbeMdidlnc  behind  me?  (AilAng  kit  cHri  riar/iillj,.\  l''aees  su^h  as  1  have 
Denr  yet  bebeld.    Wliat  Udeoui  veils  do  I  hrnr  !    fteel  that  IhaTeconrage 

riudmrloTthe  wtistllng  of  the  mnrderoas  stroke!  L'gli  !  I'gh  I  How  mj 
hair  brtsLlee  r  A  shudder  creeps  throu^b  my  frame.  [He  h;t$  n  poiffniard  fall 
/rom  aarfer  kin  clolhu.)  I  am  no  ooward  —  perhaps  somewhat  too  tendrr- 
hearled.    Yea  I  that  Is  It!    These  are  the  last  struggles  of  expiring  virtue. 


S14  T 

^  ScBn  n.—  GowOrjf  n 

Tsi  RoBBXsa  {encaa^Md  on  a  ritbtf  arotoul,  iKtder  met, 
their  horma  an  grtmbt^Moie.) 

Chaslbb.  Hera  moat  I  lie  (jArotoing  MoM/f  npoit 
thtgrownd).  I  feel  «  if  my  limb*  wen  «11  ilittterad. 
Ujr  tongue  is  as  dry  h  %  potsherd  (ScHWmrzka  dfaqp- 
ptan  unwron'Mrf.)  I  would  uk  one  of  yoa  to  l»ing  me 
»  handful  of  water  from  thftt  stream,  out  yoo  are  all 
tired  to  death. 

SoHWAAz.    Our  win»4aBka  too  are'aD  empty.      ' 

Chablbs.    See  how  beantifol  the  harreitlookil '  nie 
treee  ara  breaking  with  die  weight  tA.  thur  fmh.    The 
yinee  are  full  of  promise. 
•  Osnof.    It  is  a  fmitfal  year. 

Chables.  Do  yon  think  so?  Then  at  least  one  toil  in 
the  world  will  be  repaid.  One  ?  Yet  in  the  night  a  hail* 
storm  may  come  and  destroy  it  all. 

ScHWARz.  That  is  very  possible.  It  all  may  be  de»- 
troyed  an  hour  before  the  reaping. 
!  Cbablbs.  Jnst  what  I  say.  All  will  be  destroyed. 
Why  should  man  prosper  in  that  which  he  has  in  common 
with  the  ant,  while  he  fails  in  that  which  places  him  on  a 
level  with  the  gods.  Or  is  this  the  aim  and  limit  of  bis 
destiny  ? 

ScHWARZ.    I  know  not. 

Charles.  Thou  hast  said  well ;  and  wilt  have  done 
,  better,  if  thou  never  aeekest  to  know.  Brother,  I  have 
looked  on  men,  their  insect  cares  and  their  giaot  projects, 
—  their  god-like  plans  and  mouse-like  occupations,  their 
intensely  eager  race  after  happiness  —  one  trusting  to  the 
fleetness  of  hia  horse,  —  another  to  the  nose  of  his  dss,  — 
a  third  to  his  own  legs;  this  checkered  lottery  of  life,  in 
which  BO  many  stake  their  innocence  and  their  Ifeaven  to 
snatch  a  prize,  and,  —  blanks  are  all  tbev  draw  —  for 
they  find,  too  late,  that  there  was  no  prize  in  the  wheel.|« 
It  is  a  drama,  brother,  enough  to  bring  tears  into  your 
eyes,  wliile  it  shakes  voiir  sides  with  laughter. 

ScHWARZ.     How  gloriously  the  sun  is  setting  yonder ! 

Charles  {abtorhed  tn  tM  scene).  So  dies  a  hero! 
Worthy  of  adoration ! 


ScHVAKZ.     You  Beein  deeply  moved. 

Chablks.  Wlien  I  was  but.a  boy  —  it  was  my  dar- 
ling thought  to  iive  like  hii^ii,  like  him  to  die — (im'tA 
mmprtssed grief . )    It  was  a  boyiiih  thought! 

Griuh.    It  was,  indeed. 

Chablss.  There  was  a  time  —  (preating  his  fiat  down 
tq>on  hit  face).    I  would  be  aloDe,  comrades. 

ScHWABz.  Moor!  Moor!  Why,  what  the  deuce  I 
How  hia  color  changes. 

Qbiioi.  By  alt  the  devils  I  What  ails  him  ?  Is  he 
ill? 

Charlks.  There  was  a  time  when  I  could  not  have 
slept  had  I  forgotten  my  evening  prayers 

GRimi.  Are  you  besiile  yourself?  Would  you  let 
the  remembr&nces  of  your  boyish  years  school  yon  now  ? 

Chable!)  (lays  his  head  upon  the  breast  of  Q«am). 
Brother!  Brother! 

Gsiim.  Come !  Don't  play  the  child  —  I  pray 
you 

Chables.  Oh  that  I  were  —  that  I  were  ^ain  a 
chUd! 

Gbihh.    Fiet  fie! 

SCHWABz.  Cheer  up  !  Behold  this  smiling  landscape 
—  this  delicious  evening  1 

Chables.     Yes,  friends,  this  world  is  very  lovely  — 

ScHWABZ.    Come,  now,  that  was  well  said. 

Chables.    This  earth  so  glorious !  — 

Orimu.    Right —  right  —  I  love  to  hear  you  talk  thus. 

Chablbs.  (sinking  back).  And  I  so  hideous  in  this 
lovely  world  —  a  monster  on  this  glorious  earth ! 

GsiHU.     Oh  dear!  oh  dear! 

Charlks.  My  innocence  !  give  me  back  my  innocence  !■ 
Behold,  every  living  thing  is  gone  forth  to  bask  in  the!, 
cheering  rays  of  the  vernnl  sun  — why  must  I  alone  in-j 
hale  the  torments  of  hell  out  of  tlie  joys  of  heaven  ?  All 
are  so  happy,  all  bo  united  in  brotherly  love,  by  the  spirit 
of  peace!  The  whole  world  one  family,  and  one  Father 
above  —  but  He  not  my  father  I  J  alone  the  outcast,  I 
alone  rejected  from  the  ranks  of  the  oiessed  —  the  sweet 
name  of  child  is  not  for  me  —  never  for  me  the  soul-thrill- 
ing glance  of  her  I  love  —  never,  never  the  bosom  friend's 
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itttTB  —  hnnined  in  by  bhring  vipen —  rintod  to  two 
vith  iroD  tetten — wuniiig  beadloiig  on  the  frul  mad  at 
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of  a  f^ad  world,  a  Qowliw  Abuldon  I 

SGHW1.KE  (to  the  ctkeri),  Saw  stnugs  I  I  never  anr 
him  thiu  before. 

Cbaklsb  {loith  nuiaiuAoly).  Ob,  that  I  m^t  letan 
agun  to  my  mothw*!  womb.  That  I-aight  M  botn  a 
faMsar  I    I  Bhonld  daaire  Domore, — no  mon^  di  hMTea  I 

—  but  that  I  might  be  like  one  of  dioae  pon  laboren! 
Oh,  I  wonld  toil  till  the  Uood  atFMMMd  down  n*  tempki 

—  to  bny  myaelf  the  laxary  of  one.  gnihliia  Mnntfug  — 
the  Ueaaedneaa  of  la  aii^  tear. 

Obdih  {Io  theothtn).  A  little patienoe — theparozTfoi 
is  nearly  over. 

Chableh.  There  was  a  time  when  my  tears  flowed  ao 
freely.  Ob,  those  days  of  peace !  Dear  home  of  my 
fathers  —  ye  verdant  halcyon  vales !  O  all  ye  Elysian 
scenes  of  my  childhood  I  —  will  you  never  return? — will 

Sour  delicious  breezes  never  cool  my  burning  bosom? 
[oum  with  me,  Nature,  mourn  !  They  will  never  retnm  I 
never  will  their  delicious  breezes  cool  my  burning  boaom  ! 
They  are  gone !  gone  1  irrevocably  gone  I 

Miter  ScHWEiTZSB  v>ith  leater  in  hia  hat. 

ScRWBiTZBR  {offering  him  water  in  hia  hat).  Drink, 
captain  ;  here  is  ^enty  of  water,  and  cold  as  ice. 

Schwabs.  Tou  are  blealingl  What  have  you  been 
doing  ? 

ScHwsiTZBB.  A  bit  of  a  freak,  you  fool,  which  had 
well-nigh  cost  me  two  legs  and  a  neck.  As  I  was  frolick- 
ing along  the  8t«ep  Bandbanks  of  the  river,  plump,  in  a 
moment,  the  whole  concern  slid  from  under  me,  and  I 
after  it,  some  ten  fathoms  deep  ;  —  there  I  lay,  and,  as  I 
was  recovering  my  five  senses,  lo  and  behold,  the  most 
sparkling  water  in  the  gravel  1  Not  so  much  amisa  this 
time,  said  I  to  myself,  for  the  caper  I  have  cut.  The 
captain  will  be  sure  to  relish  a  drink. 

Charles  (retwma  him  the  hat  and  wipe*  hia  Jitee).  Bat 


THE  BOBBBB8.  317 

700  are  covered  witb  mud,  Schweitzer,  and  we  caa't  see 
the  Bcar  which  the  Bohemian  horseman  marked  on  yoar 
forehead  —  yoor  water  waa  good,  Schweitzer — andtnoee 
acars  become  yon  well. 

ScBWBiTZKB.  Bah  1  There's  room  for  a  score  or  two 
more  yet. 

Chables.  Yes,  boya  —  it  was  a  hot  day's  work  —  and 
only  one  man  lost.  Poor  Roller !  he  died  a.  noble  death. 
A  marble  monument  wonld  be  erected  to  his  memory  had 
be  died  in  any  other  cause  than  mine.  Let  this  suffice. 
{Se  wipe*  the  tears  from  his  eyes.)  How  many,  did  you 
say,  of  the  enemy  were  left  on  the  field  ? 

ScHWEiTZSR.  A  hundred  and  sixty  huzzars,  ninety- 
three  dragoons,  some  forty  chasseur*  —  in  all  about  three 
bmidred. 

Cbablks.  Three  hundred  for  one!  Every  one  of 
you  has  a  claim  upon  this  head.  (He  bares  his  head.)  By 
this  uplifted  dagger !  As  my  soul  liveth,  I  will  never 
forsake  yon ! 

ScHWBrrzBR.  Swear  not !  You  do  not  know  but  you 
may  yet  be  happy,  and  repent  your  oath. 

Chables.  By  the  ashes  of  my  Roller!  I  will  never 
forsake  you. 

Enter  Kosinskt. 

EoBnrsRT  (aside).  Hereabouts,  they  say,  I  shall  find 
him.  Ha!  What  faces  are  these  ?  Should  they  be — if 
these  —  they  must  be  the  men !  Yes,  'tis  they,  'tis  they ! 
I  will  accost  them. 

ScBWARz.     Take  heed  !     Who  goes  there  ? 

KosiNSKT.  Pardon,  sirs.  I  know  not  whether  I  am 
going  right  or  wrong. 

Chables.     Suppuee  right,  whom  do  you  take  us  to  be? 

K0BIM6XT.    Hen! 

Schweitzer.  I  wonder,  captain,  whether  we  have 
given  any  proof  of  that? 

KosiNBKT.  I  am  in  search  of  men  who  can  look  death 
in  the  face,  and  let  danger  play  around  them  like  a  tamed 
snake ;  who  prize  liberty  above  life  or  honor ;  whose  very 
names,  hailed  bv  the  poor  and  the  oppressed,  appal  the 
boIdeat>  and  ma!ke  tyrants  tremble. 


ScHWBiTzxB  (U>  tht  Cmpttan).  I  lika  tiut  hUinr. 
Hi^  ye,  friend  I    Yon  htno  fonad  jonr  mm. 

.EocosBKY.  Bo  I  ihoalcl  think,  ind  I  hope  eoon  to  find 
them  broth'en.  Too  osn  direct  me  to  the  inwi  I  mo 
looking  for.  Tii  your  eq>buo,  dw  great  Ooaat  tod 
Moor. 

BcHWSiTnB((aMfV'AAn«0armb^tft0Aan(Q.  Tltere'e 
a  good  ltd.    Ton  ud  I  most  be  ebamt. 

GB1SLX8  (eofn^fwnrep).    Dojronknow  the  oiytainf 

KosmsKT.  Tbon  art  be  I  — in  tbow  feiturM— that 
air  —  who  oan  look  at  thee,  and  donbt  it  f  (Xo«Jt»  tarn- 
Mf^  €U  ftim  for  »om»  Umii).  I  have  alvmja  wialwd  to 
aee  die  man  with  the  annihilating  look,Ba  he  n(  on  tha 
rnim  of  Cvthage.*    That  wiah  u  reaUMd. 

ScBWKiTZKB.     A  mettlesome  fellow  I 

Chaalbs.     And  what  brings  you  to  me? 

K08IN8KT.  Oh,  captain !  my  more  than  cmel  fate.  I 
hare  suffered  shipwrecked  on  the  stormy  ocean  of  the 
world;  I  have  seen  all  my  fondest  hopes  perish;  and 
nought  remains  to  me  but  a  remembrance  of  the  bitter 
nast,  which  would  drive  me  to  madness,  were  I  not  to 
drown  it  by  directing  my  energies  to  new  objeota. 

Charles.  Another  arraignment  of  the  ways  of  Provi-  | 
dence !     Proceed. 

K0SIN8KT.  I  became  a  soldier.  Misfortune  'still  fol- 
lowed me  in  the  army.  1  made  a  venture  to  the  Indies, 
and  my  ship  was  shivered  on  the  rocks  —  nothing  but 
frustrated  hopes !  At  last,  I  heard  tell  far  and  wide  of 
your  valiant  deeds,  incendiarisms,  as  they  called  them, 
and  I  came  straightway  hither,  a  distance  of  thirty 
leagues,  firmly  resolved  to  serve  under  yon,  if  you  will 
deign  to  accept  my  services.  I  entreat  thee,  noble  cap- 
tain i  refase  me  not ! 

Schweitzer  (trtVA  «  Itap  into  the  air).  Hurrah  I  Hur- 
rah 1  Our  Roller  replaced  ten  hundred-fold  I  An  ont- 
and-out  brother  cut-throat  for  our  troop. 

Charles.    What  is  your  name? 

KoBiNSKT.     Kosinsky. 

Charles.  What?  Kosinskyt  And  do  you  knov 
that  yon  are  b'nt  a  thonghtless  boy,  and  nre  embarking  on 

•  AJIndDig  M  Cklm  KmUmm.    Sm  Plulank't  Uam, 
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the  most  weighty  pasBE^e  of  your  life  as  heedlessly  as  a 
giddy  girl  ?  You  will  find  no  playing  at  bowls  or  nine- 
pins  nere,  as  yoti  probably  imagine. 

KoBiNBRY.  I  nndcretand  you,  sir.  I  am,  'tis  true,  but 
four-aod-tweDty  years  old,  but  I  have  Been  swords  glitter- 
ing aod  have  heard  balls  whistling  around  me. 

Charles.  Indeed,  young  gentleman  ?  And  was  it  for 
this  that  you  took  fencing  lessons,  to  run  poor  travellers 
through  toe  body  for  tfae  sake  of  a  dollar,  or  stab  women 
in  the  back  ?  Go !  go  I  You  have  played  truant  to  your 
Dorse  because  she  shook  the  rod  at  you. 

ScBWKiTZEB.  niiy,  what  the  devil,  captain  !  what  are 
you  about  ?  .  Do  you  mean  to  turn  away  such  a  Hercules  ? 
Does  he  not  loolc  as  if  he  could  baste  Marshal  Saxo 
across  the  Ganges  with  a  ladle? 

Chables.    Because  your  silly  schemes  miscarry,  you 
come  here  to  turn  rogue  and  assassin  !    Murder,  buy,  do  , 
you  know  the  meaning  of  that  word?     You  may  have   | 
slumbered  in  peace  after  cropping  a  few  poppy-heads,  but  ! 
to  have  a  murder  on  your  soul i 

KoaiMSKT.  All  the  mnrders  you  bid  me  commit  be 
upon  my  head ! 

Cbarles.     What!    Are  you   so  nimble-witted  ?    Do 

)u  take  measure  of  a  man  to  catch  him  by  flattery? 
!ow  do  you  know  that  I  am  not  haunted  by  terrific 
dreamij,  or  that  I  shall  not  tremble  on  m^  death-bed? 
How  much  have  you  already  done  of  which  you  have 
considered  the  responsibility  ? 

KosiNSKY.  Very  little,  I  must  confess ;  excepting 
this  long  journey  to  you,  noble  count 

Chablbb.  Has  your  tutor  let  the  story  of  Robin  Hood 
get  into  your  hands  ?  Such  careless  rascals  ought  to  be 
sent  to  the  galleys.  And  has  it  heated  your  childish 
fancy,  and  infected  you  with  the  mania  of  becoming  a' 
hero?  Are  you  thirsting  for  honor  and  fame?  Would' 
you  buy  immortality  by  deeds  of  incendiarism  ?  Mark  me, 
ambitious  youth !  No  laurel  blooms  for  the  incendiary. 
No  triumph  awaits  the  victories  of  the  bandit — nothing 
bnt  curses,  danger,  death,  disgrace.  Do  you  see  the 
gibbet  yonder  on  the  hill  ? 

Spiegel   {ffoing    itp    atid   down    indignantly).     Oh, 


ff 


.bow  stupid  I    How  oiboDUDablf,  tmpsrdouildy  ftapid! 
That's  not  Uie  waj.    I  went  to  w«fk  in  «  Tory  diSmnt 


EoBUiBST.  What  ahonld  h«  fear,  who  ten  not 
deMbP 

Chabi^b.  Bravol  Oqiitall  Ton  have  made  good 
'  OH  of  your  time  at  Mhool ;  yon  have  got  joor  Beaeea 
dleverl^  by  hetirt.  Bat,  my  good  friend,  yon  wiH  n<rt  be 
able  with  these  fine  phraaea  to  oajole  natntn  in  the  botar 


'of  snffeiiDg;  they  wiU  never  blnnt  the  bitin|g  toolli  of 
remone.  Fonder  on  it  well,  my  mdI  (SVm  Atn  ty 
th*  htmd.)    I  adviaa  von  as  a  ^er.    Ffait  lean  tlw 


deptii  ot  tha  abyu  beron  yon  fdnnn  headloi^  Into  H. 
If  w  this  world  yon  can  ottob  s  ain^  g^pne  of  hq^ 
nese  —  momenta  may  come  when  yon  —  awake,— and 
then  —  it  may  be  too  late.  Here  you  step  oat  ae  it  were 
beyond  the  pale  of  huiuanity  —  you  uiust  either  be  more 
than  human  or  a  demon.  Once  more,  my  eon !  if  but  a 
single  apark  of  hope  glimmer  for  you  elsewhere,  fly  this 
fearful  compact,  where  nought  but  despair  enters, — 
unless  a  higher  wisdom  has  so  ordained  it.  Ton  may 
deceive  yourself — believe  me,  it  is  possible  to  mistake 
that  for  strength  of  mind  ^hich  ia  reality  is  nothing 
more  than  despair.  Take  my  oounsel!  mine!  and  depart 
quickly. 

KosiKSRT.  No !  I  will  not  stir.  If  my  entreaties  fail 
to  move  yon,  hear  but  the  story  of  my  misfortunes.  And 
then  yon  will  force  the  danj^r  into  my  hand  as  eagerly 
as  you  now  seek  to  withholdit.  Seat  yourselvea  awhile 
on  the  grass  and  listen. 

Chablks.    I  will  hear  your  story. 

KosiNHKY.  Know,  then,  that  I  am  a  Bohemian  noble- 
man. By  the  early  death  of  my  father  I  became  master 
of  large  possessions.  The  scene  of  my  domain  was  a 
paradise;  for  it  contained  an  angel  — a  maid  adorned 
with  all  the  charms  of  blooming  youth,  and  chaste  as  tiie 
light  of  heaven.  But  to  whom  do  I  talk  of  thief  It 
iSka  unheeded  on  your  ears — ye  never  loved,  ye  were 
never  beloved 

Schweitzer.  Gently,  gently  I  The  captain  growa  red 
as  fire. 
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Chables.    No  more !    I'll  hear  you  some  other  time 

—  to-morrow, — or  by-and-by,  or  —  rfter  I  have  seen 
blood. 

KosiNSKT.  Blood,  blood!  Only  hear  on!  Blood  will 
fill  yonr  whole  soul.     She  was  of  uitinen  birth,  a  German 

—  but  her  look  dissolved  all  the  prejudices  of  aristocracy. 
With  blufihine  modesty  she  received  the  bridal  ring  from 
my  hand,  and  on  the  morrow  I  was  to  have  led  my 
Amblia  to  the  altar.  (Cuablkb  ri»e»  suddenly.)  In  tlie 
midst  of  my  intoxicating  dream  of  happiness,  and  while 
our  Quptials  were  preparmg,  an  express  summoned  me  to 
oourt.  I  obeyed  the  summons.  Letters  were  shown  me 
which  I  was  said  to  have  written,  full  of  treasonable 
matter.  I  grew  scarlet  with  indignation  at  such  malice ; 
they  deprived  me  of  my  sword,  thrust  me  into  prison, 
and  all  my  senses  forsook  me. 

ScHWEiTZEB.  And  in  the  meantime  —  go  on  I  I 
already  scent  the  game. 

KosiNSKT.  Tiiere  I  lay  a  whole  month,  and  knew  not 
what  was  taking  place.  I  was  full  of  anxiety  for  mv 
Amelia,  who  I  was  sure  would  suffer  the  pangs  of  death 
every  moment  in  apprehension  of  my  fate.  At  last  the 
prime  minister  makes  liis  appearance,  —  congratulates  me 
inhoney-sweetwordson  the  eBtablishment  of  my  innocence, 

—  rends  to  me  a  warrant  of  discharge,^  and  returns  me 
my  sword.  I  flew  in  triumph  to  my  castlt',  to  the  arms 
of  my  Amelia,  but  she  had  disappeared !  She  had  been 
osrried  off,  it  was  said,  at  midnight,  no  one  knew  whither, 
and  no  eye  had  beheld  her  since.  A  suspicion  inatautty 
flashed  across  my  mind.  I  rushed  to  the  capital  —  I 
made  inquiries  at  court  —  all  eyes  were  upon  me,  —  no 
one  would  give  me  information.  At  last  I  discovered 
her  through  a  grated  window  of  the  palace  —  she  threw 
me  a  smaU  billet. 

ScBvruTZBB.    Did  I  not  say  so  ? 

KoBtnBKT.  Death  and  destruction  I  The  contents 
mre  these  I  They  had  given  her  the  choice  between  see- 
ing ma  put  to  death,  and  becoming  the  mistress  of  the 
pnno«.  tn  the  struggle  between  honor  and  love  she 
chose  the  latter,  and  (with  a  bitter  smile)  I  was  saved. 

ScHWBiTESB.    And  what  did  you  do  then  ? 


EoenTBXT.  Then  I  ttood  hka  qbb  tniuifizfld  witb  & 
tlinnderbolt  1  Blood  wm  m^  flnt  thoi^ht)  1>|ood  mj  lut  I 
FounioK  U  the  month,  I  nm  to  mj  ^owtcrs,  anned  mj- 
■elf  wit£  a  two-edged  «word,  ai^  mth  lU  hacte,  nuhed 
to  the  miniflter'a  bmwe,  for  he — he  alone — had  been  the 
fiendiab  pander.  Ilwf  miut  have  obaerrad  ma  in  the 
street,  for,  aa  I  went  nm  I  foond  aU  |the  doom  tetened. 
I  eearohed,  I  enqoired.    He  was  ewe,  tb^  aaid,  to  die 

Erinoe.    I  went  ttraight  thither,  Ent  Dobod;  there  voaU 
now  anything  about  him.   I  ratarn,fonMUie  d«on,flBd 

the  baae  wretoh,  and  waa  on  the  point irtien  fiTa  or 

HZ  aervanti  snddenlj  roahed  on  me  from  be)iindraiid 
wrenched  the  weapon  from  mj  banda. 

ScBWBrrzn  {ttamptng  A»  ffrotmd).  And  ao  the  fellow 
got  off  dear,  and  yon  loat  your  Uborf 

KosiMSKT.  I  waa  arrested,  accaeed,  criniinally  proae- 
cuted,  degraded,  and  —  mark  this  —  transported  beyond 
the  frontier,  as  a  special  favor.  My  estates  were  confia- 
oated  to  the  minister,  and  Amelia  remained  in  the  clutchee 
of  the  tiger,  where  she  weeps  and  mourns  away  her  life, 
r|  while  my  vengeance  must  keep  a  fast,  and  crouch  sab- 

missively  to  the  yoke  of  despotism. 
''     ScHwxiTZEB  {rinnff  and  reheUing  Ma  neonf).    That 
is  grist  to  onr  mill,  captain !    There  is  something  here  for 
the  incendiaries ! 

Crarlss  (who  hcu  been  walking  tip  anddoten  in  violent 
affitation,  withatudden  start  to  the  Robbers).  I  must 
see  her.  Up !  collect  your  baggage  —  you'll  sUy  with 
lis,  Kosinsky  I    Quick,  pack  up  I 

Thk  Robbbbb.     Where  to?    What? 

Chablks.  Where  to?  Who  asks  that  qnestion? 
{Fiercdy  to  Schwbitzek  )  Traitor,  wouldst  thou  keep 
me  back  ?    But  by  the  hope  for  heaven ! 

ScBWBiTZBR.  I,  a  traitor?  Lead  on  to  hell  and  I  will 
follow  you ! 

Charles  {falling  on  hit  ntck).  Deat- brother !  tfaoa 
shalt  follow  me.  She  weeps,  she  mourns  away  her  life. 
Up !  quickly !  all  of  you  I  to  Franoonia  I  In  a  week  we 
must  be  there.  [^Sneunt. 
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ACT  IV. 

ScENB  I.-r  Ryrcd  scenery  in  the  neighborhood  of 
Chables  yon  Moor's  castle. 

Chaslbs  yon  Moor,  Kosinsrt,  at  a  distance, 

Charles.  Go  forward,  and  announce  me.  You  re 
member  what  you  have  to  say  ? 

KosiNSKY.  You  are  Count  Brand,  you  come  fron 
Mecklenburg.  I  am  your  groom.  Do  not  fear,  I  shal 
take  care  to  plav  my  part.    Farewell !  [^Exit 

Charles.  Hail  to  thee,  Earth  of  my  Fatherland 
(kisses  the  earth.)  Heaven  of  my  Fatherland !  Sun  o 
my  Fatherland  !  Ye  meadows  and  hills,  ye  streams  anc 
woods !  Hail,  bail  to  ye  all !  How  deliciously  the  breezei 
are  wafted  from  my  native  hills?  What  streams  o 
balmy  perfume  greet  the  poor  fugitive!  Elysium 
Realms  of  poetry !  Stay,  Moor,  thy  foot  has  strayed  int< 
a  holy  temple.     (Comes  nearer.) 

See  there !  the  old  swallow-nests  in  the  castle  yard  !  — 
and  the  little  garden-gate !  —  and  this  corner  of  the  fenc< 
where  I  so  often  watched  in  ambuscade  to  teaze  old  Tow 
ser !  —  and  down  there  in  the  green  valley,  where,  as  th< 
great  Alexander,  I  led  my  Macedonians  to  the  battle  o 
Arbela ;  and  the  grassy  hillock  yonder,  from  which  I  hurl 
ed  the  Persian  satrap  —  and  then  waved  on  high  my  vie 
torious  banner !  (^e  smiles.)  The  golden  age*  of  boy 
hood  lives  again  in  the  soul  of  the  outcast.  I  was  thoi 
so  happy,  so  wholly,  so  cloudlessly  happy  —  and  now  — 
behold  all  my  prospects  a  wreck  l  Here  should  I  hav< 
presided,  a  great,  a  noble,  an  honored  man  —  here  have 
lived  OYer  again  the  years  of  boyhood  in  the  blooming 
children  of  my  Amelia  —  here!  —  here  have  been  th< 
idol  of  my  people  —  but  the  foul  fiend  opposed  it 
(Starting.)  Why  am  I  here?  To  feel  like  the  captive 
when  the  clanking  of  his  chains  awakes  him  from  hif 
dream  of  liberty.  No,  let  me  return  to  my  wretchedness 
TbecaptiYehad  forgotten  the  light  of  day,  but  the  drean 
of  liberty  flashes  past  his  eyes  like  a  blaze  of  lightning  ir 
the  nighti  which  leaves  it  darker  than  before.     Farewell 


▼e  natire  valet  I  onoe  re  U«  Cawrlea  u  t  boy,  aaid  tba 
Charles  was  happy.  Sow  ye  hare  wen  the  man  hU  bap- 
pineoB  tnrned  to  deBpiir  t  (A  movM  nmiBm  fMnraii 
<Ae  fno«(  iHaUmlpotiU  of  M«  AwMbo^pa,  tqMV  h»  tudden- 
ly  stops  and  caata  a  melanchoty  loot  acrou  to  tht  casth.) 
Not  to  behold  her  I  not  even  one  look ?  —  and  onlVa  waft 
betweea  me  and  Amelia  I  Not  eee  her  I  miutl  —  and 
him  tool — thonsb  it  onuh  me  I  {&  tunw  bad.) 
Father  1  father  I  toy  son  approaobea.  Away  vitli  thee, 
black,  reeking  gore  I  Away  witil  that  grim,  ^li*>tiy  look 
of  death  1  Oh,  give  me  bat  thb  om  honr  f  re«  I  Aihdia ! 
Father  I  thy  Charles  qiproaoheal  (Mt  ^om  jtiMfy 
toteards  tAe  cattle.)  Tonnent  me  wn^  tim  iboniiag 
dawns  —  give  me  no  rert  with  ttie  eomfng  nigbt —  beset 
me  in  frightfnl  dreams  I  But,  vlb  t  p4»aon  not  this  ray 
only  honr  of  bliu  I  (St  is  stetndlng  at  the  gati.)  What 
IB  it  I  feel  ?  What  means  this,  Sf  oor  ?  Be  a  man !  These 
death-like  shudders  —  foreboding  terrors.  [.£hler«. 

SczNS  II.«  —  OaUery  in  iAe  GaatU. 
Enter  Charles  von  Moob,  Ahelu. 

Amelia.  And  are  yon  nnre  that  yon  should  know  his 
portrait  among  these  pictures? 

Charles.  Ob,  most  oertainlyl  his  image  has  always 
been  fresh  in  my  memory.  (Peuainff  attmg  tAe  pictttna.) 
This  is  hot  it. 

AuELiA.  You  are  right!  He  was  the  first  count,  and 
received  his  patent  of  nobility  from  Frederic  Barbarossa, 
to  whom  ha  rendered  some  service  against  the  corsairs. 

Charles  (aliU  remewing  the  picturet).  Neither  ia  it 
this  —  nor  this  —  nor  that  —  it  is  not  among  these  at  all. 

Auelia.  Nay!  look  more  attentively  I  Ithonghtyou 
knew  him. 

Charles.     As  well  as  my  own  father!    This  piotare 
wants  the  sweet  expression  aroond  the  mouth,  whioh  dis- 
tinguished him  from  among  a  thousand.     It  ia  not  he. 
_  AHBLtA.     You  surprise  me.     What  I  not  seen  him  for 
eighteen  years,  and  still 

■  Iiitoii]««41(fiMi«atttotfa«(lilnl»Dmi«,  MtiltlunlsBOMaa*! 
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Chasleb  {quidUy.,  with  a  hectic  blutk),  Yee,  this  is 
he  !     {He  Hamd*  as  if  struck  by  ligfdning.) 

AifKUA.    An  excellent  man  I 

Craklks  (absorbed  in  the  contenwlalion  qf  the  picture). 
Father  I  father!  forgive  me!  \es,  an  excellent  man  I 
(He  wipes  his  eyes.)     A  gwllike  man  I 

Ahbua.     You  seem  to  take  a  deep  interest  in  him. 

Charles.  Oh,  an  excellent  man !  And  lie  ia  gone, 
yon  sayl 

Amelia.  Gone  !  ae  our  best  joys  perish.  (Gently  tak- 
ing him  by  the  hand.)  Dear  sir,  no  happiness  ripens  in 
this  world. 

Charles.  Most  true,  most  true !  And  have  you  al- 
ready proved  this  troth  by  sad  experience  ?  Yon,  who 
can  scarcely  yet  have  seen  your  twenty-third  year? 

Amelia.  Yes,  alas,  I  have  proved  it.  Whatever  lives,' 
lives  to  die  in  sorrow.  We  engage  our  hearts,  and  grasp 
after  the  things  of  this  world,  only  to  undergo  the  pang 
of  losing  them. 

CiiABi^B.     What  can  yon  have  lost,  and  yet  so  young? 

Amelia.  Nothing —  everything  —  nothing.  Shall  we 
go  on, count?* 

Charlks.  Id  such  haste?  Whose  portrait  is  that  on 
the  right?  There  is  an  unhappy  look  about  that  coun- 
tenance, methinks. 

Amelia.  That  portrait  on  the  left  is  the  son  of  the 
count,  the  present  count.     Come,  let  us  pass  on  ! 

CuAKLES.    But  this  portrait  on  the  right? 

Amelia.     Will  you  not  continue  your  walk,  sir? 

Charles.  But  this  portrait  on  the  right  hand?  You 
are  in  tears,  Amelia?        [Exit  AmeTlia,  in  precipitation. 

Charles.  She  loves  me,  she  loves  me!  Her  wholel 
being  began  to  rebel,  and  the  traitor  tears  rolled  downl^ 
her  cheeks.  She  loves  me!  Wretch,  hast  thou  deserved] 
this  at  her  hands?  Stand  I  not  here  like  a  condemned 
criminal  before  the  fatal  block  ?  Is  this  the  touch  on  which  , 
we  so  often  sat — where  I  have  hnng  in  rapture  on  her 
neck?    Are  these  my  anoestral  halls?    (Overcome  by  the 

>  Id  Ow  utliH  adlUoD  i*  added  — 

"MooK    And  iroold  jon  leajn  rorgetiutnew  In  tbat  holy  garb  theref 


gi^  <(f  hit  JhAm'$  poetraU.)    Tbon^tiKW— Fkran 
of  fire  darting  from  tninaeyM — Wm  oaisft — Hia  rana 

—  He  disoTna  me — Wlieraunlf  My  ^ofat  growi  dim 

—  Horrors  of  the  liriiig  God— Twu  I,  Him  I  that 
killed  my  father  I  [Ot  nahu  of. 

EnUr  Fkahcsb  ton  Hooa^  <n  da^  fAoi^Af. 

Fbakctib.  Away  with  that  image  I  Away  with  it  I 
Oaveo  heart  I  Why  dott  thou  tremble,  aod  benire  whom  f 
Have  I  not  felt,  during  die  few  honra  that  the  c 


hae  been  within  these  walla  aa  if  a  n»y  from  hoH  w«re 

I  Aonld 
ritiere  ia  aometbiiu;  ao  lorty,  ao  tamOiar,  in  hia  wild,  eon- 
«>nrnt  fesCures,  wfiioh  maaea  me  tranbit.    Amelia,  too, 


Riding  at  my  heela.     Hethinks  I  abonld  know  himl 


Riding  ) 
frhere  ia 


IB  not  indifferent  towards  him  1  Doeg  abe  ttot  dart  eager, 
languishing  looks  at  the  fellow  — looks  of  wfaich  she  is  so 
chary  to  tdl  the  world  beside?  Did  I  not  see  her  drop 
those  Bteallhy  tears  into  the  wine,  vhich,  behind  my  back, 
he  quaffed  so  esgerly  that  he  seemed  to  swallow  the  very 
glass?  Yes,  I  saw  it  —  I  saw  it  ic  the  mirror  with  my 
own  eyes.  Take  care,  Francis!  I/wk  about  yon !  Some 
destrnct ion-brooding  monster  is  lurking  beneath  all  this ! 
{He  stop»,  vntfi  a  searching  look,  h^ore  the  portrait  of 
Chasles.) 
/     His  long,   crane-like  neck  —  his   black,  fir&«parkling 

^eyes  —  liem  !  bemf  —  his  dark,  overhanging,  bushy  eye- 
brows. (Suddenlj/ startinff  back.}  Malicious  hell  I  doat 
thon  send  me  this  suspicion?  It  is  Charles!  Yea,  all  hia 
features  are  reviviiig  before  me.  It  is  he!  despite  his 
mask !  it  is  he !  Death  and  damnation !  ( Ooea  up  and 
down  with  agitated  H^s.)  Is  it  for  this  that  1  have  sacri- 
ficed my  lughts  —  that  I  have  mowed  down  mountains  and 
filled  u[)  chasms?  For  this  that  I  have  turned  rebel  against 
nil  the  instincts  of  humanity  P  To  have  this  vagabond 
outcast  blunder  in  at  last,  and  destroy  all  my  cnnninely 
devised  fabric.  But  gently  !  gently !  What  remains  to  oe 
Idone  is  but  child's  play.   Have  I  not  already  waded  up  to 

J  my  very  ears  in  mortiu  sin  ?  Seeing  how  far  the  shore  lies 
behind  me,  it  would  be  madness  to  attempt  to  BWim  back. 
To  return  is  now  out  of  the  question.    Grace  itself  wonld 
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be  beggared,  and  infinite*  nuTcy  heconic  bankrupt,  wci 
they  to  be  responsible  for  all  my  liabilities.  Then  on  war 
like  a  man.  {Me  rings  t/ie  dell,)  Let  him  be  gathered  t 
the  spirit  of  his  father,  and  now  come  on !  For  the  dea 
I  care  not !  Daniel !  Ho !  Daniel !  I'd  wager  a  trif 
they  have  already  inveigled  him  too  into  the  plot  againi 
me !     He  looks  so  full  of  mystery ! 

Enter  Daniel. 

Daniel.     What  is  your  pleasure,  my  master  ? 

Fbaj^cis.  Nothing.  Go,  fill  this  goblet  with  wine,  an 
Quicklv !  {Eoeit  Daniel.)  Wait  a  little,  old  man ! 
snail  find  you  out !  I  will  fix  my  eye  upon  you  so  keenl 
that  your  stricken  conscience  shall  betray  itself  throug 
your  mask !  He  shall  die !  He  is  but  a  sorry  bungle 
who  leaves  his  work  half  finished,  and  then  looks  on  ialj 
trusting  to  chance  for  what  may  come  of  it. 

Enter  Daniel,  with  the  wine. 

Bring  it  here !  Look  me  steadfastly  in  the  face !  Ho^ 
your  knees  knock  together !  How  you  tremble !  Confess 
old  man  I  what  have  you  been  doing? 

Daniel.  Nothing,  my  honored  master,  by  heaven  an< 
my  poor  soul ! 

Fbancis.  Drink  this  wine!  What?  you*  hesitate 
Out  with  it  Quickly !   What  have  you  put  into  the  wine 

Daniel.    Heaven  help  me !  What !  I  in  the  wine  ? 

Francis.  You  have  poisoned  it!  Are  you  not  a 
white  as  snow  ?  Confess,  confess !  Who  gave  it  you 
The  count?    Is  it  not  so?    The  count  gave  it  you ? 

Daniel.  The  count?  Jesu  Maria!  The  count  has  no 
given  me  anything. 

Fbancis  {grasping  him  tight),  I  will  throttle  you  til 
yoa  are  black  in  the  face,  you  hoary-headed  liar !  Noth 
mgf  Why,  then,  are  you  so  often  closeted  together 
He,  and  yon,  and  Amelia?  And  what  are  you  alway 
whispering  about?  Out  with  it!  What  secrets,  eh 
What  secrets  has  he  confided  to  you  ? 

Daniel.  I  call  the  Almighty  to  witness  that  he  ha 
not  confided  any  secrets  to  me. 
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Francis.  Do  yon  mean  to  deny  it?  Wfaat  Bchetnea 
have  you  been  hatching  to  get  rid  ot  me?  Am  I  to  be 
smothered  in  my  sleep?  or  is  my  throat  to  be  cut  in 
shaving?  or  am  I  to  be  poisoned  in  wine  or  chocolate? 
Eh?  Out  with  it,  out  with  it!  Or  ani  I  to  have  my 
quietus  adminiatered  in  my  soup  ?  Out  with  it !  I  know 
it  all! 

Dan'ikl.  May  lieaven  so  help  me  in  the  hour  of  need 
as  I  now  lell  you  the  truth,  and  nothing  bnt  the  pure, 
unvarnished  truth! 

Francim.  Welt,  this  time  I  will  forgive  you.  But  the 
money  1  he  most  certainly  put  money  into  your  f urae  ? 
And  he  pressed  your  hand  more  warmly  than  u  cus- 
tomary? something  in  the  manner  of  an  old  acquaintance? 

Daniel.     Kever,  indeed,  sir. 

Francib,  Hf  told  yoit,  for  instance,  that  he  had  known 
you  befor*.'?  llial  you  ought  to  know  him?  that  the 
scales  •  would  some  day  fall  from  your  eyes  ?  that  — 
what  ?  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  he  never  spoke  thus  to 
you? 

Daniel.    Kot  a  word  of  the  kind. 

Francis.  That  certain  circumstanoefl  restrained  him  — 
that  one  must  sonietiroes  wear  a  mask  in  order  to  get  at 
one's  enemies  —  that  he  would  be  revenged,  most  terribly 
revenged  ? 

Daniel.    Not  a  syllable  of  all  this. 

Francis.  What  ?  Nothing  at  all  ?  Recollect  yoars^ 
That  he  knew  the  old  count  well  —  most  intimately — that 
be  loved  him  —  loved  him  exceedingly  —  loved  ntm  Uke 
a  son 

Daniel.  Something  of  that  sort  I  remember  to  hare 
beard  him  say. 

F'rancis  {turning pale).  Did  he  say  so?  did  he  really? 
How  P  let  me  hear  !     He  said  he  was  my  brother  ? 

Daniel  (as(onwA«rf).  What,  my  master?  He  did  not 
say  that.  But  as  Lady  Amelia  was  conducting  him  throiurh 
the  gallery  —  I  was  just  dusting  the  picture  frames  —  na 
suddenly  stood  still  before  the  portrait  of  my  late  master, 
and  seemed  thunderstruck.  Lady  Amelia  pointed  tt  oat, 
n  Scrlptnie,  Aon  Li.  tbt.U,  "HmnMI 
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uid  eaid,  "  An  excellent  man  I "    "  Yes,  a  moet  excellent 
rnxn  I  "  he  replied,  wiping  a  tear  from  his  eye. 

Francis.  Hark,  Daniel !  You  know  I  have  ever  been 
a  kind  master  to  you ;  I  have  given  you  food  and  raiment, 
and  have  spared  you  labor  in  consideration  of  your  ad- 
vanced age. 

Daniel.  For  which  may  heaven  reward  you !  and  I, 
on  my  part,  have  always  served  you  faithfully. 

Francis.  That  is  just  what  I  was  eoing  to  say.  You 
have  never  in  all  your  life  contradicted  me ;  for  you  know 
much  too  well  that  you  owe  me  obedience  in  all  things, 
whatever  I  may  require  of  you. 

Danixl.  In  all  things  with  all  my  heart,  bo  it  be  not 
against  God  and  my  conscience. 

Fhahcis.  Stuff  f  nonsense  !  Are  you  not  ashamed  of 
yourself?  An  old  man,  and  believe  that  Christmas  tale! 
Go,  Daniel!  that  was  a  stupid  remark.  Yon  know  that 
I  am  your  master.  It  is  on  me  that  God  and  conBcience 
will  be  avenged,  if,  indeed,  there  be  a  God  and  a  con- 
science. 

Damikl  {dasping  hi»  hands  together).  Merciful 
Heaven ! 

Fbancib.  By  your  obedience!  Do  you  understand! 
that  word?  By  yoiir  obedience,  I  command  you.  With/ 
to-morrow's  dawn  the  count  must  no  longer  be  found]* 
among  the  living. 

Danisl.     Itjerciful  Heaven  !  and  wherefore  ? 

Fbancib.  By  your  blind  obedience!  I  shall  rejly  upon 
you  implicitly. 

Daniel.  On  me?  May  the  Blessed  Virgin  have  mercy 
on  me  t  On  me  ?  What  evil,  then,  have  1,  an  old  man, 
done! 

Fbancis.  There  is  no  time  now  for  reflection  ;  your 
fate  is  in  mv  hands.  Would  you  rather  pine  away  the 
remainder  of  your  days  in  the  deepest  of  my  dungeons, 
where  hunger  shall  compel  you  to  gnaw  your  own  bones, 
and  burning  thirst  make  you  suck  your  own  blood  ?  Or 
would  yon  rather  eat  your  bread  in  peace,  and  have  rest 
in  Tonr  old  age? 

Damixl.  What,  my  lord  I  Peace  and  rest  in  my  old 
ag»?    And  I  a  murderer? 
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Francis.    Answer  my  queBtion! 

Damkl.    My  gray  hairs!  my  gray  haini 

Fkancis.    Yea  or  no  ! 

Daniel.     No!    God  have  mercy  npon  me! 

Francis  (in  (Ae  act  of  going).  Very  well  I  you  shall 
have  need  of  it.  (Uanikl  iktains  him  and  fma  on  his 
knees  before  him.) 

Daniel.     Mercy,  master !  mercy! 

Fkancis.    Yes  or  no ! 

Danikl.  Most  gracious  master!  I  am  this  day  seventy- 
one  years  of  age !  and  have  honored  my  father  and  my 
mother,  and,  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge,  have  never  to 
the  whole  coui-se  of  my  life  defrauded  any  one  to  the 
value  of  a  farthing,  —  and  I  have  adhered  to  my  creed 
truly  and  honestly,  and  liave  served  in  your  house  fonr- 
and-forly  years,  and  am  now  calmly  awaiting  a  quiet, 
lia|i(ty  end.  Oh,  master!  masiter!  (lyiokntli/ c/asping  his 
kiiven)  and  would  you  deprive  me  of  my  only  solace  in 
di>atli,  that  the  gnawing  worm  of  an  evil  conscience  may 
chc.1t  me  of  my  last  |irayi.'r?  that  T  may  go  to  my 
long  home  an  abomination  in  the  sight  of  God  and  man  'i 
No,  no!  my  dearest,  be^t,  mosi  excellent,  most  gracious 
master  !  you  do  not  ask  that  of  an  old  man  turned  three- 
score and  ten ! 

Fkan<[!).  Yea  or  no!  What  is  the  use  of  all  this 
jialaver? 

Daxikl.  I  will  serve  you  from  this  day  forward  more 
diligently  thiin  over;  I  will  wear  out  my  old  bones  in 
your  service  like  a  common  day-laborer;  I  will  rise 
earlier  and  lie  down  later.  Oh,  .and  1  will  remember  voii 
in  my  prayers  night  anil  ntorning ;  and  God  will  not  reject 
the  |>r.tyer  of  :m  ol<l  man. 

Kkani'is.  Obedience  is  better  th.in  sacrifice.  Did  you 
ever  hear  of  the  hangman  standing  u|X)n  ceremony  when 
he  was  told  to  execute  a  sentence':' 

Daxikl.     Thai  is  very  true':"  but  to  murder  an  inno- 

FitANris.  Am  I  rcsiioMsible  to  you?  Is  the  aie  to 
question  the  hangman  why  he  strikes  this  way  and  not 
tiiat?    But  see  how  forbearing  lam.     I  offer  you  a  re- 
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ward  for  performing  what  yon  owe  me  in  virtue  of  your 
allegiaace. 

Danikl.  But,  wlieo  I  iKOre  allegiuioe  to  you,  I  at 
least  hoped  tbat  I  ihoald  be  allowed  to  remun  a  Chris- 
tian. 

Fbancis.  No  coiitradiation t  Look  you!  I  ?!ve  you 
Uie  whole  day  to  think  about  it!  Ponder  well  on  it. 
Happiness  or  misery.  Do  you  hear —  do  you  understand  V 
The  extreme  of  hnppiuess  or  the  extreme  of  misery  I  I 
can  do  wonders  in  the  way  of  torture. 

Damel  (nfter  some  reflection).  I'll  do  it ;  I  will  do  it 
to-morrow.  [£xit. 

F'bakcis.    The  temptation  is  strong,  and  I  should  think  ^ 
he  was  not  Ixirn  to  die  a  martyr  to  hia  faith.     Have  with 
you,  sir  count !     According  to  all  ordinary  ealculations, 
you  will  Slip  to-morrow  with  old  lleelzebtih.     In  these 
matters  all  depends  upon  one's  view  of  a  thing;  and  he 
is  a  fool  who  takes  any  view  that  is  contrary  to  his  oun  i 
interest.     A  father  quaffs  perhaps  a  bottle  of  wine  more 
than  ordinary  —  he  is  in  a  certain  luood  —  the  result  is  a 
human  being,  the  last  thing  that   wns   thought   of  in  th% 
affair.     Well,  1,  too,  am   in  a  certain   mood,  —  and  the 
result  is  that  a  human  being  perishes;  and   surely   there 
is  more  of  reason  and  purpose  in  this  than  there  was  in 
his  production.    If  the  biith  of  a  man  is  the  result  of  an  ' 
animal  paroxysm,  who  should  take  it  into  his  head  to 
attach  any  importance  to  the  negation  of  his  birth  ?     A 
curse  upon  the  folly  of  our  nurses  and  teachers,  who  fill 
our  imaginations  with  frightful  tales,  and  impress   fearful 
images  of,punishment  njwn  the  plastic  brain  of  chilil- 
hooa,  so  that  involuntary  shudders  shake  the  limbs  of  \ 
the  man  with  icy  fear,  arrest  his  boldeat  resolutions,  and    I 
chain  his  awakening  reason  in  the  fellers  of  superstitious    I 
darkness.    Murder!     What  a  hell  full  of   furies  hovers    I 
around  that  word.     Yet  'tis  no  more  than  if  nature  forgets     I 
to  bring  forth  one  man  more  —  or  the  doctor  makes  a  mitt- 
take —  and  thus  the  whole  phantasmagoria  vanishes.     It 
was  somtthing,  and  it  is  nothing.      Does  not  this  amount 
to  exactly  the  same  thing  as  though  it  had  been  nothing, 
lad  came  to  nothing;  and  about  nothing  it  is  hardtx 
worth  while  to  waste  a  word.    Man  is  made  oi  fiVt\»,  at^ 
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for  a  time  wades  in  filtb,  atnl  jmiduceB  filtli,  and  siuks 
l)uok  into  filth,  tiU  3I  last  he  faah  the  bootn  of  h'm  owd 
posterity.'  That  is  the  burden  of  iLe  song  —  the  filthy 
cycle  of  human  fate  ;  and  with  that —  a  pleasant  journey 
.  to  you,  sir  brother!  Conscient*.  that  splenetic,  gouty 
moralist,  may  drive  shrivelled  old  drones  out  of  hi-othels, 
and  torture  usurers  on  their  deathbeds — with  me  it 
alial]  never  more  have  aadiencti.  [^£idt. 


J 


ScKNB  III.  —  AnoOier  Room  m  the  CaslU. 


Chaklss  vom  Moob  ent^s/rom  one  side,  DAttOL /runt 
the  other, 

Chablss  (hastily).    Where  is  I.ady  Amelia? 

Daniei..  Honored  sir  !  permit  an  old  man  to  ask  you 
a  favor. 

Cbablbb.     It  ia  granted.    What  is  it  you  ask  ? 

Daniel.    Not  much,  and  yet  all  —  but  little,  and  yet  a 
great  deal.    Suffer  me  to  kiss  your  hand ! 
.    Charlks.    That  I  cannot  permit,  good  old  man  {em- 
bracea  him),  from  one  whom  I  shouTd  like  to  call  my 
father. 

Daniel.    Your  band,  your  band !  I  beseech  you. 

Charles.    That  must  not  be. 

Daniel.  It  must!  (J3e  takes  hold  0/ it,  ntrveya  it 
quickly,  and  /alts  down  J>efore  Attn.)  Dear,  dearest 
Charles ! 

Charles  (startled;  he  composes hims^f,  and aaysin  a 
distant  tone).  What  mean  you,  my  friend  ?  I  don't  un- 
derstand you. 

Daniel.  Yes,  yon  may  deny  it,  you  may  dissemble  as 
much  as  you  please  ?  'Tis  very  well !  very  well.  For 
all  that  you  are  my  dearest,  my  excellent  young  master. 
Good  Heaven  I  that  I,  poor  old  man,  should  live  to  have 
the  joy  —  what  a  stupid  blockhead  was  I  that  I  did  not 
at  affiance  —  oh,  gracious  powers!  And  you  are  really 
come  oack,  and  the  dear  old  master  is  underground,  and^ 
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here  yon  are  agiun  1  What  n  ]>ui-bliiid  dolt  I  was,  to  be 
Bure  !  {striking  his  forehead)  that  I  did  not  on  the  instant 
—  Oh,  dear  rue !  —  who  could  have  dreamt  it —  What  I 
have  BO  often  prayed  for  with  tears  —  Oh,  mercy  me! 
There  he  stands  again,  as  large  as  life,  in  the  old  room ! 

OiiARLss.  What's  all  this  oration  about  ?  Are  you  in 
a  fit  of  delirium,  and  have  escaped  from  your  keepers  ; 
or  are  you  rehearsing  a  stage-player's  part  with  me? 

Daniel.  Oh,  fie  !  fie !  It  is  not  pretty  of  you  to  make 
game  of  an  old  servant.  That  scar !  Eh  t  do  you  re- 
member it  f  Good  Heaven !  what  a  fright  you  put  me 
into — I  always  loved  you  so  dearly;  and  what  misery 
yoa  might  have  brought  upon  me.  You  were  sitting  in 
my  lap  —  do  you  remember  ?  there  in  the  round  chaniber. 
Has  all  that  quite  vanished  from  your  memory  —  and  the 
cackoo,  too,  inat  you  were  so  fond  of  listening  to?  Only 
thinki  the  cuckoo  is  broken,  broken  all  to  shivers  —  old 
Susan  smashed  it  in  sweeping  the  room — -yes,  indeed, 
and  there  you  sat  in  my  lap,  and  cried,  "  Oxikhorse !  " 
and  I  ran  off  to  fetch  your  wooden  horse  —  mercy  on 
roe !  what  business  had  I,  thoughtless  old  fool,  to  leave 
you  alone  —  and  how  I  felt  as  if  I  were  in  a  boiling 
caldron  when  I  heard  you  screaming  in  the  passage ;  and, 
when  I  rushed  in,  there  was  your  red  blood  gushin" 
forth,  and  you  lying  on  the  ground.  Oh,  by  the  Blessed 
Virgin  !  did  I  not  feel  as  if  a  bucket  of  icy  cold  water 
was  emptied  all  over  mc  ?  —  but  en  it  happens,  unless  one 
kee])8  all  one's  eyes  upon  children.  Good  Heaven !  if  it 
had  gone  into  your  eye!  Unfortunately  it  happened  to 
be  the  right  hand.  "  As  long  as  I  live,"  said  I,  "  never 
again  shall  any  child  in  my  charge  get  hold  of  a  knife  or 
scissors,  or  any  other  edge  tool."  'Twas  lucky  for  me 
that  both  my  master  and  mistress  were  gone  on  a  journey. 
"Tea,  yes!  this  shall  be  a  warning  to  me  for  the  rest  of 
my  life,"  said  I — Gemini,  Gemini!  I  might  have  lost  my 
place,  I  might  —  God  forgive  you,  you  naughty  boy  — 
but,  thank  Heaven!  it  healed  fairly,  all  but  that  ugly 
■car. 

Chableb.  I  do  not  comprehend  one  word  of  all  that 
yon  are  talking  about. 

Damikl.     Eh?  eh?  that  was  the  time!  was  it  aoi? 


for  a  tiniC'  wades  in  filth,  and  jirodiiceH  (iith,  and  sinks 
back  into  SlUi,  till  at  last  he  fouta  the  bootn  of  his  own 
posterity.*  That  is  Ihp  burden  of  the  Hung  —  the  filthy 
cycle  of  human  fate  j  and  with  that — a  pleasant  journey 
■  to  you,  sir  brother!  ConscienL-e,  that  splenetic,  gouty 
moralist,  may  drive  shrivelied  oM  drones  out  of  brothels, 
and  torture  usurers  on  their  deathbeds  —  with  me  it 
shall  never  more  have  audience,  [^^7. 


/ 


ScEMB  III.  —  Another  Room  in  the  Caatte. 


Cbablbs  von  Moob  enters  JVom  ons  aide,  J)AliJ&Ljhmi 
the  otksr. 

Charles  (kastiltf).    Where  is  Lady  Amelia? 

Daniel.  Honored  sir  !  permit  an  old  man  to  ask  you 
a  favor. 

Charles.    It  is  granted.     What  is  it  you  ask? 

Daniel.    Not  much,  and  yet  all  —  but  little,  and  yet  a 
great  deal.     Suffer  me  to  kiss  your  hand ! 
.    Charles.     That  I  cannot  permit,  good  old  man  (tm- 
braces  him),  from  one  whom  I  should  like  to  call  my 
father. 

Danikl.     Your  hand,  your  hand  !  I  beseech  you. 

Ciiablbs.     That  must  not  be. 

Danikl.  It  must !  (Se  takee  hold  of  it,  ntrveya  it 
quickly,  and  faits  down  before  him.)  Dear,  dearest 
Charles ! 

Charles  (startled ;  he  composes  himse^,  and  Bays  in  a 
distant  tone).  What  mean  yon,  my  friend  ?  I  don't  un- 
derstand you. 

Daniel.  Yes,  you  may  deny  it,  you  may  dissemble  aa 
much  as  you  please?  'Tia  very  well!  very  well.  For 
all  that  you  are  my  dearest,  my  excellent  yoang  master. 
Good  Heaven  !  that  I,  poor  old  man,  should  live  to  have 
the  joy  —  what  a  stupid  blockhead  was  I  that  I  did  not 
at  a  elance  —  oh,  gracious  powers !  And  you  are  really 
comeMck,  and  the  dear  ola  master  is  underground,  and^ 
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Duna,  maa^ 


aurii!  {striking  his  forehead)  that  I  did  not  on  the  instant 
—  Oh,  dear  me  !  —  who  could  have  dreamt  it —  What  I 
have  BO  often  prayed  for  with  tears  —  Oh,  mercy  me ! 
There  he  stands  again,  as  large  as  life,  in  the  old  room ! 

CiiABLKS.  What's  all  this  oration  about  ?  Are  you  in 
a  Gt  of  delirititn,  and  have  escaped  from  your  keepers  ; 
or  are  you  rehearsing  a  stage-player's  part  with  me  ? 

Daniel.  Oh,  fie!  fie!  It  is  not  pretty  of  yon  to  make 
game  of  an  old  servant.  That  scar !  Eh !  do  you  re- 
member it  ?  Grood  Heaven !  what  a  fright  yoa  put  me 
into  —  I  always  loved  you  so  dearly;  and  what  misery 
you  might  have  brought  upon  me.  You  were  sitting  in 
my  lap  —  do  you  remember  ?  there  in  the  round  chamber. 
Has  all  that  quite  vanished  from  your  memory  —  and  the 
cuckoo,  too,  that  yon  were  so  fond  of  listening  to  ?  Only 
think  1  the  cuckoo  is  broken,  broken  all  to  shivers  —  old 
Susan  smashed  it  in  sweeping  the  room  —  yea,  indeed, 
and  there  you  satin  my  lap,  and  cried,  "Cockhorse!" 
and  I  ran  off  to  fetch  your  wooden  horse — mercy  on 
me!  what  business  had  I,  thoughtless  old  fool,  to  leave 
you  alone — and  how  I  felt  as  if  1  were  in  a  boiling 
caldron  when  I  heard  you  screaming  in  the  passage;  and, 
when  I  rushed  in,  there  was  your  red  blood  gushing 
forth,  and  you  lying  on  the  ground.  Oh,  by  the  Hlessed 
Virgin  !  did  I  not  feel  as  if  a  bucket  of  ley  cold  water 
was  emptied  all  over  mc  ?  —  but  so  it  happens,  unless  one 
kcejM  all  one's  eyes  upon  children.  Good  Heaven  !  if  it 
had  gone  into  your  eye!  Unfortunately  it  happened  to 
be  the  right  hand.  "  As  long  as  I  live,"  said  I,  "  never 
again  shall  any  child  in  my  charge  get  hold  of  a  knife  or 
scissors,  or  any  other  edge  tool."  'Twas  lucky  for  me 
that  both  my  master  and  mistress  were  gone  on  a  journey. 
"  Yes,  yes !  this  shall  be  a  warning  to  me  for  the  rest  of 
my  life,"  said  I  —  Gemini,  Gemini!  I  might  have  lost  my 

El  ace,  I  might  —  God  forgive  you,  you  naughty  boy  — 
ut,  thank  Heaven !  it  healed  fairly,  all  but  Uiat  ugly 
Bcar. 

'  Chaklbs.  I  do  not  comprehend  one  word  of  all  that 
yon  are  talking  shout. 

DANnfL.    Eh?  eh?  that  was  the  time!  was  it  not? 
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How  many  a  ginger-cake,  and  biscuit,  and  i 
hnve  I  slipped  into  your  hands  — T  was  always  so  fond  of 
you.  And  do  you  recollect  wbat  you  said  to  me  down 
m  the  stable,  when  I  put  you  lipon  old  master's 
hunter,  and  let  you  Bcamper  round  the  great  meadow  ? 
"  Daniel ! "  eaid  you,  "  only  wait  till  I  am  grown  a  big 
man,  and  you  shall  be  my  steward,  and  ride  in  the  coach 
with  me,"  "  Yes,"  SMd  I,  laughing, "  if  heaven  grants  me 
life  and  health,  and  you  are  not  ashamed  of  the  old  man," 
I  said,  "I  shall  ask  you  to  let  me  have  the  little  house 
down  in  the  village,  that  han  stood  empty  so  long ;  and 
then  I  will  lay  in  a  few  butts  of  good   wine,  and  turn 

Imblican  in  my  old  age."  Yes,  you  may  laugh,  you  may 
3ugh !  Eh,  young  gentleman,  have  you  quite  forgotten 
all  that  ?  You  do  not  want  to  remember  the  old  man,  so 
you  carry  youreelt  strange  and  loftily;  —  but,  you  are 
ray  jewel  of  a  young  master,  for  all  that.  You  have,  it 
is  true,  been  a  little  bit  wild  —  don't  be  angry  I  —  as 
young  blood  is  apt  to  be !  All  may  be  well  yet  in  the 
end. 

CoASLsa  (/"alls  on  his  neck).  Yes!  Daniel!  I  will  no 
longer  hide  it  from  yon  I  I  am  your  Charles,  ^our  lost 
Charles!    And  now  tell  me,  how  does  my  Amelia? 

Daniel  (begins  to  cry).  That  I,  old  sinner,  should  live 
to  have  this  happiness — and  my  late  blessed  master  wept 
so  long  in  vain!  Begone,  begone,  hoary  old  headi  Ya 
weary  bones,  descend  into  the  grave  with  joy  !  My  lord 
and  master  lives !  my  own  eyes  have  beheld  him  I 

Charles.  And  he  will  keep  his  promise  to  you.  Take 
that,  honest  graybeard,  for  the  old  hunter  {foroea  a  heaoy 
puree  upon  him).    I  have  not  forgotten  the  old  man. 

Daniel.  How  ?  What  are  you  doing  ?  Too  much  I 
You  have  made  a  mistake. 

Charles.  No  mistake,  Daniel !  (Daniel  i»  about  to 
throw  himself  on  his  knees  b^ore  him.)  Kise  1  Tell  me, 
how  does  my  Amelia? 

Daniel.  Heaven  reward  you !  Heaven  reward  yon ! 
O  gracious  me!  Your  Amelia  will  never  survive  it, she 
win  die  for  joy  ? 

Crakleb  (eaj^eriy).   She  has  not  forgotten  me  then  f 

Daniel.     Forgotten  you?    How  can  you  talk  thai? 


Forgotten  yon,  indeed  !  You  should  have  been  there, 
you  shoold  have  seen  liow  she  took  on,  when  the  news 
came  of  your  death,  which  his  honor  caused  to  be  spiead 
abroad 

Chablbs.    What  do  you  gay?  my  brother 

Daiobl.  Tea,  your  brother ;  his  honor,  your  brother 
—  another  day  I  will  tell  you  more  about  it,  when  we 
have  time  —  and  how  clever]^  she  sent  him  about  his 
busineBS  when  he  came  a  wooing  every  blessed  day,  and 
offered  to  make  her  his  countess.  Oh, I  must  go;  1  must 
go  and  tell  her ;  carry  her  the  news  (is  about  to  ntn  off). 

Chablks.  Stay!  stay!  she  must  not  know  —  nobody 
mast  know,  not  even  my  brother 

Daniel.  Your  brother?  No,  on  no  account;  he  must 
not  know  it!  Certainly  not!  If  he  know  not  already 
more  than  he  ought  to  know.  Oh,  I  can  tell  you,  there 
are  wicked  men,  wicked  brothfrs,  wkked  masters;  but 
I  would  not  for  all  my  master's  gold  be  a  wicked  servant. 
His  honor  thought  you  were  dead. 

Charles.     Humph  !     What  are  you  muttering  about  ? 

Ti^sm.  (in  a  hfuf-tuppreased  voice).  And  to  be  sure 
when  aman  rises  from  the  dead  thus  uninvited  —  your 
brother  was  the  sole  heir  of  our  late  master 

Chaelbs.  Old  man!  what  Is  it  you  are  muttering  be- 
tween your  teeth,  as  if  some  dreadful  secret  were  hovering 
on  your  tongue  which  you  fear  to  utter,  and  yet  ought? 
Out  with  it! 

Daniel.  But  I  would  rather  gnaw  my  old  bones  with 
hunger,  and  suck  my  own  blood  for  thtrsl,  than  gain  a  life 
of  luxury  by  murder.  [/L^'(  liaatibj. 

Charles  (starting  up,  after  a  terrible  jnime).  Be- 
trayed! Betrayed!  It  flashes  upon  my  soullike  lightning! 
A  fiendish  trick!  A  murderer  and  a  robber  through 
fiendlike  machinations!  Calumniated  by  him!  My  letters 
falsified,  suppressed  !  his  heart  full  of  love !  Oh,  what  a 
monstrous  fool  was  I!  His  fatherly  heart  full  of  love! 
ob,  villany,  villany!  It  would  have  cost  me  but  once 
kneeling  at  his  feet  —  a  tear  would  have  done  it — oh 
blind,  blind  fool  that  I  was !  {running  «p  against  the 
vrall).  I  might  have  been  happy  —  oh  villany,  villany! 
Knaviahly,  yes,  knavtsbly  cheated  out  of  all  happincsu  in 
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this  life !  (Ht  runs  up  and  down  in  a  rage.)  A  mur- 
derer, a  robbar,  all  ibrougli  a  knavish  trick !  He  waa  not 
even  angry  !  Not  a  thought  of  cursing  ever  entered  his 
lioart.  Oh,  miscreant !  inconceivable,  hyfiocritical,  abom- 
inable miscreant ! 

Enter  Kosinskt. 

KosiNSKY.  Well,  captain,  where  are  yon  loitering? 
What  is  the  matter?  You  are  for  staymg  here  some 
time  longer,  I  perceive  ? 

Chakleh.  Up!  Saddle  the  horses !  Before  sunset  we 
iimst  be  over  the  frontier! 

KoBiNSKV.     You  are  joking. 

CuABLES  ();i  a  commaitding  tone).  Quick!  quick! 
delay  not  1  leave  every  thing  behind  I  and  let  no  eye  see 
you !  {Erit  KosiNSKT.) 

I  rty  from  these  walls.  The  least  delay  might  drive 
me  raving  mad ;  and  he  my  father's  son !  Brother ! 
brother!  tbou  hast  made  me  the  most  miserable  wretch 
on  earth  ;  I^ever  injured  thee ;  this  waa  not  brotherly. 
Reap  the  fruits  of  thy  crime  in  quiet,  my  presence  shall 
no  longer  embitter  thy  enjoyment — but,  surely,  this  was 
not  acting  like  a  brother.  May  oblivion  snroud  thy 
misdeed  ^rever,  and  death  not  bring  it  back  to  light. 

Enter  Kobinhky. 

KoBiNSKT.  The  horses  are  ready  saddled,  yon  caa 
mount  as  soon  as  you  please. 

Charles.  Why  in  such  haste?  Why  so  urgent? 
Shall  I  see  her  no  more  ? 

KosiNSKV.  I  will  take  off  the  bridles  again,  if  you 
wish  it ;  you  bade  me  hasten  head  over  heels. 

Cbablss.  One  more  farewell !  one  more  t  I  must 
drain  this  poisoned  cup  of  happiness  to  the  dre^  and 
then  —  Stay,  Kosinskyl  Ten  minutes  more — behind,  in 
the  castle  yard  — and  we  gallop  off. 

Scene  IV. —  In  the  Garden. 

Ahslia.    "Yon  are  in  tears,  Amelia  I"    These  van 

his  very  words  —  and  spoken  with  such  expression — 

such  a  voice  ?  —  oh,  it  sammoned  np  a  thousaod  dear  re- 
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membranceB '.  —  scenes  of  past  delight,  as  in  my  yonthful 
days  of  happiness,  my  golden  spring-tide  of  love.  The 
nightingale  sung  with  the  same  sweetness,  the  flowers 
breathed  tlie  same  delicious  fragranc-e,  as  when  I  used  to 
bang  enraptured  on  his  neck.*  H-.il  false,  perfidious 
heart  I  And  dost  thou  seek  thus  artfully  to  veil  thy  per- 
jury 7  No,  no !  begone  forever  from  tny  aonl,  thou  sinful 
im^e !  I  have  not  broken  my  oath,  thou  only  one) 
Avaant,  from  my  soul,  yc  treacherous  impious  wishes!  In 
the  heart  where  Charles  reigns  no  son  of  earth  may 
dwell.  Bnt  why,  my  soul,  oost  tbou  thus  constantly, 
thus  obstinately  turn  towards  this  stranger?  Does  he 
not  cling  to  my  heart  in  the  very  image  of  my  only  one ! 
Is  he  not  his  inseparable  companion  in  my  thoughts? 
"  Yon  are  in  tears,  Amelia  ?  "     Ha !  let  me  fly  from  him ! 

—  fly  I  —  never  more  shall  my  eyes  behold  this  stranger ! 

rCnAKLES  opens  the  garden  gale. 

Amelia  {starting).     Hark!  hark!  did  I   not  hoar  the 

gate  creak?  {She perceives  Chabi.es  and  starts  up.)  He? 

—  whither? — what?  I  am  rooted  to  the  spot, — I  can- 
not fly !  Forsake  me  not,  good  Heaven !  No !  thou 
ahalt  not  tear  me  from  my  Charles !  My  soul  has  no 
room  for  two  deities,  lam  but  a  mortal  maid!  (Me 
drates  the  picture  of  Charles  from  her  bosom.)  Thou, 
my  Charles !  be  thou  my  guardian  angel  gainst  this 
stronger,  this  invader  of  our  loves  !  At  thee  will  I  look, 
at  thee,  nor  turn  away  my  eyes —  nor  cast  one  sinful  look 
towards  him  !  (She  sits  silent,  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
pictvre.) 

Charles.  You  here,  Lady  Amelia?  —  and  so  sad? 
and  a  tear  upon  that  picture?  (Amelia  gives  Aim  no 
ansteer.)  And  who  ia  the  happy  man  for  whom  these " 
silver  drops  fall  from  an  nngel's  eyes?  May  I  be  per- 
mitted to  look  at  —  (He  endtavors  to  look  at  the  picture.) 

Amella.     No  —  yes  — no! 

Charles  (starting  back).     Ha  —  and  does  he  deserve 
to  be  so  idolized  ?     Does  he  deserve  it  ? 

Aheua.    Had  you  but  known  him ! 
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Charles.    I  ihonld  have  enried  hin. 

AifELu.    Adored,  joa  meati. 

Chablbs.    H»  I 

Akklia.  Ob,  jou  would  so  bsva  loved  him  P  —  tliera 
was  BO  much,  so  maob  in  hia  fsoe  —  in  his  eyes  —  in  the 
tone  of  liis  voice, —  vbioh  wu  so  like  yonn  —  tbat  I  love 
so  de&rlf !  (Chablss  eatU  hi*  eyea  dmro  to  (As  ground) 
Here,  where  yon  ve  atudtng,  he  hss  stood  ■  thousud 
times — and  oy  bis  aide,  one  who,  by  bis  side,  forgot 
heaven  and  earth.  Here  his  e}'es  feasted  on  nature's 
most  glorious  panorama,  ■—  whloh,  aa  if  oraseioni  of  hia 
approving;  glance,  seemed  to  increase  in  beauty  under  tlie 
approbation  of  her  masterpiece.  Here  he  held  the 
audience  of  the  Mr  captive  with  hia  heavenly  mnaio. 
Here,  from  this  bnsh,  ne  plucked  roses,  and  plucked 
those  rosea  for  me.  Here,  here,  he  lay  on  my  neclc ;  here 
he  imprinted  burning  kisses  on  my  lijis,  and  ihe  flowers 
hung  their  heads  with  pleasure  beneath  the  foot-tread  of 
the  lovers.* 

•  In  ibe  Mtlng  edlUon  the  h«ih  ohaiig«  nimteriallv  >t  thlipolnt, mitd  the 
nioM  BCntlnienUl  part  of  the  «hale  druiia  l>  truKfonned  fnio  U»c  mott 
ToluptODlu.  Tlia  auge  direction  but  1«,—  "tThrji  grri  imir  to  Ikeir  trtni- 
portM  mlkout  eontml,  and  mingle  tkrir  1-iuci.  MuDM  Ainpt  «■  rcllacx  on  iln- 
lipt,  tfkilf  ihe  lintt  W/rfr/irlnn  on  Iht  enaek.}    UCI»rl«I  wurarpiigr  (hj- 

MOOR  llrarina  himMtf  awati  from  *er.  at  if  in  frmii\  t'»n  Ihia  be  hell 
thai  lUU  panum  me  !    IGating  im  kfr.)    1  felt  nj  lu>i-i-s  '. 

Amrlia  (iienviriiur  IV  rino  upon  kir  JfWfir,  ilartt  uu  fi<im  Ikr  couch). 
What!  Artthnunilltbere-OTitbatEolUThand?  WiliteB  of  my  perjury. 
AwaTvltb  lliee!  iSkr pulUI)ieniiaJfomhtrJltigtrantlgirtiUlaCHJi»hKh.i 
Takt'lt-tak^  It,  bekn«d  wdaerr!  and  vlth  It  what  1  hold  mcntucred- 
lakcmy  all  — iDTCharlca!    iHiffalli  barJ:  upon  thr  cotKit.l 

MUfiR  vkimget  color).  O  Ihou  MMt  HIgti '.  woa  thli  thv  almtshtT  villr 
It  Ib  the  Terr  rlni!  I  gate  Uer  in  pledge  of  our  Dintual  faith.  All  be  the 
graTB  of  loTe  T    She  hai  returned  my  ring. 

AHELJA  {liTTiJInD.     HeaTena!    What  It  the  matter?     Toot  ejea  roll 

JAiMlUnpprtmltg  kii  tmolioJ).  'Tli  nathlns !  Kirtbing  !  (Rain»g  kit 
fptt  to  ktaren.)  I  am  still  a  man  I  (He  latet  ojT  "ti  mm  rinu  ami  pull  it  on 
AaRi.iA'a  jfnwr.)  In  return  take  thia  !  BVeet  fn/r  nf  my  bcart !  Aul  u  Ith 
It  vliai  I  boldnmat  aaered  -uke  my  all  -  my  Amelia  ! 

McHiK  (MiKni/hnvr  Oh,  »h«  tM  tu'cb  a  lorely  maldu),  and  faithful  ai 
an  aniie].  When  ve  parted  we  exchanged  rlnga,  and  vowed  eternal  Gon- 
alaiies*    She  hear.!  tl.it  1  ---»--'" 

the  dead.    She  heard  agaL. ._   _      ,_ 

lirlng.    I  flew  into  her  ann«~wBa  happy  a>  the  I 
■hat  [iiy  hMirt  waa  dooiued  to  (eel,  Amelia  1    She  | 

Ahkua  (Act  tttt  JUnd  oh  like  earth  in  amaimmttl.    11a  atrange,  n 
atraiigo  1    'TIa  homble  t 
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Chables.    He  is  do  more  ? 

Aheua.  He  Bails  od  troubled  seu — Amelia's  love 
sails  with  him.  He  wanders  through  pathless,  aaody 
deserts  —  Amelia's  lore  clothes  the  burning  sand  with 
verdure,  and  the  barren  shrubs  with  flowers.  Southern 
suns  scorch  his  bare  head,  northern  snows  pinch  his  feet, 
tempestuous  hait  beats  down  on  hia  temples,  but  Amelia's 
love  lulls  him  to  sleep  in  the  midst  of  the  storm.  Soas, 
and  mountains,  and  skies,  divide  the  lovers  —  but  their 
souls  rise  above  this  prison-house  of  clay,  and  meet  in  the 
paradise  of  love.     You  appear  and,  count ! 

Chablks.     These  words  of  love  rekindle  my  love. 

Amelia  (pale).  What?  You  love  another?  Alas! 
what  haveTsaid? 

Cbables.  She  believed  tne  dead,  and  in  my  supposed 
death  she  remiuned  fiuthfal  to  me  —  she  heard  again  that 
I  was  alive,  and  she  sacrificed  for  me  the  crown  of  a  saint. 
She  knows  that  I  ana  wandering  in  deserts,  and  roaniinfr 
about  in  misery,  yet  her  love  follows  me  on  wings  through 
deserts  and  through  misery.  Her  name,  too,  Tike  yours, 
is  Amelia. 

Amelia.     How  I  envy  your  Amelia! 

Charles.  Oh,  she  is  an  unhappy  maid.  Her  love  is  ' 
fixed  upon  one  who  is  lost  — and  it  can  never — never  be 
rewarded. 

Amelia.  Say  not  so !  It  will  be  rewarded  in  heaven. 
Ib  it  not  agreed  that  there  is  a  better  world,  where 
mourners  rejoice,  and  where  lovers  meet  again  ? 

Charles.  Yes,  it  world  where  the  veil  is  lifted  — 
where  the  phantom  love  will  make  terrible  discoveries  — 
Eternity  is  its  name.      My  Amelia  is  an  unhappy  maid. 

Amelia.     Unhappy,  and  loves  you?* 

Moor.  At.  ntnmn  snit  horrible  I  Mjchnd.  Ibers  Is  mucb  — ■;.  mnch 
for  nun  lo  Iaud  ere  hii  poor  InMllvat  on  (athoiii  ibe  decreei'  of  Hiin  whn 
•Dillsa  M  hnmiui  towi  &nd  weepg  mt  bumikn  projci'U,  My  AiiiellB  is  an  uii- 
fnrtnnUa  mUden  I 

Ahilu.     UnfortunaM  !    BecspK  nho  relecled  yoa  ? 

Mnoa.     Unfnnunnte.     BecBuiie  nbr'  enibrAc>e<l  tlie  ninii  nlie  brtniywl. 

Amelia  (icUt  mrlaiKlmip  Irmlfriiai)  ilh.lbi'n,iibelBlnd««<lunfnnnnnl«! 
From  my  (odI  1  pity  ber :  Sbe  absU  b*  my  aisCcr.  But  tbere  Ig  annlUer  and 
abetter  »nrld."  , 

.  •  In  the  acUng  edition  tbe  aeene  clOHa  irltli  n  different  d«n«ueni(!iit.  I 
Amelia  bera  isyi,  "Are  aU  unhappy  wbo  lire  wllb  ynn,  and  bear  (be  nanm  I 


»i«»^« 


Charler.  Unhappy,  be  cause  she  loves  me!  What  If 
I  were  a  murderer?  How,  t.iidy  Amellii,  if  your  lover 
could  rofkon  you  upR  murder  for  every  one  of  your  kisses? 
Woe  to  my  Amelia!     She  ia  an  unhappy  maid. 

Amelia  {gayly  riniiig).  Ha!  What  a  happy  maid  am 
I !  My  only  one  is  a  reflection  of  Deity,  and  Deity  la 
mercy  and  comhassion !  He  could  not  bear  to  see  a  fly 
suffer.  His  soul  is  as  far  from  every  thoug;bt  of  blood  an 
thi'  sun  is  from  tbe  moon.  (Charlkh  awideniy  turns 
atray  into  a  thickft,  and  look»  mUBi/  ma  into  the  land- 
tcape.     Amki.ia  tiingt,  playing  the  ffuitar.) 

Ob  !  Hector,  wilt  thou  go  forevermore, 

Where  fierce  Achilles,  on  the  bloodstained  shore, 

Heaps  countless  vicitims  o'er  Patroclas'  ^ave? 
Who  then  thy  hapless  orphan  boy  will  rear, 
Tearh  him  to  j>rat«e  the  gods  and  htirl  the  spear. 

When  thou  art  swallowed  up  in  Xanthna'  wave? 

Charles  {silently  tunes  the  guitar,  and  plays). 
Beloved  wife  !  — stem  duty  calls  to  arms  — 
Go,  fetch  my  lance !  and  cease  those  vain  alarms ! 

{^Bejlinga  the  guitar  away,  and  rushes  off. 

ScEKE  V. — A  neighboring /orest.    Night.  An  old  ruined 

castle  in  the  centre  of  the  scene. 

The  band  of  RoBBBBS  exu^amped  on  the  grout*d. 

The  R0BBBR6  singing. 
To  rob,  to  kill,  to  wench,  to  fight, 
Our  pastime  is,  and  daily  sport ; 
The  gibbet  claims  us  morn  and  night. 
So  let's  be  jolly,  time  is  short. 

A  merry  life  we  lead,  and  free, 
A  life  of  endless  fun ; 

in  UMir  >rni>  — *  mardaror.    AUa.  for  ■»)•  Am«l[ii!   Sha  li  lodMil  nufiiT- 

"  Amelia  {teitK  <*■  erprfuitm  of  d*ep  afiictitm).    Oh.  I  miut  wvap  for  her^ 
"CDARLEn  iitmpiMhrr  hanS.imdpoiMi^eto  Itcrii^).  WMp  for  (hjMU. 
••  \<l.r.\,\>L.{Teeogniaitalktring).  ChArleal  ChulH  I  O  bsann  sad  earth  t 
{SheiiBk$/aiHli«g^  the tctne  data.)" 
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Onr  oooch  is  'neath  the  greenwood  tree, 
Through  wind  and  storm  we  gain  our  fee, 

The  moon  we  make  our  sun. 
Old  Mercury  ib  our  patron  true, 
And  a  capital  chap  for  helping  ub  through. 

To-day  we  make  the  abbot  our  host. 

The  fanner  rich  to-morrow  ; 
And  where  we  ihall  get  our  next  day's  roast, 

Gives  us  nor  care  nor  sorrow. 
And,  when  with  Rheniah  and  rare  Moselle 

Our  throats  we  have  been  oiling. 
Our  courage  bums  with  a  fiercer  swell, 
And  we're  hand  and  glove  with  the  Lord  of  Hell, 

Who  down  in  hie  names  is  broiling. 

For  fathers  slain  the  orphans'  cries, 

The  widowed  mothers'  moan  and  wail, 
Of  brides  bereaved  the  whimpering  sighs, 

Like  music  sweet,  our  ears  regale. 
Beneath  the  axe  to  see  them  writhe, 

Bellow  like  calves,  fall  dead  like  tliee; 
Such  bouny  sights,  and  sounds  so  blithe, 

With  rapture  fill  our  ears  and  eyes. 
And  when  at  last  our  death-knell  rings  — 

The  devil  take  that  hour! 
Payment  in  full  the  hangman  brings. 

And  off  the  stage  we  scour. 
On  the  road  a  glass  of  good  liquor  or  so, 
Then  hip !  hip !  hip !  and  away  we  go ! 

Schweitzer.  The  night  is  far  advanced,  and  the 
cuptain  has  not  yet  returned. 

Ka^  And  yet  he  promised  to  be  back  before  the  clock 
struck  eight. 

ScHWEiTZKB.  Should  any  harm  have  befallen  him, 
comrades,  wouldn't  we  kindle  fires!  ay,  and  murder 
sucking  babes  ? 

Spiegel.  (taJtes  Raziuhn  ande).  A  word  in  your  ear, 
Razfriann ! 
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Schwa  oz  {to  Geimu).  Shotitd  ve  not  send  out 
Hcouta  ? 

Gbimm.  Let  tiim  alone.  lie  no  doubt  Ii&s  §ome  feat  in 
hand  that  will  put  ub  to  abaiiie. 

SuHWKiTZER.  Then  yon  are  out,  by  old  Harry  !  He 
did  not  pail  from  ua  like  one  that  had  any  masterpiece  of 
roguery  in  view.  Have  you  forgotten  what  be  saiil  as  he 
marched  ua  acrosB  the  heath  'i  "  The  fellow  that  takes  no 
much  as  a  turnip  out  of  a  field,  if  I  know  it,  leaves  his 
head  behind  him,  as  true  as  my  name  is  Moor."  We 
dare  not  plunder. 

Raz.  {a»ide  to  Spieqelbebq).  What  are  you  driving 
at?    Speak  plainer. 

Spieijbl.  Hush!  hnahl  I  know  not  what  sort  of  a 
notion  you  and  I  have  of  liberty,  th.it  wo  should  toil  under 
the  yoke  like  baltoeks,  while  we  are  makiOE  such  vocder- 
ful  fine  speeches  about  independence.     I  like  it  not. 

ScHWBiTZSB  {Co  Qbium).  What  crotchet  has  that 
swaggering  booby  got  in  bis  numskull,  I  wonder  f 

Raz.  {aside  to  Spikcielbbbo).  Is  it  the  captain  yon 
mean  ? 

Spieokl.  Hush  I  I  tell  yon;  hnshl  He  has  got  his 
eavesdroppers  all  around  ua.  Captain,  d!d  you  say? 
Who  made  him  captain  over  us  ?  Has  he  not,  in  fact, 
usarped  that  title,  which  by  right  belongs  to  me  ?  What? 
Is  it  for  this  that  we  stake  oar  lives  — ~  that  we  endure  all 
the  splenetic  caprices  of  fortunes  —  that  we  may  in  the 
end  congratulate  ourselves  upon  being  the  sens  of  a 
slave?  Serfal  When  we  might  be  prlacea?  Byhearen! 
Razmann,  I  could  never  brook  it. 

ScHWBiTZGR  (overhearing  him  —  to  the  others).     Tea 

—  there's  a  hero  for  you!  He  is  just  the  man  to  do 
mighty  execution  upon  frogs  with  stones.  The  very 
breath  of  his  noatrila,  when  he  sneezes,  would  blow  you 
through  the  eye  of  a  needle. 

Spiegel,  (to  Razuamn).  Yes  —  and  for  years  I  hare 
been  intent  upon  it.  There  must  be  an  alteration,  Raz- 
mann. If  you  are  the  man  I  always  took  you  for  —  Raz- 
mann !   He  is  missing  —  he  is  almost  given  up —  Raimann 

—  methinks  his  hour  is  come.  What?  does  notthe color 
so  much   as  mount  to  your  cheek  when  you  bear  the 
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chimes  of  libertj'  rineing  in  your  ears  ?  Have  yon  not 
courage  enough  to  ta^e  the  hint? 

Raz.  Ha!  Satan  I  What  bait  art  thou  Bpreading  for 
my  soul? 

SpiitGBL.  Does  it  take?  Good!  then  follow  me!  I 
have  marked  in  what  direction  he  slunk  off.  Come  along ! 
a  brace  of  pistols  seldom  fail ;  and  then  —  we  shall  be  the 
first  to  strangle  sucking  babes.  {Be  endeavort  Co  dram 
him  off.) 

SCHWBiTZBB  {enraged, draws  his  tword).  Ha!  caitifF! 
I  have  overheara  you!  You  remind  me,  at  the  right 
moment,  of  the  Bohemian  forest!  Were  not  you  the 
coward  that  began  to  qnail  when  the  cry  arose,  "  the 
enemy  is  coming!"  I  then  swore  by  my  soul — {They 
fight,  Spibgblbsso  i*s  kiOed.)  To  the  devil  with  thee, 
assassin  I 

RoBBBBS  (tno^a'i'on).  Murder!  murder!  —  Schweit- 
zer !  —  Spiegelberg !  —  Part  them  ! 

Schweitzer  {throtoing  the  award  on  the  body).  There 
let  him  rot !  Be  still,  my  comrades  !  Don't  let  such  a 
trifle  disturb  you.  The  brute  has  always  been  inveterate 
against  the  captain  and  has  not  a  single  scar  on  his  whole 
body.  Once  more,  be  still.  Ha,  the  scoundrel !  He 
would  stab  a  man  behind  his  back — skulk  and  murder! 
Is  it  for  this  that  the  hot  sweat  has  poured  down  us  in 
streams?  that  we  may  sneak  out  of  the  world  at  last  like 
contemptible  wretches?  The  brute!  Is  it  for  this  that 
we  have  lived  in  fire  and  brimstone?  To  perish  at  last 
like  raU  ? 

GnrMM.  But  what  the  devil,  comrade,  were  you 
after  ?  What  were  you  quarrelling  about  ?  The  captain 
will  be  furious. 

Schweitzer.  Be  that  on  my  head.  And  you,  wretch ! 
{to  Razmann)  you  were  his  accomplice,  you !  Get  out 
of  mysit^ht!  Schufterle  was  another  of  your  kidney, 
bnt  he  has  met  his  deserts  in  Switzerland — has  been 

hanged,    as    the     captain     prophesied. (.4    shot    is 

heard.) 

ScHWARZ  (jumping  up).  Hark !  a  pistol  shot ! 
(Another  ahot  t«  he<^d.)  Another !  Hallo !  the 
d! 


h 


THe   BOBBERfl. 


Ghihm.  Patienoel  If  it  be  lie,  there  will  be  s  tbird. 
( The  third  nhot  is  heard.) 

ScHWARZ.  'Tis  he!  'Tls  tlie  CHptain!  Absent  your- 
aelf  awhile,  Schweitzer  —  till  we  explain  to  him  !  (  TA«v 
fir,.)  ^ 

Ent(^  Charleb  von  Moor  and  Kosinskt. 

ScHWKiTZKR  {r*mnwgl»  meet  them).  Welcome,  i'a(>- 
lain.  I  have  been  somewhat  choleric  in  your  aheence. 
{lie  conducts  him  to  the  corpse.)  Be  you  judge  between 
bim  aud  me.     He  meant  to  waylay  and  Kssassmate  you. 

Robbers  (in  conMfemalioH.).     What;  the  cnptain  ? 

Crarlrh  \ajter Jixiiif/  hia  ey«#/<w  totne  time  upon  the 
corpse,  with  a  auddfn  bttret  <^  fetling).  Ob,  incompre- 
benaible  finger  of  the  avenging  Nemesis !  Was  it  not  be 
whose  siren  Boug  seduced  me  to  be  what  [  am  ?  Let  this 
aword  be  ctuisecratcd  to  the  dark  irotldess  of  retribution ! 
That  was  not  thy  deed,  Schweitzer. 

ScnwKiTzsR.  By  heaven,  it  was  mine,  though  t  and, 
as  the  devil  lives,  it  is  not  the  worst  deed  I  hare  done  in 
my  time,     ( TSirns  away  tnoodily.) 

Charles  {adsorbed  m  thought).  I  comprehend  — 
Great  Ruler  in  heaven  —  I  comprehend.  The  leaves  fall 
from  the  trees,  and  my  antumn  is  come.  Remove  this 
object  from  my  sight  I  ( The  corpse  of  Spiboslbebo  is 
carried  out.) 

Grimu.  Give  us  your  orders,  captain  1  What  shall 
we  do  next? 

Charles.  Soon  —  very  soon  —  all  will  be  accom- 
plished. Hand  me  my  lute ;  I  have  lost  myself  ainoe  I 
have  been  there.  My  lute,  I  say  —  I  must  nnrse  up  mj 
strength  ^aln.    Leave  me ! 

Robbers.    *Tis  midnight,  captain. 

Ohaeles.  They  were  only  stage  tears  after  all.  Let 
me  bring  to  memory  the  song  of  the  old  Roman,  that  my 
Btmbbering  genius  may  wake  up  again.  Hand  me  my 
lute.     Midnight,  Bay  you  ? 

ScHWARz.  Yea,  and  past,  too .'  Our  eyes  are  as  heavy 
as  lead.     For  three  days  we  have  not  slept  a  wink. 

CuARLKS.  What  ?  does  balmy  sleep  visit  the  eyea  of 
mnrderers?    Why  doth  it  flee  mine?    I  never  ww  • 
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cowKrd,  nor  a  villain.    Lay  youraelves  to  rest.    At  day- 
break we  march. 

RoBBBBS.    Oood  niglit,  captain.    ( They  itretch  them- 
$doet  on  the  ground  and/aU  asleep.) 

Profound  tilence.    Chabi.bs  vox  Moob  takee  up  hit 
guitar,  and  playa. 

BstJTUS. 

Ob,  be  ye  welcome,  realms  of  peace  and  rest  1 

Receive  the  last  of  all  the  boob  of  Rome ! 
Prom'dread  Philippi'a  field,  where  all  the  best 

Fell  bleeding  in  her  cause,  I  wearied  come. 
Casaiua,  no  more !     And  Rome  now  prostrate  laid  I 

My  brethren  all  lie  weltering  in  their  gore! 
No  refuge  I^t  but  Hades'  gloomy  shade ; 

No  hope  remains !  —  No  world  for  Brutus  more  t 

C.£S&B. 

Who's  he  that,  with  a  hero's  lofty  bearing, 

Comes  striding  o'er  yon  mountain's  roCKy  bed? 
Unless  my  eyes  deceive,  that  noble  daring 

Bespeaks  the  Roman  warrior's  fearless  tread. 
Whence,  son  of  Tiber,  do  thy  footsteps  bend  ! 

Sav,  stands  the  seven-hilled  city  firmly  yet? 
No  Csaar  there,  to  be  the  soldier  s  friend  ! 

Full  oft  has  he  that  orphaned  city  wept. 

Brutus, 
Ha !  thou  of  three-and-twenty  wounds !    Avaunt ! 

ThoQ  unblest  shade,  what  calls  thee  back  to  light  ? 
Down  with  thee,  down,  to  Pluto's  deepest  haunt, 

And  shroud  thy  form  in  black,  eternal  night, 
Proud  monmer  !  triumph  not  to  learn  our  fall ! 

Phillippi'a  altars  reek  with  freedom's  blood  ? 
The  bier  of  Brntus  is  Rome's  funeral  pall ;  -  - 

He  Uinos  seeks.     Hence  to  thy  Stygian  flood  t 

C^SAK. 

That  death-stroke,  Bnitns,  which  thy  weapon  hurled ! 
Thou,  too,  Brutus?  —  that  thou  shouldst  be  my  itynK 


Oh,  son!    Itwuth^ffttherl    Son!    Thevoild 

Was  thine  by  hentage  I    Now  proudly  m. 
Well  majrat  thoa  olaim  to  be  the  chief  in  gif»7, 

'Twaa  thy  fell  iword  that  pieroed  thy  father's  burtl 
Now  go  —  and  at  yon  gatea  relate  thy  story  — 
Say  Brutns  clums  to  be  the  ohief  in  ^ory, 

'TwBs  his  fell  Bword  that  piereed  hu  faUier'a  heart  I 
Oo  —  Nov  thon'rt  told  what  stud  me  on  this  shore, 
Qrim  ferryman,  posh  off,  and  swiftly  ply  thine  oar. 

BBUTua. 

8t^,  father,  stay  I    Within  the  whole  bright  ronnd 

Of  Sol's  dinnia]  course  I  knew  bat  one 
Who  to  compare  with  Cnsar  could  be  found ; 

And  that  one,  CKsar,  thou  didst  call  thy  son ! 
'Twas  only  Ctesar  could  destroy  a  Rome; 

Brutus  nione  that  Cffisar  could  withstand — 
Where  Brutus  lives,  must  C'lbsar  die  !     Thy  home 

Be  far  from  mine.     I'll  seek  another  laud, 

[^Se  lays  down  his  guitar,  and  walks  to  and 
fro  in.  deep  invitation. 

Who  will  ^ve  me  certainty!  All  is  so  dark  —  a 
confused  labyrinth  —  no  outlet  —  no  guiding  star.  Were 
but  all  to  end  with  tBisTSal  gaSpof  breath.  To  end,  like 
an  omptj'  puppet-show.    But  why  then  this  burning  thii'St 

,'  after  happiness?  Wherefore  tliis  ideal  of  unattalned 
perfection  V  This  looking  to  an  hereafter  for  the  fulfil- 
ment of  our  hopes  ?  If  the  paltry  pressure  of  this  paltry 
thing  { putti?iff  a  pistol  to  his  head)  makes  the  wise  man 

,  and  the  fool  —  the  coward  and  the  brave  —  the  noble  and 
tlie  villain  equal  ?  —  the  harmony  which  pervades  the  tuani- 

i,  mate  world  is  so  divinely  perfect— why,  then,  should 
■  there  be  such  discord  in  the  intellectual  ?  No !  no ! 
there  must  be  something  beyond,  for  I  have  not  yet 
attained  to  happiness. 

Think  ye  that  I  will  Ireinble,  spirits  of  my  slaughtered 
victims  ?  No,  I  will  not  tremble.  (  TVetnbbnff  nioletUly.) 
The  shrieks  of  your  dying  agonies  —  your  black,  convul- 
sive features —  your  ghastly  bleeding  wounds  —  what  are 
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th«^  all  but  links  of  one  indisBolnble  chain  of  deBtiny, 
which  bung  upDll' th€  temperameiit  of  my  father,  the 
life's  blood  of  my  mother,  the  humora  of  my  nnraee  and 
tutors,  and  even  upon  the  holiday  pastimes  of  my  child- 
hood I  {Shaking  uitA  horror.)  Why  has  my  Perillus 
made  of  me  a  brazen  bull,  whose  burning  entrails  yearn 
after  human  flesh?  {Jls  lifts  the  pistol  again  to  hi» 
head.) 

Time  and  Eternity  1  —  linked  together  by  a  single 
instant  t  Fearful  key,  whicli  locks  behind  me  the  prison- 
house  of  life,  and  opens  before  me  the  habitations  of 
eternal  night  —  tell  me  —  oh,  tell  me — whither  —  whither 
wilt  thon  lead  me  ?  Strange,  unexplored  land  !  Humanity 
is  unnerved  at  the  fearful  thought,  the  elasticity  of  our 
finite  nature  is  paralyzed,  and  fancy,  that  wanton  ape  of 
the  senses,  juries  our  credulity  with  appalling  phan- 
toms. Xo!  noT  a  man  must  be  fii-m.  Be  what  thoui 
wilt,  thou  undefined  futurity,  so  I  remain  but  true  to 
myself.  Be  what  thon  will,  so  I  but  take  this  inwaid 
self  hence  with  me.  External  forms  are  but  the  trappingt 
of  the  man.    My  heaven  and  my  hell  is  within. 

What  if  Thou  shouldst  doom  me  to  be  sole  inhabitant  of 
some  bumtKiut  world  which  thou  hast  banished  from  thy 
sight,  where  darkness  and  never-ending  desolation  were 
all  my  prospect ;  then  would  my  creative  brain  people 
the  silent  waste  with  its  own  images,  and  I  should  have 
eternity  for  leisure  to  unravel  the  complicated  picture  of 
amversol  wretchedness.  Or  wilt  thou  make  me  pass 
through  ever-repeated  births  and  ever-changing  scenes 
of  misery,  st^e  by  stage  • —  to  annihilation  ?  Can  I  not 
bnrst  asunder  the  life-threads  woven  for  me  in  another 
world  as  easily  as  I  do  these  ?  Thou  mayest  reduce  me 
into  nothing;  but  Thou  canst  not  take  from  me  this 
power.  {IR  loads  the  pistol,  and  then  suddenly  pauses.) 
And  shall  I  then  rush  into  death  from  a  coward  fear  of 
the  ilb  of  life  ?  Shall  I  yield  to  misery  the  palm  of  vic- 
tory over  myself?  No!  I  will  endure  it!  (Ife  Jtinga 
Ihs  pistol  away.)    Misery  shall  blunt  its  edge  against  my 

•  Thii  and  oUier  panageswtll  remind  tb*  nadet  of  Cato*!  soliloquy. 
■■  It  nnDt  be  »,  Plain  ;  tboa  reasonnt  wen."      Bat  the  rhole  bean  a  sirotiK 
'  t'n  "To  iMOrDDt  tob«  1"  aod  Kime  pauagea  lo  .l/nra- 
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pride !     Be  my  destiny  fulfilled  !     (It  growi  darker  and 

darker.) 

\     I   H&BMAN»  {coming  through  the  forest).    Hark !  hark ! 

'     the  owl  acreeches  horribly  —  the  village   clock  strikes 

-  twelve.    Well,  well  —  viUany  is  asleep  —  no  listeners  in 

these  wildfi.     {He  goes  to  the  castle  and  knocks.)    Come 

.',  ;^ forth,  thou  man  of  sorrow !  tenant  of  the  miaerable  dim- 

^^n  !  thy  riieal  awaits  thee. 

Obakles  {stepping  gently  back,  unperceived).  What 
means  this? 

VorcE  (from  v^thin  the  castle).  Who  knocks  ?  Is  It 
yon,  Hermann,  my  raven  ? 

HUBMASN.  Yes,  'tis  Hermann,  your  raven.  Come  to 
the  giattng  and  eat.  {(Ms  art  screeching.)  Your  night 
comiianiona  make  a  horrid  noise,  old  man  I  Do  you  rel- 
ish your  repast  i 

Voice.  Yes  —  I  was  very  hungry.  Thanks  to  thee, 
thou  merciful  sender  of  ravens,  for  this  thy  bread  in  the 
wilderness!     And  how  is  my  dear  child,  Hermann? 

Hermann.  Hush!  —  bark  I  —  A  noise  like  snoring! 
Don't  you  hear  something  ? 

Voice.     What?    Do  you  hear  anything ? 

Heruann.  'Tis  the  whistling  of  the  wind  through  the 
crannies  of  the  tower  —  a  serenading  which  makes  one's 
teeth  chatter,  and  one's  nails  tnrn  blue.  Hark  I  tis  there 
again.  I  still  fancy  I  hear  snoring.  You  have  company, 
old  man.    Ugh !  ugh !  ugh  ! 

Voice.     Do  you  see  anything  ? 

Heruann.  Farewell!  farewell!  this  is  a  fearful  place. 
Go  down  into  your  hole,  —  thy  deliverer,  thy  avenger  is 
above.    Oh  !  accursed  son  !     {Is  about  to  fly.) 

Chablks  (stepping  forth  teith  horror).    Stand ! 

Hkbmank  (screaming).     Oh,  me  I  * 

•  In  the  kctlng  tdltlaa  Hennuui,  lartead  of  thU,  •>]«,  — 

'Til  one  of  Ills  splei  for  (wrtaln.    I  Iutb  loM  ftll  feu  {dram  kit  * 

Villain,  defend  yourself  I    Youliir-  -  ".."  i-»" 

Moor.   I'll  haieui  uuwer  iiCrt< 

tbiBeliildlsheirord-play?    Uldit  tlii 

belongs  enpeclBll;  to  me  —  of  all  n 

HmtMAy K  tatarta  back  in  q^WaAr).    dj  aeaTen  i    'I'Dai  idui  na  ncn  mn 
of  vomHD.    HI)  loach  vlOien  like  tbe  atroke  of  d«ik. 
Voice.    Aim,  Hermann !  to  whom  arsTOD  »peakina  T 
Moor.    What !  itlU  tbo»  Hnndi?    What  1)  going  on  then?    (Jtouft 
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Charles.     Stand  !  I  say. 

Hermann.     Woe  !  woe  !  woe  !  now  all  is  discovered 

Charles.  Speak!  Who  art  thou?  What  brough 
thee  here  ?    Speak ! 

Hermann.  Mercy,  mercy !  gracious  sir !  Hear  bui 
one  word  before  you  kill  me. 

Charles  {dratoing  his  sworcl).     What  am  I  to  hear' 

Hermann.    'Tis  true,  wtorbade  me  at  the  peril  of  mj 
life  —  but  I  could  not  help  it  —  I  dare  not  do  otherwise 
I  —  a  God  in  heaven  —  your  own  venerable  father  there  — 

pity  for  him  overcame  me.    Kill  me,  if  you  will ! 

Charles.  There's  some  mystery  here  —  Out  with  it 
Speak !    I  most  know  all. 

Voice  {Jram  the  castle).  Woe !  woe !  Is  it  you.  Her 
mann,  that  are  speaking  ?  To  whom  are  you  speaking 
Hermann  ? 

Charles.  Some  one  else  down  there  ?  What  is  th< 
meaning  of  all  this  ?  {Huns  towards  the  castle,)  It  i 
some  prisoner  whom  mankind  have  cast  off!  I  wil 
loosen  his  chains.     Voice !     Speak  !    Where  is  the  door 

Hermann.    Oh,  have  mercy,  sir  —  seek  no  further, 
entreat  —  for  mercy'6  sake  desist !     (He  stops  his  way.) 

Charles.  Locks,  bolts,  and  bars,  away  !  It  must  com< 
out.  Now,  for  the  firet  time,  come  to  my  aid,  thief-craft 
(Se  opens  the  grated  iron  door  with  housebreaking  tools 
An  Old  Man,  reduced  to  a  skeleton^  comes  up  fron 
behw.) 

The  Old  Man.    Mercy  on  a  poor  wretch  !     Mercy ! 

woard»  the  tower.)  Some  horrible  mvBtery,  no  doubt,  lien  concealed  in  ths 
tower.    This  sword  tball  bring  it  to  light. 

Hekx A3f3r  {come$  f&rward  trembling).  Terrible  stranger  !  art  thou  th 
demon  of  this  fearfm  desert  —  or  perhaps  one  of  the  ministers  of  that  ui 
fathonable  retribntioii  who  make  their  circuit  in  this  lower  world,  and  tak 
a«ooimt  of  aU  the  deeds  of  darkness?  Oh  !  if  thou  art,  be  welcome  to  th! 
tower  of  horrors ! 

MooB.  Well  gneiied,  wanderer  of  the  night!  You  have  divined  m 
fnnetloii.  ExtermliuUlBf  Angel  is  mv  name  ;  but  I  am  flesh  and  blood  lik 
tbee.  Is  this  some  miserable  wretcn,  cast  out  of  men,  and  buried  in  th 
dungeon  ?  I  will  loosen  bis  chains.  Once  more,  speak  I  thou  voice  of  terror 
Where  la  tbe  door? 

Hbkmakk.  As  soon  could  Satan  force  the  gates  of  heaven  as  thou  the 
door.  Retire,  tboa  man  of  might  I  The  genius  of  the  wicked  is  beyond  tb 
ordinary  powers  of  man. 

Moor.  But  not  the  craft  of  robbers.  (He  take*  some  pass-keys  from  h 
poekei.)  For  once  I  thank  heaven  I've  learned  that  craft !  These  he vs  woul 
nM>ek  heU*s  foreeigfat.  (He  takes  a  key,  and  opens  the  gate  (if  the  fairer.  A 
old  mem  eommj^nm  beUno  emaciaied  like  a  skeleton,  Moob  springs  back  tril 
q^h^pM.)    Bi^Rfbltq^eotrel  m^f^thert 
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Charler  (starts  back  m  terror).  That  U  my  father's 
voice ! 

Old  Moor.  I  thank  thee,  merciful  Heaven !  The 
hour  of  (deliverance  has  arrived, 

Charlks.  Shade  of  the  aged  Moor !  what  has  dieturbed 
t)i€e  in  thy  grave?  Has  thy  eoul  left  this  earth  charged 
with  Bome  foul  crime  that  bars  the  gates  of  Paradtse 
againetthee?  Say? — I  will  have  maBses  read,  to  fiend 
thy  wandering  spirit  to  its  home.  Hast  thou  buried  in 
the  earth  the  gold  of  widows  and  orphans,  that  thou  art 
driven  to  wander  howling  through  the  midnight  hour?* 
I  will  snatch  the  hidden  treasure  from  the  clutches  of  the 
infernal  dragon,  though  he  should  vomit  a  thousand  red- 
hot  flames  upon  me,  and  gnash  his  sharp  teeth  agiunetmy 
sword.  Or  coniest  thou,  at  my  request  to  reveal  to  mo 
tho  mysteries  of  eternity  ?  Pjieak,  thou  !  speak  t  I  am 
not  the  man  to  blimch  with  fenr! 

Oi.i)  Moor.  I  am  not  a  spirit.  Touch  mc  —  I  live  — 
hut  oh  !  a  hfe  indeed  of  misery! 

Charlks.     What!  hast  thou  not  been  buried? 

Oi.o  MooK.  I  was  buried  —  that  is  to  say,  a  dead  dog 
HcM  in  the  vault  of  uiy  ancestors,  and  I  haw  been  pining 
for  three  long  iiioims  in  this  dark  and  lontlisonic  dungeon, 
where  no  sunbeam  shines,  no  warm  breeze  penetrates, 
where  no  friend  is.  seen,  where  the  hoarse  raven  croaks 
and  owls  sereech  their  niidniglit  eoneerl  — — 

CuARLKs.     Heaven  and  earlli  !    Who  has  done  this? 

Old  Moon.  Curse  him  not!  'Tis  my  son,  Francis, 
who  did  this. 

('nARi-KR.     Francis?  Francis?     Oh,  eternal  chaos! 

Old  Muoh.  If  thou  art  a  man,  and  hast  a  human  heart. 
—  oh  !  my  unknown  deliverer —  then  listen  to  a  father's 
miseries  which  his  own  sous  have  heaped  ii])on  him.  For 
three  Ion<;  moons  I  have  moaned  my  pitiful  tale  to  these 
flinty  Willis  —  but  all  my  answer  was  an  empty  echo,  that 
seeined  li.  moek  my  wailin;^s.  Therefore,  if  thou  art  a 
man,  and  hast  a  human  heart 

•  "Or,  lfttinuli4FIuplii>anl«<]li]  thytiff. 


THE   ROBBEBS.  251 

CuABLKa.  That  appeal  might  move  even  wild  beasts 
to  pity. 

Old  Moob.  I  lay  upon  a  eiclc  bed,  and  had  scarcely 
begun  to  recover  a  little  strength,  after  a  dangerous  ill- 
Qesa,  when  a  man  was  brought  to  me,  who  pretended 
that  my  first-born  had  fallen  in  battle.  He  brought  a 
sword  stuned  with  hie  blood,  and  his  last  farewell  —  and 
said  that  my_oarBe  had  driven  bim  into  battle,  and  death, 
and  despair. 

Ohablks  (turning  away  in  violent  agitation).  The 
light  breaks  in  upon  me ! 

Old  Hoob.  Hear  me  on !  I  fainted  at  the  dreadful 
news.  They  must  have  thought  me  dead ;  for,  when  I 
recovered  ray  eenses,  I  was  already  in  my  coffin,  shrouded 
like  a  corpse.  I  scratched  against  the  lid.  It  was 
opened  —  'twas  in  the  dead  of  night  —  my  son  Francis 
stood  before  me  —  "  What ! "  said  he,  with  a  tremendous 
voice,  "wilt  thou  then  live  forever?"  —  and  with  this 
he  slatnmed-to  the  lid  of  the  coffin.  The  thunder  of  these 
words  bereft  me  of  my  senses ;  when  I  awoke  ngain,  I 
felt  that  the  coffin  was  in  motion,  and  being  borne  on 
wheels.  At  last  it  was  opened  —  I  found  myself  at  the 
entrance  of  this  dungeon  — my  son  stood  before  me,  and 
the  man,  too,  who  had  brought  me  the  bloody  sword  from 
Charles.  I  fell  at  my  son's  feet,  and  ten  times  I  embraced 
bis  knees,  and  wept,  and  conjured,  and  supplicated, — 
but  the  supplications  of  a  father  reached  not  his  flinty 
heart.  "  Down  with  the  old  carcass  1 "  said  he,  with  a 
voice  of  thunder,  "  he  has  lived  too  long ; "  —  and  I  was 
thrust  down  without  mercy,  and  my  son  Francis  closed 
the  door  upon  me. 

Chablbs.  Impossible!  —  impossible  I  Your  memory 
or  senses  deceive  you. 

Old  Hoob.  Oh,  that  it  were  sol  But  hear  me  on, 
and  restrain  your  rage !  There  I  lay  for  twenty  hours, 
and  not  a  soul  cared  for  my  misery.  No  human  footstep 
treads  this  solitary  wild,  for  'tis  commonly  believed  that 
the  ghosts  of  my  ancestors  drag  clanking  chains  through 
these  ruins,  and  chant  their  funeral  dirge  at  the  hour  of 
midnight.  At  last  I  beard  the  door  creak  again  on  its 
hingea ;  this  man  opened  it,  and  brought  ia«  bi^aA.  &\i^ 
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water.  He  told  me  that  I  had  been  condemned  to  die  of 
hunger,  and  that  his  life  wa«  in  danger  should  il  be  dis- 
covered that  he  fed  me.  Tiaua  has  my  miserable  eiis- 
teuce  been  till  now  Buslained  —  but  the  unceasing  cold  — 
the  foul  air  of  my  filthy  dungeon  — my  incurable  grief  — 
have  exhausted  my  strength,  and  reduced  my  body  to  a 
Bkeleton.  A  thousand  times  have  I  im[>lored  heaven, 
with  tears,  to  put  an  end  to  my  sufferings  —  but  doub^ 
less  the  measure  of  my  punishment  is  not  fulfilled,  —  or 
Bome  happiness  must  be  yet  in  store  for  me,  for  which  he 
deigns  thus  miraculously  to  preserve  me.  But  I  suffer 
justly — my  Charles!  my  Charles!  —  and  before  there 
was  even  a  gray  hair  on  his  head  ! 

Charles.  Enough  !  Riqe !  ye  stocks,  ye  lumps  of  ice  I 
ye  lazy  unfeeling  sleepers!  Up!  will  none  of  you  awake? 
\He  fires  a  pistol  over  their  heads.) 

The  lloiMiEns  (starling ttp).  Ho!  hallo!  hallo!  what 
is  the  matter  ? 

Chakleb.  Has  not  that  tale  shaken  you  out  of  your 
sleep  ?  'Tis  enough  to  break  the  sleep  eternal  1  See  here, 
see  here  1  The  taws  of  the  world  have  become  mere  dice- 
play  ;  the  bonds  of  nature  are  hurst  asunder  ;  the  Demon 
of  Discord  has  broken  loose,  and  stalks  abroad  tri- 
umphant! the  Son  has  slain  his  Father! 

The  Robbers.    What  does  the  captain  say  ? 

Charles.  Slain!  did  I  say?  No,  that  is  too  mild  a 
term  !  A  son  has  a  thousandfold  broken  his  own  father 
on  the  wheel,  —  impaled,  racked,  flayed  him  alive! — but 
alt  these  words  are  too  feeble  to  express  what  would 
make  sin  itself  bhish  and  cannibals  shudder.  For  ^es, 
no  devil  ever  conceived  a  deed  so  horrible.  His  own 
father  !  —  but  see,  see  him  !  he  has  fainted  away  !  His 
own  father  —  the  son  —  into  this  dungeon  —  cold  —  naked 
—  hungry — athirst  —  Oh!  see,  I  pray  you,  see!— 'tia 
my  own  father,  in  very  truth  it  is. 

The  Rohhbks  {come  running  and  surround  the  old 
man).    Your  father  V    Yours  ? 

Schweitzer  (approaches  him  reoerenUy,  and  faU*  on 
his  knees  before  him).  Father  of  my  captain  1  let  me 
kiss  thy  feet  I     My  da^er  is  at  thy  command. 

CaAitLSS.    Revenge,  revenge,  revenge  I  tbou  bwiibly 
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injnred,  profaned  old  manl  Thus,  from  this  moment, 
sod  forever,  I  rend  in  twaip  all  tics  of  fraternity.  (He  >, 
Ttnda  hii  gaflASfU  J^iitli  li^  Id  boUomT)  ilere,  in  theface 
of  heaven,  I  ourse  him  —  curse  every  drop  of  blood  which 
flows  in  his  veins !  Hear  me,  O  moon  and  stars !  and  tlioii 
blade  canopr  of  night,  that  loolcest  down  upon  this  horror ! 
Hear  rae,  tnrice  ten-ible  avenger.  Thou  who  reignest 
above  yon  pallid  orb,  who  sittest  an  avenger  and  a  judge 
above  the  stars,  and  dartest  thy  fiery  bolts  through  dark- 
nesa  on  the  head  of  guilt !  Behold  roe  on  my  knees  — 
behold  me  raise  this  band  aloft  in  the  gloom  oC  night 
—  and  hear  my  oath  —  and  may  nature  vomit  me  forth 
aa  some  horrible  abortion  from  out  the  circle  of  her  woiks 
if  I  break  that  oath!  Here  I  swear  that  I  will  never 
more  greet  the  light  of  day,  till  the  blood  of  that  foul 
parricide,  spilt  upon  this  stone,  reeks  in  misty  vapor 
towards  heaven.     (Jle  rises.) 

RoBBEHS.  'Tis  a  deed  of  hell !  After  this,  who  shall 
call  OB  villains?  No!  by  all  the  dragons  of  darkness! 
we  never  have  done  anythiug  half  so  horrible. 

Charles.  True !  and  by  ail  the  fearful  groans  of  those 
whom  your  dt^ers  have  despatched  —  of  those  who  on 
that  terrible  day  were  consumed  by  fire,  or  crushed  by 
the  falling  tower  —  no  thought  of  murder  or  rapine  shall 
be  harbored  in  your  breost,  till  every  man  among  you  has 
dyed  his  garments  scarlet  in  this  monster's  blood.  It 
never,  I  should  think,  entered  your  dreams,  that  it  would 
fall  to  your  lot  to  execute  the  great  decrees  of  heaven  ? 
The  tangled  web  of  our  destiny  is  unravelled  !  To-day, 
f'to-day,  an  invisible  power  has  ennobled  our  craft !  Wor- 
ahip  Him  who  has  called  you  to  this  high  destiny,  who 
baa  conducted  you  hither,  and  deemed  ye  worthy  to  be 
the  terrible  angels  of  his  inscrutable  judgments!  Un- 
cover your  heads !  Bow  down  and  kiss  the  dust,  and  rise 
up  sanctified.     ( They  kneel.) 

ScawxiTZEB.  Now,  captain,  issue  your  commands! 
What  shall  we  do? 

Chableb.  Rise,  Schweitzer !  and  touch  these  sacred 
locks  I  {Leading  him  to  his  father,  and  putting  a  lock 
of  hair  in  hie  hand.)  Do  you  remember  still,  how  you 
4eft  tbe  Bknll  of  that  Bohemian  trooper,  iX,  iiify  xofstoAMLX 
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fais  sabre  was  desceoding  on  my  head,  and  I  had  sunk 
down  OQ  my  kneeu,  breathless  aod  exhausted?  'Twas 
then  I  [irotiiiaed  thee  a  reward  that  should  be  right  royal. 
But  to  this  hour  I  have  never  been  able  to  discharge  that 
debt. 

ScuwEiTZEK.  You  swore  that  much  to  me,-'ti6  true; 
but  let  me  call  you  ray  debtor  forever ! 

CuABLEs.  No;  now  will  I  repay  thee,  Schweitzer! 
No  mortal  has  yet  been  honored  as  thuu  shalt  be.  I 
.  appoint  thee  avenger  of  my  father's  wrongs!  (Schweit- 
ZBR  rises.) 

ScuwKiTZER.  Mighty  captain!  this  day  you  have,  for 
the  first  tirae,  made  me  truly  proud!  Say,  when,  where, 
how  shall  I  smile  him  ? 

Chaklbs.  The  mhiutes  are  sacred.  You  must  hastflo 
to  the  work.  Choose  the  best  of  the  band,  and  lefid  them 
straight  to  the  count's  castle!  Drag  him  from  his  bed, 
though  he  sleep,  or  lie  folded  in  the  arms  of  pleasure! 
Drag  him  from  the  table,  though  he  be  drunk  !  Tear  him 
from  the  crucifix,  though  he  he  on  his  knees  before  it! 
But  mark  my  words  —  L  charge  thee,  deliver  him  jnt^  nw 
hands  alive !  I  will  hew  that  man  to  pieces,  and  feed  tKe 
hungry  vultures  with  his  flesh,  who  dares  but  graze  bis 
skin,  or  injure  a  single  hair  of  his  head  !  I  must  have 
him  whole.  Bring  him  to  me  whole  and  alive,  arid  a 
million  shall  l>e  thy  reward.  I'll  plunder  kings  at  the  risk 
of  my  life,  but  thou  shalt  have  it,  and  go  free  as  air. 
Tbon  hast  my  purpose  —  see  it  done ! 

ScawEiTZBB.  Enough,  captain !  here  is  my  hand  upon 
it.  Tou  shall  see  both  of  us,  or  neither.  Come,  Schweit- 
zer's destroying  angels,  follow  me  !     (Exit  with  a  tro^.) 

Charlbs.  The  rest  of  you  disperse  in  the  forest  —  I 
remain  here. 

ACT  V. 

ScBNS  I.     A  vista  of  rooms.     Dark  ntffht. 

JSnter  Danibl,   with  a  lantern  and  a  bvruSe. 


Damikl.  Farewell,  dear  home!  How  many  fa^py 
days  have  I  enjoyed  within  these  walla,  while  my  otd 
maater  lived.     Tears  to  tby  memory,  ^oo  whom  the 
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srare  has  long  since  devoured  !  He  deaervee  tbis  tribute 
from  an  old  servant.  His  roof  was  the  asylum  of  orphans, 
the  refuge  of  the  destitute,  but  this  son  has  made  it  a  den 
of  murderers.  Farewell,  thou  dear  floor!  How  often 
baa  old  Daniel  scrubbed  thee !  Farewell,  dear  stove,  old 
Daniel  takes  a  heavy  leave  of  thee.  All  things  had  grpwu 
so  familiar  to  thee,  —  thou  wilt  feel  it  sorely,oId  Eleazar. 
But  heaven  preserve  me  through  grace  from  the  wiles  aud 
assault  of  the  tempter.  £mpty  I  came  bither  —  empt^  I 
will  depart,  — but  my  soul  is  saved !  {Me  i»  in  t/te  act  of 
going  out,  when  ha  is  met  by  Francis,  rushing  iii,  in  Ait 
dreating-gown.)  Heaven  help  me !  Master !  (lie  puts 
out  his  tantem.) 

Francis.  Betrayed !  betrayed !  The  spirit  of  the  dead 
are  vomited  from  their  graves.  The  realm  of  death, 
shaken  out  of  its  eternal  slumber,  roars  at  me,  "  Murderer  ! 
murderer ! "    Who  moves  there  ? 

Danikl  (JHghtened).     Help,  holy  Virgin  !  help!     Is 
it  you,  my  gracious  master,  whose  shrieks  echo  so  terribly    . 
through  the  castle  that  every  one  is  aroused  out  of  his 
sleep  ? 

Francis.  Sleep?  And  who  gave  tbee  leave  to  sleep? 
Go,  get  lights !  {Exit  Danikl.  Enter  another  servant.) 
No  one  shall  sleep  at  this  hour.  Do  you  hear?  All 
shall  be  awake  —  in  arms  —  let  the  guns  foe  loaded ! 
Did    you    not   see   them   rushing   through    yon  vaulted 


Sbrvant.    See  whom,  my  lord  ? 

Francis.  Whom?  you  dolt,  slave!  And  do  you,  with 
a  cold  and  vacant  stare,  ask  me  whom  ?  Have  they  not 
beset  me  almost  to  madness?  Whom?  blockhead! 
whom  ?  Ghosts  and  demons  I  How  far  is  the  night 
advanced  ? 

Servant.    The  watch  has  just  called  two. 

Francis.  What  ?  will  tliis  eternal  night  last  till 
doomsday?  Did  you  hear  no  tumult  near?  no  shout  of 
victory?  no  tramplingof  horses?  Where  is  Char — the 
Count,  I  would  say? 

SxRTANT.    I  know  not,  my  lord. 

Francis.  You  know  not?  And  are  you  too  one  of  bis 
gug?    ru  tread  your  villain's  heart  out  tUrownU  '^i^xn 


ribs  for  that  infernal  "  I  know  not !  "  Begone,  fetch  the 
minister ! 

Servajvt.     My  lord  ! 

Francis.  What !  Do  you  grumble  ?  Do  you  demur? 
(BmI  servant  kaalilij.)  Do  my  very  slaves  conspire 
against  mei'  Heaven,  earth,  ami  hell  —  all  conspire 
against  me  I 

Damiel  {retHms  with  a  lighted  candle) .     My  lord! 

FuANcis.  Who  said  I  trembled?  No!  —  'twas  but  a 
dream.  The  dead  still  rest  in  their  graves  !  Tremble! 
orjpale?     No,  no  I     I  am  oalm  —  quite  tranquil. 

Daniel.  You  arc  as  pale  as  denlli,  my  lord  ;  your  voice 
is  weak  and  faltering, 

Frakcib,  I  am  somewhat  feverish.  When  the  minister 
comes  be  aure  you  aay  I  am  in  a  fever.  Say  that  I  intend 
to  ho  bled  in  the  morning. 

Daniel.  IShall  1  give  you  some  drops  of  the  balsam  of 
life  OD  sugar? 

Fbamcis.  Yes,  balsam  of  life  on  sugar  !  The  minister 
will  not  be  here  just  yet.  My  Voice  is  weak  and  falter- 
ing.    Give  me  of  the  balsam  of  life  on  sugar  I 

Daniel.  Let  me  have  the  keys,  I  will  go  down  to  the 
closet  and  get  it. 

Franc-is.     No!  no!  no  I     Stay!  —  or  I  will  go  with 

you.     You  see  I  must  not  be  left  alone!     How  easily  I 

might,  you  see  —  faint  —  if  I  should  be  left  alone.   Never 

'  mind,  never  mind!    It  will  pass  off — you  must  not  leave 

Daniel.     Indeed,  sir,  yon  are  ill,  verv  ill. 

Francis.  Yes,  just  bo,  just  so,  notoing  more.  And 
illness,  you  know,  bewilders  the  brain,  and  breeds^trange 
and  maddening  dreams.  What  signify  dreams  1  {Jisg^;^*^ 
come  from  the  stomach  and  cannot  signify  anythingJ  la 
it  not  so,  Daniel  ?  I  had  a  very  comical  dream  just  now. 
{He  sinJca  dovn  fainting.) 

Daniel.  Oh,  merciful  heaven  I  what  is  this?  Geot^t 
—  Conrad!  Sebastian  I  Martini  Give  bat  some  sign  of 
life  !  ( Shaking  him.)  Oh,  the  Blessed  Virgin  I  Oh, 
Joseph  !  Keep  but  your  reason  I  They  will  say  I  have 
murdered  him !    Lord  have  mercv  upon  me ! 

Fbancis  {coT^uged).     Avauntl. —  avannt!  —  why  dc;'. 
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thoa  glare  upon  me  thus,  thou  horrible  apectrgj-*  Tbe 
time  for  the  resurrection  of  the  dead  in  not  yet  come. 

Daniel.     Merciful  heavens  !  he  has  lost  his  sensea.' 

Kran€I3  (recovering  h\m»elf  gradtmli'j).  Where  am  I  ? 
You  here,  Daniel?  What  have  I  said?  Heed  it  not. 
I  have  tu  Id  a  lie,  whatever  I  said.  Come,  help  me  up! 
'Twaa  only  a  fit  of  dcliiium  —  because  —  because —  I  have 
not  finished  my  night's  rest. 

Daniel.  If  John  were  but  here  !  I'll  call  for  help  — 
I'll  send  for  the  physician. 

Fbancih.  Stay  !  Seat  yourself  by  my  side  on  thia 
sofa !  There.  You  are  a  aenaible  man,  a  good  man. 
Listen  to  my  dream  ! 

Daxibi,.  Not  now;  another  time!  Let  me  lead  you 
to  bed ;  you  have  great  need  of  rest. 

Francis.  No,  no;  1  prythee,  listen,  Daniel,  and  have 
a  good  laugh  at  me.  Yon  must  know  I  fancied  that  I 
held  a  princely  banauet,  my  heart  w.ta  merry,  and  I  lay 
stretched  on  the  turf  in  the  castle  garden  ;  and  all  on  a 
stidden — it  was  at  midday — and  all  on  a  sudden  —  but 
mind  you  have  a  good  laugh  at  me! 

Daniel.     All  on  a  sudden. 

Francis.  All  on  a  sudden  a  tremendous  peal  of 
thunder  struck  upon  my  slumbering  ear;  I  started  up 
staggering  aud  trembling ;  and  lo,  it  seemed  as  if  the 
whole  hemisphere  had  burst  forth  In  one  flaming  sheet  of 
fire,  and  mountaina,  and  cities,  and  forests  melted  away 
like  wax  in  the  furnace;  and  then  rose  a  howling  whirl- 
wind, which  swept  before  it  the  earth,  and  the  sea,  and 
heaven  ;  then  came  a  sound,  as  from  brazen  trumpets, 
"  Earth,  give  up  thy  dead :  sea,  give  up  thy  dead  !  "  and 
the  open  plains  began  to  heave,  and  to  cast  up  skulls,  and 
ribs,  and  jawbones,  and  legs,  which  drew  together  into 
human  bodies,  and  then  came  sweeping  along  in  dense, 
interminable  masses  —  a  living  deluge.f  Then  I  looked 
up,  and  lo !  I  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  thundering  Sinai, 
and  above  me  was  a  multitude,  and  below  me  a  multitude  ; 
and  on  the  summit  of  the  inonntain,  on  three  smoking 

*  Th«  r«Biler  vUl  ramcnibsr  lomethlng  alnillar  Ui  tbia  in  Ihe  buiiiiuet 
Kena,  Mubeib.  Act  It,  So.  3. 

t  Schlllsr  luta  bere  eTlitently  tuul  lu  mlnil  Euklel  chap,  xiivil.  ri.  1-12. 
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thrones,  sat  three  men,  before  whose  gue  all  creation 
trembled. 

Daniel.  Why,  this  ia  a  living  picture  of  the  day  of 
judgment. 

Francis.  Did  I  not  tell  yoa?  Is  it  not  ridiculous 
stuff?  And  one  stepped  forth  who,  to  look  upon,  was 
like  a  starlight  night ;  be  had  in  his  hand  a  signet  ring 
of  iron,  which  lie  held  up  between  the  east  and  the  west, 
and  said,  "  Eteroa),  holy,  just,  immutable  I  There  is  but 
one  truth  ;  there  is  hut  one  virtue  I  Woe,  woe,  woe !  to 
the  doubting  sinner !  "  Then  stepped  forth  a  second,  who 
had  in  his  hand  a  flashing  mirror,  which  he  held  up 
between  the  east  and  west,  and  said,  "This  is  the  mirror 
of  truth  ;  hypocrisy  and  deceit  cannot  look  on  it."  Then 
was  I  terrified,  and  so  were  all,  for  we  saw  the  forms  of 
snakes,  and  tigers,  and  leopards  reflected  from  that  fearful 
mirror.  Then  stepped  forth  a  third,  who  had  in  his  hand 
a  hraaen  balance,  which  lie  held  up  between  the  east  and 
the  west,  anA  said,  "  Approach,  ye  sons  of  Adam  !  1 
weigh  your  tliouglils  in  the  balance  of  my  wrath!  and 
your  deeds  with  the  weight  of  my  fury !" 

Daniel.     The  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me! 

Fkanxis.  They  all  stood  pale  and  trembling,  and 
every  heart  was  panting  with  fearful  expectation.  Then 
it  seemed  to  me  as  if  I  heard  my  name  called  the  first 
from  out  the  thunders  of  the  mountain,  and  the  innermost 
marrow  froze  witliin  my  bones,  and  my  teeth  cli.ittert'd 
loudly.  Presently  the  clang  of  the  balance  was  heard, 
the  rocks  sent  forth  thunders,  and  the  hours  glided  by, 
one  after  the  other,  towards  the  kft  scale,  and  each  threw 
into  it  a  mortal  sin  ! 

I>A>riKi..     Oh,  may  God  forgive  you  ! 

Fkani  [s.  lie  forgave  me  not!  The  left  scale  grew 
mount:iinM  lili^li,  but  the  other,  filled  with  the  blood  of 
aloni'ment,  still  outweighed  it.  At  last  came  an  old  man, 
heavily  bowed  down  with  grief,  his  arm  gnawed  through 
willi  raiiing  hunger.  Every  eye  turned  away  in  horror 
from  1  111'  ,'iight.  I  knew  the  man  —  he  cut  oft  a  lock  of 
his  silvi  r  Iiiiir,  .ind  cast  il  into  the  sc.ile  of  my  sins,  when 
lo!  in  :)ii  instant,  it  sank  down  to  the  .abyss,  and  the  scale 
of  alonciiicnt  flew  up  on   high.     Then  heard   I  a  voice. 
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iasaing  like  thunder  from  the  bowels*  of  the  mountain, 
"  Pardon,  pardon  to  every  sinner  of  the  earth  and  of  the 
deep !  Thou  alone  art  rejected  1 "  (A  profound  pause.) 
Well,  why  don't  yon  laugh  ? 

Daniel.  Can  I  laugh  while  my  flesh  creeps?  Dreams 
come  from  above. 

Francis.  Pshaw !  pshaw  I  Say  not  so !  Call  me  a 
fool,  an  idiot,  aB  absurd  fool !  Do,  there's  a  good  Daniel, 
I  entreat  of  you ;  have  a  hearty  laugh  at  me  I 

Daniel.  Dreams  come  from  God.  I  will  pray  for 
you. 

Francib.  Thou  liest,  I  tell  thee.  Go,  this  instant, 
run  I  be  quick!  see  where  the  minister  tarries  all  this 
time ;  tell  him  to  come  quickly,  instantly !  But,  I  tell 
thee,  thon  liest! 

Daniel.     Heaven  have  mercy  upon  you  !  r£!xit. 

Fbaxcis.  Vulgar  prejudice  I  mere  superstition !  it  has 
not  yet  been  proved  that  the  past  is  not  pnut  and  forgot- 
ten, or  that  there  is  an  eye  above  this  earth  to  takt; 
account  of  what  passes  on  it.  Humph  !  humph  !  But 
whence,  then,  this  fearful  whisper  to  my  soul  ?  Is  there 
really  an  avenging  judge  above  the  stars  ?  No,  no  I  Yes, 
yesl  A  fearful  monitor  within  bears  witness  that  there 
IB  One  above  the  stars  who  judgeth!  What!  meet  the 
avenger  above  the  stars  this  very  night  ?  No,  no !  I  say. 
All  ia  empty,  lonely,  desolate,  beyond  llie  stars.  Miser- 
able subterfuge,  beneath  which  thy  cowardice  seeks  to 
hide  itself.  And  if  there  should  be  something  in  it  after 
all?  No!  no  I  it  cannot  be.  I  insist  that  it  cannot  be! 
But  yet,  if  there  should  be  1  Woe  to  thee  if  thy  sins 
Bbould  all  have  been  roistered  above !  —  if  they  should 
be  counted  over  to  thee  this  very  night!  Why  creeps 
this  shudder  through  my  frame?  To  die!  Why  does 
that  word  frighten  me  thus  ?  To  give  an  account  to  the 
Avenger,  there,  above  the  stars !  and  if  he  tihould  be  just 
—  the  wails  of  orphans  and  widows,  of  the  oppressed, 
the  tormented,  ascending  to  his  ears,  and  he  be  just? 
Why  have  they  been  afBicled  ?  And  why  have  I  been 
permitted  to  trample  upon  them  ? 


Mtter  Pastok  Mosbb. 

MosEB.  Toar  lordship  sent  for  me !  I  am  sur^riaed  I 
The  first  time  in  my  life !  Is  it  to  scoff  at  retigion,  or 
does  il  begin  to  malce  you  tremble? 

Fbani'IH,  I  may  scoff  or  I  may  tremble,  according  aa 
you  ithall  answer  me.  Listen  to  me,  Moaer,  I  will  prove 
that  you  are  a  fool,  or  wish  to  make  fools  of  others,  and 
you  shall  answer  me.  Do  you  hear  ?  At  the  peril  of 
your  life  yoii  shall  answer  me. 

MossK.  'Tis  a  higher  Being  whom  you  summon  before 
your  tribunal.     He  will  answer  you  hereafter. 

fKAKi'.'iu.  I  will  be  answered  now,  thia  instaut,  that  I 
may  not  commit  the  contemptible  folly  of  calling  upOD 
the  idol  of  the  vulgar  under  the  pressure  of  suffering,  I 
have  often,  in  bumpers  of  Burgundy,  tauntingly  pledgtid 
you  in  the  toast,  "  There  is  no  God  I "  Now  1  address 
myself  to  yon  in  earnest,  and  I  tell  you  there  is  none  ? 
You  shall  oppose  me  with  all  the  weapons  in  yonr  power; 
but  with  the  oreath  of  my  lips  I  will  dIow  them  sway. 

MoHKR.  'Twere  well  that  you  could  also  blow  away 
the  thunder  which  will  alight  upon  your  proud  soul  witll 
ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  tons'  weight !  That 
omniscient  Ood,  whom  yon  —  fool  and  miscreant — are 
denying  iu  the  midst  of  his  creation,  needeth  not  to 
justify  himself  by  the  mouth  of  dust.  He  is  as  great 
ID  your  tyrannies  as  in  the  sweetest  smile  of  triumphant 
virtue. 

Fbancis.  Uncommonly  well  said,  parson.  Thus  Hike 
you. 

MosEB.  I  stand  here  as  steward  of  a  greater  Master, 
and  am  addressing  one  who,  like  myself,  is  a  sinner  —  one 
whom  I  care  not  to  please.  I  must  indeed  be  able 
to  work  miracles,  to  entort  the  acknowledgment  from 
your  obdurate  wickedness  —  but  if  your  conviction  is 
BO  firm,  why  have  you  sent  for  me  in  the  middle  of  the 
night? 

Fbancih.  Because  time  hangs  heavy  on  my  hands,  and 
the  chess-board  has  ceased  to  have  any  attraction.  I  wish 
to  amuse  myself  in  a  tilt  with  the  parson.  Your  empty 
terrors  will  not  unman   my  courage.     I  am  well  aware 
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that  those  wlio  have  come  off  ehort  in  this  world  look 
forwkrd  to  eternity  ;  but  they  will  be  HRiWy  disappointed. 
I  htVftdiraya  rvsA  that  our  whole  body  in  nothing  more 
An  k  blood^pring,  and  that,  with  its  lam  drop,  mind 
Md  tboaght  dissolve  into  nothing.  They  fllmre  all  the  in- 
SmtHiM  of  the  body ;  why,  then,  should  they  not  cease 
vith  itt  dbsolution  f  Why  not  evaporate  in  its  deconi- 
Mritioaf  Tjet  a  drop  of  water  stniy  into  your  brain,  and 
nia  mtikm  a  sudden  pause,  which  borders  on  non-existence, 
Md  tliM  pause  continued  is  death.  Sensation  is  the 
TibhMlon  of  a  few  chords,  which,  when  the  instrnment  is 
brokm,  cease  to  sound.  If  I  raze  my  seven  oastles  —  if 
1  dmb  this  Venus  to  pieces  —  there  is  an  end  of  their 
■jmnetry  and  beauty.  Behold!  thus  is  it  with  your 
tinmortal  soul  I 

MosER.  So  says  the  philosophy  of  yoar  despair.  But 
yonr  own  heart,  which  knocks  agairiRt  your  ribs  with 
terror  even  while  vou  thus  ar^ue,  gives  your  tongue  the 
lie.  These  cobwebs  of  systems  are  swept  away  by  the 
Ri^e  word  ^"  Thou  must  die  !"  I  challenge  you,  and 
be  this  the  teU:  If  you  maint.iin  your  firmness  in  the 
boor  of  death  ;  if  your  principles  do  nit  then  miserably 
3te>rt  you,  yon  shall  be  admitted  to  have  the  best  of  the 
ngament.  But  if,. in  that  dread  hour,  the  least  shudder 
creeps  over  you,  then  woe  be  to  you  !  you  have  deceived 
Toareelf. 

FBANris  {disturbed).  If  in  the  hour  of  death  a  shudder 
creeps  over  me  f 

iMosKR.  I  have  seen  many  such  wretches  before  now, 
who  set  truth  at  defiance  up  to  that  point;  but  at  the 
approach  of  death  the  illusion  vanished.  1  will  stand  at 
your  bedside  when  you  are  dying —  Ishould  much  like  to 
■ee  a  tyrant  die.  I  will  stand  by,  and  look  yon  stead- 
fastly m  the  face  when  the  physician  takes  your  cold, 
clammy  hand,  and  is  scarcely  able  to  detect  your  expiring 
pnlse ;  and  when  he  looks  up,  and,  with  a  fearful  shake 
of  the  head,  says  to  yon,  "All  human  aid  is  in  vain !" 
Beware,  at  that  moment,  beware,  lest  you  look  like 
Itichard  and  Vero !  * 

Ksne  In  Slukipeiire'i  Blolwcd  III.. 


Fkamcss.    KoI  not 

MosBE.  Bren  tli»t  very  "  No  "  will  Lheu  he  turuod  to 
a  liowling  <;Ye«I  An  iaward  triWD.il,  wliidi  yon  can 
no  loiwer  obwt  with  •oeptlcal  dehisioua,  will  tben  wake 
u^  sad  pan  jadgment  upon  you.  Bui  tbe  waliitig  up 
will  be  like  tut  w  one  buried  alive  iu  i}ie  l<ou-L'la  i]i  the 
ohurohyardi  there  ivW  come  remorse  like  tkat  oif  the 
Htioide  who  htm  oomnutted  tlic  fnial  act  aiid  re^^ttait ; 
—  'twill beafluhodigfatningsuddenly  breaking  id  upon 
the  midni^t  darkneit  of  }^our  life !  Tbeie  will  bu  one 
look,  and,  if  you  oaa  sustain  that,  I  will  admit  that  y qu 
have  won  1 

Fbaxos  (wMfyig  up  and  doton  rtatieaaly).  Caut ! 
PrtMtlj  cant  1  ,n«, .    \ 

MoBER.  Then,  lot  the  flnt  time,  will  the  moi^^m 
.  eternity  pasa  through  your  soul ;  —  and  then,  for  the  first 
I  time,  too  late,  the  Uioagfat  of  God  will  wake  up  a  terrible 
'  monitor,  whose  name  is  Judg^.  Mark  this,  Moor;  a 
thousand  lives  hang  upon  y&ur  beck;  and  of  thoae 
thousand  every  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  havQ  been 
rendered  miserable  by  yon.  You  wanted  but  the  Roman 
empire  to  be  a  Xero,  the  kingdom  of  Peru  to  J^e  a 
Pizarro.  Now  do  you  really  think  that  the  Aliajjddiy 
will  suffer  a  worm  like  you  to  play  the  tyrant  ii^ia 
world  and  to  reverse  all  his  ordinances?  Do  you  .think 
the  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  were  created  onlv,to.be 
deetroyed,  only  to  serve  as  pnppetu  in  your  dialioliMl 
g.ime  r  Think  it  not !  He  will  call  yon  to  account  for 
every  minute  of  which  you  have  robbed  them,  every  joy 
that  you  have  poisoned,  every  perfection  that  yon  have 
intercepted.  Then,  if  you  can  answer  Him — then,Hoor, 
I  will  admit  that  you  have  won. 

Fbancih.  No  more,  not  another  word  I  Am  I  to  be 
at  the  mercy  of  thy  drivelling  fancies  ? 

MosEit.  Beware  I  The  different  destinies  of  mankind 
are  balanced  with  terrible  nicety.  The  scale  of  life  which 
sinks  here  will  rise  there,  and  that  which  rises  here  will 
aink  there.  What  was  here  temporary  affliction  will 
there  be  eternal  tiiumph  ;  and  what  here  was  temporary 
triiimpb  will  there  be  eternal  despair. 

F&Aircis    (^nufang  Kaagefy  «pon    him.)      May  ^e 
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thunder  of  beftren  strike  tbee  dumb,  thou  lying  spirit  I  I 
will  tear  thy  veDOined  tongue  out  of  thy  mouth ! 

MoBKB.  Do  you  HO  800Q  feel  the  wbiglit  of  truth? 
Before  t  hav«  brought  forward  one  single  word  of  evi- 
dence?   Let  rae  first  proceed  to  the  proofs ' 

Francis.  Silence  I  To  hell  with  thee  and  thy  proofs ! 
The  soul  is  annihilated,  I  tell  thee,  and  I  will  not  be 
gainsaid  I 

MoBXB.  That  is  what  the  spirits  of  the  bottomless  pit 
are  honrfj  noaning  for  ;  but  heaven  denies  the  boon.  Do 
you  hope  to  escape  from  the  Avenger's  arm  even  in  the 
solitary  waste  of  nothingness?  If  you  climb  up  into 
heaven,  he  is  there  I  if  you  make  your  bed  in  hell,  behold 
he  U  there  also  !  If  you  say  to  the  night,  "  Hide  me ! " 
and  to  the  darkness,  "  Cover  me ! "  even  the  night  shall 
be  light  about  you,*anil  darkness  blaze  upon  your  damned 
soul  like  a  noonday  sun. 

Fbancib.  But  I  do  not  wish  to  be  immortal  —  let 
them  be  so  that  like ;  I  have  no  desire  to  hinder  them. 
I  will  force  him  to  annihilate  me;  I  will  so  provoke  his 
fury  that  he  may  utterly  destroy  me.  Tell  me  which  are 
the  greatest  sins  —  which  excite  him  to  the  most  terrible 
wrath  ? 

MosKn.  1  know  but  two.  But  men  do  not  commit 
these,  nor  do  men  even  dream  of  them. 

Francis.     What  are  they? 

MosER  (vety  significantly).  Parricide  is  the  name  of 
the  one ;  fratricide  of  the  other.  Why  do  you  turn  so 
inddenly  pate? 

FsANCis.  What,  old  man?  Art  thou  in  le;^ue  with 
heaven  or  with  hell?     Who  told  thee  that? 

MosER.  Woe  to  him  that  hath  them  both  upon  his 
■oal  1  It  were  better  for  that  man  that  he  bad  never 
been  born  !  But  be  at  peace ;  you  have  no  longer  either 
a  father  or  a  brother  ! 

Fbancis.  Ha  !  what !  Do  you  know  no  greater  sin  ? 
Think  again  I  Death,  heaven,  eternity,  dainnation,  haug 
upon  thy  lips.     Not  one  greater? 

MoasK.    No,  not  one ! 
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Fkancts  {fallinff  hade  in  ti  chair).  Annihilation  !  an- 
nihilation ! 

MosER.  Rejoice,  tiien,  rejoice  !  CoDgraliilate  yourself ! 
With  all  your  abomioationB  yon  are  yet  a  saint  in  cmn- 
parison  with  a  parricide.  The  curse  that  falls  upon  yoti 
is  a  love  ditty  in  comparison  with  the  curse  that  lies  upon 
him.     Retrihution 

Francis  {starting  up).  Away  with  thee!  May  the 
giaves  open  and  swallow  thee  ten  thousand  fathoms  deeji, 
ihoti  birdof  illomen  I  Who  bade  thee  come  here?  Awxy. 
J  tell  thee,  or  1  will  run  thee  through  anil  throueh  ! 

MoBBR.  Can  mere  "  priestlycant "  excite  a  philosopher 
to  such  a  pitch  of  frenzy  i*  Why  not  blow  it  away  with 
a  breath  of  your  lips?     (JSat.) 

[Francis  throics  himself  nhotit  in  his  chair  in 
terrible  agitation.     Profound  ttiUneas. 

Enter  a  Servant,  kastilj/ 
Sebvant.    The  Lady  Amelia  has  fled.    The  count  has 
suddenly  disappeared. 

Miter  Daniel,  in  great  alarm. 

Daniel.  My  lord,  a  troop  of  fnrions  horsemen  ar« 
galloping  down  the  hill,  shouting  **  murder !  murder ! " 
The  whole  village  is  in  alarm. 

Francis.  Quick  !  let  all  the  bells  be  tolled  —  summon 
every  one  to  the  chapel  —  let  all  fall  on  their  knees — 
pr^  for  me.     All  prisoners  shall  be  released  and  forgiven 

—  I  will  make  two  and  threefold  restitution  to  the  poor 

—  I  will  —  why  don't  you  run  f  Do  call  in  the  fatba- 
confessor,  that  he  may  give  me  absolution  for  my  sins. 
What!  are  you  not  gone  yet?  ( Z5ie  tg>roar  becomes 
more  audible.) 

Daniel.  Heaven  have  mercy  upon  me,  poor  sinner! 
Can  I  believe  you  in  earnest,  sir  ?  You,  who  always  made 
a  jest  of  religion?  How  many  a  Bible  and  prayer-book 
have  you  flung  at  my  head  when  by  chance  yon  caught 
me  at  my  devotions? 

Francis.  No  more  of  this.  To  die !  think  of  it !  to 
die)    It  will  be  too  latel    (T/teaoice  of  Schweitzer  m 
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heard,  Umd  and  furioug.)     Pray  for  me,  Daniel  I    Pray,/  ^ 
I  entreat  you !  ' 

Dahiel.  I  always  told  you,  —  "you  bold  prayer  in 
Buch  contempt;  but  take  heed!  take  heed!  when  the 
fatal  hour  cornea,  when  the  waters  are  flowing  in  upon 
your  son],  vou  will  be  ready  to  give  all  the  treaaurcB  of 
the  world  lor  one  little  Christian  prayer."  Do  you  see  it 
now  ?  What  abuse  you  used  to  heap  on  me !  Now  you 
feel  it !    Is  it  not  so ! 

Fbamcis  {embracing  Aim  violently).  Foi^Jve  met 
my  dear  precious  jewel  of  a  Daniel,  forgive  me  '.  I  will 
clothe  you  from  head  to  foot  —  do  but  pray-  I  will  make 
quite  a  bridegroom  of  you  —  I  will  —  only  do  pray  —  I  en- 
treat you  —  on  my  knees,  I  conjure  you.  In  the  devil's 
name,  prayl  why  don't  you  pray?  (7\imult  in  the 
atreeU,  aAoiits  and  noise*.) 

ScRWKiT.  (in  the  street).  Storm  the  place!  Kill  all 
before  you !  Force  the  gates !  I  see  lights !  He  must 
be  there ! 

Francis  (on  Ais  knees).  Listen  to  my  prayer,  O  God 
in  heaven!  It  is  the  first  time  —  it  shall  never  linppen 
again.     Hear  m6,  God  in  heaven  1 

Daniel.  Mercy  on  me !  What  are  you  saying?  What 
a  wicked  prayer ! 

Uproar  of  the  People,  rushing  in. 

People.  Robbers  !  murderers  !  Who  makes  such  a 
dreadful  noise  at  this  midnight  hour! 

ScHWKiT  {still  in  the  street) .  Beat  them  back,  comrades ! 
Tib  the  devil,  come  to  fetch  your  master.  Where  is 
Scbwarz*  with  his  troop?  Surround  the  castle,  Grimm  ! 
Scale  the  walls ! 

Geihh.  Bring  the  Grebrands.  Either  we  must  up  or 
he  must  down.    I  will  throw  lire  into  his  halls. 

Fbakcib  {praying).  Oh  Lord  !  I  have  been  no  com- 
mon murderer — I  have  been  guilty  of  no  petty  crimes, 
gracious  Lord 

Daniel.    Heaven  be  merciful  to  us  1    His  very  prayers 

are  turned  to  sins.    ( Stones  and  jirebrands  are  hurled  vp 

•  Bchwan  \%  Iba  Oenxku  lot  Btaok,  or  BUofci. 


FsAiron.  1  etmiot  pnT.  J 
his bnatt trndkUfbrMsaa.)  AUitfMi  v<»d — lobirmrt 
(Siaes  from  kta  lumt.)  No^  I  will  not  pnr.  H««rai 
&h^  aot  har«  that  triuspb,  dot  bell  that  ^tmaam. 

Dahbl.  O  holy  Virgin  I  fldpl  Mval  Hm  wlhrie 
cutlfi  u  in  flunei  I 

Fbancu.  There,  Uke  thia  sirordl  QniAI  Rb  H 
right  through  mv  body,  th»t  these  fieode  ouy  not  be  in 
time  to  mskejiohdky  ifHtrt  of  itae.     (  7%«  *«  kwnmm$.) 

Danhl.  Hraveu  forbid?  Hearen  Wndl  I  wooM 
send  no  one  before  bia  time  to  heares,  amoh  iMl  to-^— 
(He  nmaamay). 

Francis  {fithwtng  Mm  wUh  a  g^aM^  ttera,  q/fer  a 
pause).  To  hell,  tbon  woaldst  say.  Inaeed!  I  B«ent 
something  of  the  kind.  (Tn  deliritm.)  Are  these  their 
triumphant  yells?  Do  I  Jiear  you  hissing,  ye  serpents  of 
the  abysB?  Tliey  force  their  way  up  —  they  besiege  the 
door!  Why  do  I  shrink  from  this  biting  steel?  The  door 
cracks  —  it  yielda  —  there  ia  no  escape  I  Ha !  then  do 
thou  have  mercy  upon  me !  (He  teara  away  the  gotden 
cord  from  his  hat,  and  atranglea  himte^.)* 

EtUer  Schweitzer  and  his  band. 

Schweitzer.  Murderous  wretch,  where  art  thou? 
Did  you  see  how  they  fled  ?  Has  he  so  few  friends  ? 
Wher«  has  the  beast  crawled  to? 

Grikm  {stumMes  over  the  corpse).  Stay!  what  is  this 
lying  in  the  way?     Lights  here. 

•  In  the  utlDinlllioTi,  Pnncis  Utsmpta  Ut  (brow  hlmMlt  Into  the  Oubm, 
Imt  In  preTcnteit  ny  tli»  roblwn,  and  utkan  kHtc  He  lithen  bron^t  b«toT« 
lilH  brother,  iu  «luilu>.  for  aenuuicc.  »i'HWBItZBIt  Mn.  ■  I  bkTa  lulOlIed  mf 
uiiril,  uid  brought  biiii  allre."  GniHS.  "\Ve  lnr«  Llm  out  of  the  finiue^ 
unci  the  sutle  ■■  In  nahea."  Afuir  aonlrontliig  Fnuicll  with  his  tather,  UDd 
u  reproachful  InCptvlew  between  tbe  brolhcn.  Charlea  delesatea  tbe  jada- 
ineiil  on  FmnclH  to  Itchwrltirr  nnd  Knslniihy.  bnt  for  hlmtrlf  lonlm  hini  [n 
theae  worda :  "  Tliou  hast  robbed  iiieof  taeaian't  hllia  I  Ba  that  aln  blotted 
out:  Thy  •loom  i*  aaalol  —  iwnllliun  la  iliy  lutl  But  I  lorglre  thae, 
bnithar."  r/poa  (tii  Chabliu  mbntn-a  ami  learn  Urn;  ftr  Bobbibi,  jlnp- 
AW,  Iknal  FKAMCia  htto  tht  itingtoH  ukre  Ae  had  immmnd  JUa/WAar,  tamgh- 

Berond  Ihli  the  niteof  Franck  la  left  nndetermlned.  SehwaltieT,  Initead 
afkllHog  hlinieU,  <a  made  partaker,  Tlth  Xealnakr,  la  Moor^  eatU*. 
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ScHWABZ.  He  has  been  beforehand  with  ub.  Put  up 
jrour  swords.    There  be  lies  sprawl  tog  Iik«  ft  dead  dog. 

ScHWEiTZEB.  Dead  I  What!  dead?  Dead  without 
me  ?  Tis  a  lie,  I  eay.  Mark  how  quickly  be  will  spring 
upon  bis  feetl  {S/iake»  him).  Hollo!  up  with  you? 
There  is  a  father  to  be  murdered. 

Grimm.     Spare  your  pains.    He  is  as  dead  as  a  log. 

ScRvfsrrzBt^  (siq>B  aaide  Ji-om  him).  Yes,  hia  game 
is  up  I  He  is  dead!  dead  !  Go  back  and  tell  my  captain 
he  is  as  dead  as  a  log.  He  will  not  see  me  again.  {Blows 
Mt  bntitu  out.) 


Scan  II. —  7^  «cme  the  aamt  as  tA«  but  scene  of  the 
preceding  Act. 

Old  Moob  seated  on  a  stone  ;  Chaeles  von  Moob 
opposite;  Robbebs  scattered  through  the  wood. 

Charles.  He  does  not  come!  (Strikes  his  dagger 
against  a  atone  till  the  sparks  fly.) 

Old  Moob.  Letpardon  be  hie  punishment  —  redoubled 
love  my  vengeance. 

Chableb.  Ko  !  by  my  enraged  soul  that  shall  not  be ! 
I  will  not  permit  it.  He  shall  bear  that  enormous  load 
of  crime  with  hiro  into  eternity! — what  else  should  I  kill 
him  for? 

Old  Moob  (bursting  into  tears).    Oh  my  child  ! 

Chableb.  What!  you  weep  for  him?  In  sight  of 
this  dungeon? 

Old  Hoob.  Mercy!  oh  mercy  !  (Wringing his  hands 
violently.)    Now  — now  my  son  is  brought  to  judgment! 

Charles  (starting).    Which  son? 

Old  Moor.     Ha!  what  means  that  qu<?8tion ? 

CuABLES.    Nothing!  nothing! 

Old  Moob.  Art  thou  come  to  make  a  mockery  of  my 
grief? 

Chablbs.  Treacherous  conscience  1  Take  no  heed  of 
my  words! 

Old  Moor.  Yea,  I  perspculed  a  bod,  and  a  sou  perse- 
cutes me  in  return.    It  is  the  finger  of  God.    OK  m-j 
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ClurioB '.  my  Charlee !     U  ibou  dost  liover  around  me  in 
Uifl  realms  of  peace,  forgive  me!  oh  forgive  me! 

Ciublks  (AaatiVy).  He  forgives  you !  ( CheiJcing 
lidmte^'.)  If  he  is  worthy  to  be  called  your  sod,  be  must 
fbmve  you  ! 

,  Olc  Moor.  Hb  !  he  was  too  noble  a  son  for  me.  But 
I  will  go  to  bim  with  my  tears,  m^  eleepless  nights,  my 
raoking  dreams.  I  will  embrace  his  knees,  and  cry  —  try 
alwd  —  "  [  have  sinned  a^aiust  beaven  and  before  thee  ; 
l^ma  tio  longer  worthy  to  be  called  iby  father  I  " 
,  ^'  ChjLblbs  (in  <Uep  emotion).  Was  be  very  dear  to  you 
— flUit  other  son  ? 

Oub  Moor.  Heaven  is  uiy  witness,  buw  much  I  loved 
him.  Oh,  why  did  I  suffer  myself  to  be  beguiled  by  the 
«1b  of  a  wicked  son  ?  I  was  nn  envied  father  among  the 
fatfaersof  the  world  —  my  tliiMrcii  full  of  promise,  bloom- 
ing by  my  side!  Bui  —  oh  that  fatal  hour!  —  the  demon 
of  envy  entered  into  the  heart  of  mv  younger  son — I 
listened  to  the  serpent — and  —  lost  both  my  children! 
(Hides  his  countenance.) 

Charles  {removes  to  a  distance  from  him).  Lo«t  for- 
ever ! 

Old  Moor.  Oh,  deeply  do  I  feel  the  words  of  Amelia. 
The  spirit  of  vengeance  spoke  from  her  lips.  "  In  viin 
wilt  thon  stretch  forth  thy  dying  hands  alter  a  sod,  in 
vain  fancy  thou  art  graspiog  the  warm  hands  of  thy 
Charles,  ~  be  will  never  more  stand  by  thy  bedside.  " 

(CiiABLEs  stretches  out  his  hand  to  him  with  averted 
face.) 

Oh,  that  this  were  the  hand  of  my  Charles  1  But  he 
is  laid  far  away  in  the  narrow  bouae  —  be  is  sleeping  the 
iron  sleep —  he  hears  not  the  voice  of  my  lamentation. 
Woe  is  me !  to  die  in  the  arms  of  a  stranger  ?  No  son 
left  —  no  son  left  to  close  my  eyes ! 

Charles  (in  violent  emotion).  It  must  be  so  —  the 
moment  has  arrived.  Leave  me  —  (to  the  Rorbebs.)  And 
yet  —  can  I  restore  his  son  to  him ?  Alas!  No!  lean- 
not  restore  him  that  son !    No  J  I  will  not  think  of  it. 

Old  Moor.    Friend !  what  is  that  you  were  muttering  ? 

Charles.  Your  son  —  yes,  (dd  man — (Jitlterinff) 
jour  son  —  is — lost  forever! 
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Old  Hoob.    Forever? 

Cbablss  {looking  up  to  heaven  in  Htter  anguish).  Oh 
this  once  —  keep  my  soul  from  sinking  —  sustain  me  but 
this  once ! 

Old  Moob.    Forever,  did  jou  say. 

Chables.    Ask  no  more !     I  said  forever ! 

Old  Moob.  Stranger,  stranger !  why  didst  thou  drag 
me   Eortb   from   the   dungeon    to -reioHtd -me- oC.my 

UOITWIHI? 

Chablbs.  And  what  if  I  were  now  to  snatch  his 
blessing?  —  snatch  it  like  a  thief,  and  steal  away  with 
the  preotooB  prize?  A  father's  blessing, they  say,  is  never 
losL 

Old  Moob.     And  is  my  Francis  too  lost? 

Chableb  {JitUiiig  on  his  kneet  b^ore  him).  'Twas  I 
who  bnrst  the  bars  of  your  dungeon.  I  crave  thy  bless- 
ing! 

Old  Moob  {»orrovBfuUy).  Oli  tliat  thou  shouldst 
destrtiy  the  son! — thou,  the  father'edeliverer!  Behold  ! 
Heavt^n's  mercy  is  untiring,  and  we  [titiful  worms  let  the 
BDD  go  down  upon  our  wrath.  (Layt  his  Itand  upon  the 
head  of  Cbableb.)  Be  thou  happy,  even  as  thou  shalt 
be  merciful  I 

Chablbb  {rising  much  affected).  Oh  !  — where  is  my 
manhood?  My  smews  are  unstrung — the  Bword  drops 
from  my  hand. 

Old  Moor.  How  lovely  a  thing  it  is  when  hrcthren 
dwell  together  in  unity;  as  the  dewdrops  of  heaven  that 
fall  upon  the  mountains  of  Zion.*  Ijeam  to  deserve  that 
happiness,  young  man,  and  the  angels  of  heaven  will  sun 
tbeniBelves  in  thy  glory.  Let  thy  wisdom  be  the  wisdom 
of  gray  hairs,  but  let  thy  heart  tie  the  heart  of  innocent 
obildhood. 

Chahles.  Oh,  for  a  foretaste  of  that  happiness!  Kiss 
me,  divine  old  man  ! 

Old  Moor  {kis8ii»g  him).  Think  it  thy  father's  kiss ; 
and  I  will  think  I  am  kissing  my  son.  Canst  tbou  too 
weep? 

C^ables.  I  felt  as  if  it  were  my  father's  kissl  Woe 
onto  me,  were  they  to  bring  him  now  ! 


(  TRe  companions  of  Schwkitzer  enttr  in  a  ailertl  and 
mourr^fiil  proceteiott,  hanging  down  their  /leads  ami 
hiding  their  faces. 

Charles.  Good  heaven  !  (Retreats  horrttr^rtriick^  itnrf 
taeks  to  hide  himself.  They  pas»  by  him.  IHk  face  i» 
averted.     Profound  silence.      Tfney  halt.) 

Gbimm  (in  a  s\ibd\ied  tone).     My  captain ! 

[Chakles  (ioM  no/  anauter  ana  iit«p»  farther  back. 

ScBWARz.     Dear  captain  ! 

[Charles  retreats  stiUfarth^ 

OotMM.    'Tis  not  our  fault,  captain  ! 

Charles  (udthoitt  loafing  at  them).     Who  are  ye? 

Gbium.  You  do  Dot  look  at  ub!  Your  failhi^l  fol- 
lowers. 

Charles.     Woe  to  ye,  if  y«  are  fatthfal  tn  me  \ 

Gkimm.  The  laat  farewell  from  your  servant  Schweit- 
zer!  — 

Chablb9  (starting).    Then  ye  have  not  fonnd  him  ? 

ScBWABZ.     Found  him  dead. 

Charles  llemnng  vp  mthjog).  Thanks,  O  Sover- 
eign Ruler  of  all  thmgH !  —  Embrace  me,  my  children !  — 
Sfiroy  be  henceforward  our  watchword!  —  Now,  were 
that  too  Burmonnted,  —  all  would  be  aurmounUid.* 

Enter  Robbers  vith  Amelia. 

Robbers.  Hurrah  1  hurrah !  A  prize,  a  splendid 
prize  I 

Akblia  (toUh  hair  dishevdUd).  The  dead,  they  cry, 
have  ariBen  at  his  voice  —  My  ancle  alive  —  in  this  wood 
—  Where  is  he  ?  Oiarles f  Uncle !  —  Ha ?  (She  nahe* 
into  the  arms  of  0\.d  Moob.) 

Old  Moor.  Amelia!  my  daughter  I  Amelia!  (ffolde 
her  tightly  grasped  in  his  arma.) 

Charles  {starting  back).  Who  brings  thii  image  be- 
fore my  eyes. 

Amblia  (tearing  herself  aaagfi^om  the  aid  man,  ruahet 
upon  Charles,  and  embracea  him  in  an  ecataay  of  de- 
light).   1  have  him,  O  ye  stars !    I  have  hiro  I 
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I 


Charles   {tearing  hif/is*/j'    aifay^    to    the    Kobkek 
Let  us  be  gone,  comrades!     Tlic  arch  tiend  has  betray 


ine! 


Amelia.    My  bridegroom,  my  bridegroom  !   thou  : 
raving !    Ha !    'Tis  with  delight !     Why,  then,  am  I 
cold,  80  unfeeling,  in  the  midst  of  this  tumult  of  hap 
ness?  • 

Ojj> ilLooR {rousing hitnsdf).  Bridegroom?  Daught< 
I  .    my  daughter !     Thy  bridegroom  ?  ♦ 

Amkua.  His  forever!  He  forever,  ever,  mine  !  0 
ye  heavenly  powers !  support  me  in  this  ecstasy  of  bli 
lest  I  sink  beneath  its  weight ! 

Chables.  Tear  her  from  my  neck!  Kill  her!  £ 
him !  Kill  me — vourselves  —  everybody  !  Let  the  wh< 
world  peridi !    (Ab<nit  to  rush  off,) 

Amxlia.  Whither?  what?  Love!  eternity!  hap 
ness!  never-ending  joys !  and  thou  wouldst  fly? 

Chablbs.  Away,  away !  most  unfortunate  of  brid< 
See  with  thine  own  eyes ;  ask,  and  hear  it  with  thi 
own  ears !  Most  miserable  of  fathers !  Let  me  escs 
hence  forever ! 

Amxlia.  Support  me !  for  heaven's  sake  support  n 
It  is  growing  dark  before  my  eyes !     He  flies ! 

Chaelbs.  Too  late !  In  vam !  Your  curse,  fath4 
Ask  me  no  more!  I  am  —  I  have  —  your  curse 
your  supposed  curse !  Who  enticed  me  hither?  {Ru 
ing  upon  the  Robbers  toith  dramn  sword,)  Which  of  j 
enticed  me  hither,  ye  demons  of  the  abyss  ?  Peri 
then,  Amelia  I  Die,  father!  Die,  for  the  third  tir 
through  me  1  These,  thy  deliverers,  are  Robbers  a 
Murderers  1  Thy  Charles  is  their  Captain !  (Old  Mo 
expires.) 

[Amxlia  stands  silent  and  transfixed  like  a  st/Jt 
The  whole  band  are  mute,     A  fearful  pan 

Chablbs    {rushing  against  an  oak).    The   souls 
those  I  have  strangled  in  the  intoxication  of  love  — 
those  whom  I  crushed  to  atoms  in  the  sacredness  of  sic 

•  Instesd  of  this  the  stage  edition  has,  "  Come,  my  children  !    Thy  ha 
Charles —and  thina,  Amelia.    Oh  !  I  never  loolced  for  such  happiness  on 
side  the  srare.    Here  let  me  unite  you  forever." 


,1  — of  tbose  whom  —  Ha!  Iia!  ha  I  do  yoB  hear  the  pow- 
Her-mitgazine  bursting  over  the  beads  of  women  in  travail  ? 
j  Do  vou  see  tfie  flami-s  creeping  round  the  craiiles  of 
I  jiucklio^?  That  U  our  ouptiat  torch  ;  tbo§e  shrieks  our 
I  wedtliag  music!  Oh!  he  forgetleth  none  of  these 
I'  things! — he  knoweth  how  to  connect  the  links  in  the 
I  o\iiiin  of  life.  Therefore  do  love's  delights  elude  ra^ 
I .  srasp  ;  therefore  is  love  given  me  for  a  torment !  This 
IB  retribution ! 

Amklia.  'Tib  all  true!  Thou  Ruler  in  heaven!  'Tis 
all  true  !  What  have  I  done,  poor  innocent  lamb  ?  I 
have  loved  this  man  ! 

Charles.  This  is  more  than  a  man  can  endure.  Have 
I  not  heard  death  hissing  at  me  from  more  thousands  of 
barrels,  and  never  yet  moved  a  hair's  breadth  out  of  its 
way.  And  shall  I  now  be  taught  to  tremble  like  a 
woman  ?  tromble  hpfore  a  woman!  No  !  a  woman  shall 
not  conquer  my  raanlv  conrage  1  Blood  !  blood  !  'tis 
but  a  fit  of  womanish  leeling.  I  must  glut  myself  with 
blood  ;  and  this  will  pass  away.     (Me  is  about  tojty.) 

Amelia  (Hnkinff  into  kis  arms).  Murderer!  devil!  I 
cannot  —  angel  —  leave  thee  ! 

Charlks  (tftrttslitiff  her  from  him).  Away!  insidious 
serpent !  Thou  wouldst  make  a  mockery  of  my  frenzy  ; 
but  I  will  bid  defiance  to  my  tyrant  destmy.  What!  art 
thou  weeping  ?  O  ye  relentless,  malicious  stars !  She  pre- 
tends to  weep,  as  if  any  soul  could  weep  for  me !  (Amelia 
folia  on  his  twck.)  Ha  !  what  means  this  ?  She  shuns 
me  not  —  she  spurns  me  not.  Amelia  !  hast  thou  then  for- 
gotten ?  Dost  thou  remember  whom  thou  art  embracing, 
Amelia  ? 

AuBLiA.  My  only  one,  mine,  mine  forever  ! 
CHABLsa  {recovering  himself  in  an  ecstasy  of  joy).  She 
forgives  me,  she  loves  me  I  Then  am  I  pure  as  the  ether 
of  heaven,  for  she  loves  me  !  With  tears  I  thank  thee, 
all-merciful  P'ather!  {He  faUs  on  his  hiees,  and  bursts 
into  a  oiolentfit  of  weeping.)  The  peace  of  my  soul  is 
restored ;  my  snEferings  are  at  an  end.  Hell  is  no  more  t 
Behold !  oh  behold  !  the  child  of  light  weeps  on  the  neck 
of  a  repentant  demon  !  {Rising  and  turning  to  the 
ItoBBBBs).     Why  are  ye   not   weeping  aloof    Weep, 
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weep,  j«  are  all  so  liappy.  O  Amelia!  Amelial  Amelia! 
(Sii  hanffa  on  her  tteex,  they  remain  locked  in  a  ailent 
embrace.) 

A  RoBfiBR  {ttepping  foneard  enraf/ed).  Hold,  traitor ! 
Tliia  instant  come  from  her  arms !  or  I  will  Kjieak  a  wont 
that  shall  make  thy  ears  tingle,  and  thy  teeth  chatter  with 
horror  1     {Se  holds  hit  aieord  betieeeii  t/iem.) 

Ajt  Agbr  Kobdbb.  Remember  the  Bohemian  forests ! 
Dost  thoa  hear?  dost  thou  tremble?  Remember  thu 
Bohemian  forests,  I  tell  thee  I  Faithless  man  !  where  are 
thy  oaths  P  Are  wounds  ho  soon  forgotten  ?  Who  staked 
fortune,  honor,  life  itself  for  thee  ?  Who  stood  by  thee 
like  walla,  and  like  shields  caught  the  blows  which  wore 
aimed  at  thy  life?  Didst  not  thou  then  lift  up  thy  hand 
and  swear  an  iron  oath  never  to  forsake  us,  even  as  we 
forsook  not  thee  ?  Base,  perfidious  wretch !  and  wouldst 
thou  now  desert  us  at  the  whining  of  a  harlot  ? 

A  THIRD  RoBBKB.  Shaine  on  thy  perjury !  The  sjtirit 
of  the  immolated  Roller,  whom  thou  didst  summon  irom 
the  realms  of  death  to  attest  thy  oath,  will  blush  at  thy 
cowardice,  and  rise  from  his  grave  full  armed  to  chastise 
thee. 

Thb  Rohbers  (all  in  disorder,  tearing  open  their  gar- 
menU).  See  here !  and  here !  Dost  tlion  know  these 
scars?  Thou  art  ours!  With  our  heart's  blood  we  have 
bonght  thee,  and  thou  art  ours  bodily,  even  though  the 
Archangel  Michael  should  seek  to  wrest  thee  out  of  the 
grasp  of  the  fiery  Moloch!  Now!  March  with  us! 
Sacrifice  for  sacrifice,  Amelia  for  the  band  I 

CRABLKfl  (releasing  her  hand).  It  is  past!  I  would 
arise  and  return  to  my  father ;  but  heaven  has  said,  "  It 
shall  not  be!"  (Coldly.)  Blind  fool  that  I  was!  why 
should  I  wish  it?  Is  it  possible  for  a  great  sinner  to 
return  ?  A  great  sinner  never  can  return.  That  ought  I 
long  since  to  have  known.  Be  still  I  I  pray  thee  be  still ! 
'TIS  all  as  it  should  be.  When  He  sought  me  I  would 
not;  now  that  I  seek  him,  He  will  not.  What  can  be 
more  jnrt?  Do  not  roll  about  thine  eyes  eo  wildly.  He 
has  no  need  of  me.  Has  He  not  creatures  in  abundance  ? 
One  he  can  easily  spare,  and  that  one  am  I.  Come  along, 
oomradeal 


On€  blowl  one  d«idlyblovI    Again  fomkonl    tk^w 

tby  Bword,  and  have  mercy  apon  mel 
Cbarlkb.    Merej  kM  taua  rafags  amoiig  bam.    I 

will  not  kill  thee! 
AuBLiA  ^embncino  Ait  knmi).  Ok,  fcrkwfln's  hIibI 

bv  all  tbat  »  meroilu  1 1  a>k  no  lo^er  tm  lore.  I  kamm- 
tbat  our  stars  fly  fnm  eaeh  other  in  oppeution.  Death 
is  all  I  aalc.  Forsaken,  fondnn  I  Take  tbat  word  in  all 
its  dreadful  import  I  Foraakenl  I  cannot  nrvive  it! 
Tbou  knowest  well  that  no  woman  oas  forvire  that. 
All  I  aak  is  death.  Soa,  my  hand  trenblea  t  I  have  not 
courage  to  strike  the  blow.  I  ahrink  firam  the  gleaning 
blade!  To  thee  it  is  ao  «aay,  ao  very  easy ;  tlras  art  a 
master  in  muider— draw  Uiy  aword,  and  make  me 
happy  t 

GiiARLEB.  Wouldstthou  alone  be  happy?  Away  with 
thee !     I  will  kill  no  woman  ! 

AuSLlA.  Ha !  destroyer  I  thou  canst  only  kill  the 
happy ;  they  who  are  weary  of  existence  thou  sparest ! 
(She  glidet  toarard»  the  robbers.)  Then  do  ye  have 
mercy  on  me,  disciples  of  murder  !  There  lurks  a  blood- 
thirsty pityin  your  looks  that  is  consoling  to  the  wretched. 
Your  master  is  a  boaster  and  a  coward. 

Chakles.  Woman,  what  dost  thou  say?  {The  Rob- 
bers turn  atoay.) 

AuEUA.  No  friend  ?  No ;  not  even  among  these  a 
friend  ?  (She  risee.)  Well,  then,  let  Dido  teach  me  how 
to  die  !    (She  is  going  ;  a  Robber  takea  aim  at  her.) 

Charles.  Hold!  dare  it!  *  Moor's  Amelia  shall  die 
by  no  other  hand  than  Moor's.     (JBe  strikeg  her  dead) 

Thk  Kobbbrs.  Captain !  captain  1  what  hast  thou 
done  ?    Art  thou  raving? 

Chabler  (with  his  eyn*  fixed  on  tA«  body).  One  more 
pan<r  and  all  will  be  over.  She  is  immolated  I  Now, 
look  on  I  have  you  any  farther  demand  ?  Ye  staked  a 
life  for  me,  a  life  which  has  ceased  to  be  your  own  — 
a  life  full  of  infamy  and  shame  I  I  have  sacrificed  an 
angel  for  you.  Now !  look  upon  her  I  Are  yoa  con- 
tent? 

Gbimm.    You  have  reptud  your  debt  with  usury.    You 
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^liave  done  all  that  man  could  do  for  his  honor,  and  more. 
.-J^ow  let's  away. 

•^    Charles.    What  say  you  ?    Is  not  the  life  of  a  saint 

*'^or  the  life  of  a  felon  more  than  an  equal  exchange?  Oh ! 

say  unto  you  if  every  one  of  you  were  to  mount  the 

old,  ancl  to  have  his  flesh  torn  from  his  bones  piece- 

eal  with  red-hot  pincers,  through  eleven  long  summer 

Jdays  of  torture,  yet  would  it  not  counterbalance  these 

•^^tears!    (  With  a  bitter  laugh,)    The  scars!  the  Bohemian 

^forests!     Yes,  yes!  they  must  be  repaid,  of  course! 

^     ScHWARZ.     Compose  yourself,  captain !     Come  along 

^with  us!  this  is  no  sight  for  you.     Lead  us  elsewhere  ! 

!^     Charles.    Stay!  one  word  more  before  we  proceed 

^  elsewhere.    Mark  me,  ye  malicious  executioners  of  my 

."barbarous  nod!  from  this  moment  I  cease  to  be  your 

^captain.*    With  shame  and  horror  I  here  lay  down  the 

'  bloody  staff  under  which  you  thought  yourselves  licensed 

to  perpetrate  your  crimes  and  to  defile  the  fair  light 

-  of  heaven  with  deeds  of  darkness.     Depart  to  the  riglit' 

and  to  the  left.     We  shall  never  more  have  aught  in 

common. 

The  Robbers.  Ha!  coward!  where  are  thy  lofty 
schemes  ?  were  they  but  soap-bubbles,  which  disperse  at 
the  breath  of  a  woman  ? 

CHAKLEs.f    Oh !  fool  that  I  was,  to  fancy  that  I  could 

•  The  acting  edition  reads,—'*  Banditti  t  we  are  quits.  This  bleeding 
oorpee  cancels  my  bontl  to  you  forever.  From  your  own  i  set  you  free. 
Robbebs.  "  We  are  again  your  slaves  till  death ! "  Ciiaklei^.  "  No,  no.  no  ! 
We  have  done  with  each  other.  My  genius  whispers  me,  *  Go  no  further, 
Moor.  Here  is  the  goal  of  humanity  —  and  thine.^  Take  hack  this  blcHxly 
plume  (<Aroir«  it  at  their  ftet).    Let  him  who  seeks  to  be  your  captain  take 

t  In  lieu  of  this  soliloquy  and  what  follows,  to  the  end,  the  acting  edition 
has:  — 

R.  Moor.  Dare  not  to  scrutinize  the  acts  of  Moor.  That  is  my  last  com- 
mand. Now,  draw  near  —  form  a  circle  around  me,  and  receive  the  last 
words  of  your  dying  captain.  (He  surveys  them  attentively  for  sotne  time,) 
You  have  been  devotedly  faithful  to  me,  faithful  beyond  example.  Had 
virtue  bound  you  together  as  firmly  as  vice,  you  would  have  been  heroes, 
and  your  names  recorded  by  mankind  with  admiration.  Go  ami  offer  your 
services  to  the  state.  Dedicate  your  talents  to  the  chuac  of  a  monarch 
who  is  waging  war  in  vindication  of  the  rights  of  man.  With  thiH  bleiising 
I  disband  you.  Schweitzer  and  Kosinsky,  do  you  stay.  (The  others  dis- 
perse slowly f  with  signs  of  emotion.) 

Scsys  VIII. 

R.  Moor,  Schwbitzrr,  and  Kosinsky. 

R.  Moor.  Give  me  thy  richt  hand,  Kosinsky  —  Schweitzer,  thy  left. 
{at  takes  their  hands,  and  stands  between  them;  to  Kosinsky,)  Young  man. 
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amend  the  world  hy  misdeidls  and  maintain  lav  fc 
lessticss  !    I  culled  k  vengeance  and  euuit}'.     1  ) 

0  Piovidonce!    upon  wliotting  out   the   notched  ( 
Bwiird    and    repairing   thy    partialities.       But, 
Jritling!  here  I  stand  on  the  brink  of  a  fearful  l\tti^ 
learn,  with  wailing  and  gnashing  of  lectli,  thftt  iwou 
like  myself   could    ruin  the  wliole    editiee  of  t]ie  S 
world.     Pardon  —  pftrdoii  tliv  boy  who  thought  to4 
Btall   Thee ;  to  Thee  alone  belongeth   vengeiuict.' ;  ^ 
neodest  not  the  hand  of  man !    Bui  it  is  not  in  my  p 
to  recall  the  past;  that  which  is  ruinnl  remainrrnii 
wh.U  I  have  thrown  down  will  never  more  rifle  up  a ' 
Yet  one  thing  is  left  me  whereby  1  mav  atoge^ltr^ 
offended  majesty  of  the  law  aod  restore  tlie  order  j " 

1  have  violated.    A  victim   is  i-eqiiired  — 
declare  before  all  mankind  how  inviolable  that  maj 
is  — that  victim  shall  be  myself.     I    will  be  the  dM 
offering ! 

RoRBKBs.     Ulske   his  Bword    from  him  —  he   will   kllt'^ 
himself. 

Charlks.  Fools  that  ye  are!  doomed  to  eternal  blind- 
ness! Think  ye  that  one  mortal  sin  will  cxpinte  utl>er, 
mortal  sins?  Do  you  suppose  that  the  h3rmoii>  of  the 
world  would  be  promotea  by  such  an  impious  discord? 
i  T/ii-owinjf  his  arms  at  their  J^t.)  lie  shall  liavf  mm 
alive.     I  go  to  deliver  myself  into  the  hands  of  jiistiLp. 


Srmix  IX, 
Eoo.[  dtluD.    Do  I  not  falfll  Vat  nlnmiij  of  the  Iftwr 

!  !■»?    tw  1  not  aphold  kiiiI  detrnd  117    I  rf *■— 

ofllaer  an  idt  vay  bltber.  vho  wu  lallins  m 
Ipven  llTlna  diildrea.  A  tbonund  dnou  hi 
■halldallTtiaptliagTWtrobbar  aU*B.    ThM  a 


W'fW- 


IBB  ROBBERS. 


ill 


RoBBSBS.    Piit  him  in  chains !  he  has  lost  his  senses  I 

Cbaklss.  Not  that  I  have  ahy  doubt  but  that  justice 
vonld  find  me  speedily  enough  if  the  powers  above  so 
ordained  it.  But  she  might  surprise  me  in  sleep,  or 
overtake  me  in  flight,  or  seize  me  with  violence  ana  the 
sword,  and  then  I  should  have  lost  the  only  merit  left 
me,  that  of  making  my  death  a  free-will  atonement. 
Why  should  I,  like  a  thief,  any  longer  conceal  a  life, 
which  in  the  counsels  of  the  heavenly  ministry  has  long 
been  forfeited  ? 

Robbers.  Let  him  go.  He  is  infected  with  the  great- 
man-mania;  he  means  to  offer  up  his  life  for  empty 
admiration. 

Chaklss.  I  might,  'tis  true,  be  admired  for  it.  {-4/^^ 
a  momenta  re_flecti<M.)  I  remember,  on  my  way  hiuier, 
talking  to  a  poor  creature,  a  day-laborer,  with  eleven 
living  children.  A  reward  has  been  offered  of  a  thousand 
louiM'ors  to  any  one  who  shall  deliver  up  the  great 
robber  alive.    That  man  shall  be  served.  [^Mnt. 


r 


FIE8C0;  OR,  THE  GENOESE.  CONSPIRACY. 

A   TRAGEDY. 


AnTHOB'S  PREFACE. 


The  chief  Bonrcea  from  which  I  have  drawn  the  history 
of  this  conspiracy  are  Cardinal  de  Retz's  Conjuration 
du  Oomte  Jean  Louis  de  Fieaque,  the  Histoire  (fe«  Ghteg, 
and  the  third  volume  of  Robertson't  History  of  Charks 
t/ie  Fifth. 

The  liberties  which  I  have  taken  with  the  hietorical 
facts  will  be  excused,  if  I  hare  succeeded  in  my  attempt ; 
and,  if  not,  it  is  better  that  my  failure  should  appear  in 
the  effusions  of  fancy,  than  in  the  delineation  ol  truth. 
Some  deviation  from  the  real  catastrophe  of  the  conspir- 
acy (according  to  which  the  count  actually  perished  • 
when  his  scheraes  were  nearly  ripe  for  execution)  was 
rendered  necessary  by  the  nature  of  the  drama,  which  does 
not  allow  the  interposition  either  of  chance  or  of  a  particular 
Providence.  It  would  be  matter  of  surprise  to  me  that 
this  subject  has  never  been  adopted  by  any  tragic  writer, 
did  not  the  circumstances  of  its  conclusion,  so  unfit  for 
dramatic  representation,  afford  a  sufficient  reason  for 
such  neglect.  Beings  of  a  superior  nature  may  discrimi- 
nate the  finest  links  of  that  chain  which  connects  an 
individual  action  with  the  system  of  the  universe,  and 
may,  perhaps,  behold  them  extended  to  the  utmost  limits 
of  time,  past  and  future  ;  but  man  seldom  sees  more  than 
the  simple  facts,  divested  of  their  various  relations  of 
cause  and  effect.  The  writer,  therefore,  must  adapt  his 
performance  to  the  short-sightedness  of  human  nature, 
which  he  would  enlighten  ;  and  not  to  the  penetration  of 
Omniscience,  from  which  all  intelligence  is  derived. 

In  my  Tragedy  of  the  Bobbers  it  waa  my  object  to 
delineate  the  victim  of  an  extravagant  sensibility ;  here 

•  yteeeo.  Bltar  Imrliig  saecc«ded  In  thn  ehlef  objaea  of  lii»  aDdartaklng, 
happenctl  to  Isll  1dU>  the  ks  vbllit  buUnlni  to  qaell  some  lUiturbanceii  on 
board  o/  >  tmmI  In  iha  bMbot ;  tha  wnlght  of  til«  armor  rendared  hi*  stmg- 
glca  tueffectoal.  uidhe  Derlihad.  The  daTlHtlon  from  hintCrj  In  tha  tragedy 
miglilhftTBbeeaouTMfanher,  aadvoald  parbspi  have  rendered  tt  more 
■nlMMa  ta  diamatlo  raprwaBtMloii.  —  Trmulatlo*. 


j  I  endeavor  to  paint  the  reverse ;  a  victim  of  art  and 
I  intrigue.  But,  tiowever  strongly  marked  in  the  page  of 
hietory  the  unfortunate  project  of  Fiesco  may  appear,  on 
the  stage  it  may  prove  less  interesting.  If  it  DC  true 
thiit  sensibility  alone  awakens  sensibility,  we  may  con- 
clude that  tlie  political  hero  is  the  less  calculated  for 
dramalic  representation,  in  proportion  a«  it  becomes 
necessary  to  lay  aside  the  feelmgs  of  a  man  in  order  to 
become  a  political  hero. 

It  was,  ttiei'efore,  impossible  for  me  to  breathe  into  my 
fable  that  glowin«  life  which  animates  the  pure  produc- 
tions of  poetical  mspiration ;  but,  in  order  to  render  the 
cold  and  sterile  actions  of  the  politician  capable  of  affect- 
ing the  human  heart,  I  was  obliged  to  seek  a  cine  lo  those 
actions  In  the  human  heart  itaell.  I  was  obliged  to  blend 
together  the  man  and  the  politician,  and  tu  draw  from 
the  refined  intrigues  ot  state  situations  interesting  to 
hiimatiily.  The  relations  which  I  bear  to  society  are  such 
as  unfold  to  me  more  of  the  heart  than  of  the  cabinet ; 
and,  perhaps,  this  very  political  defect  may  have  become 
a  poetical  excellence. 


FIESCO ;  OR,  THE  GENOESE  CONSPIRACY. 

A  TBAGEDT. 


DRAMATIS    PBB80K.£. 


AjniRxAB  DoBiA,  Diik«  of  G«ii(»,  &  veDerable  old  mui,  eicbt; 
je^n  of  *ge,  retaiaing  Che  tnces  of  m  high  spfrtt :  the  cnlef 
featnree  In  thU  clutracter  mre  dignity  and  a  rigid  brevity  in 


GiANvmso  EtoRiA,  nephew  of  the  fonner,  and  pretender  to  the 
ducal  power,  twenty-Bii  years  of  age,  rough  and  forbidding  in 
bis  address,  deportment,  and  manners,  with  a  vulgar  pride  and 
disgusting  features. 

FiESCO,  Count  of  Lavagna,  chief  of  the  conspiracy,  a  tall,  hand- 
some young  man,  twenty-three  years  of  age  ;  his  character  is 

^  that  of  dignified  pride  and  majestic  affability,  with  courtly  com- 
plaisance and  deceitful ness. 

Vekrina,  a  determined  republican,  sixty  years  of  age;  grave, 
aostere,  and  Inflexible;  a  marked  character. 

BouBOOONiNO,  a  conspirator,  a  youth  of  twenty  ;  frank  and  bigb- 
spirited,  proud,  hasty,  and  undisguised. 

Calcaono,  a  conspirator,  a  wom-out  debanchee  of  thirty;  insin- 
uating and  enterprising. 

Sacco,  a  consirfrator,  forty-five  years  of  age,  with  no  distinguish- 
ing trait  of  character. 


Zenturiomi:,   1 

ZiBo,  >    Malcontents. 

ASBKRATO,  J 

ROHANO,  a  painter,  frank  and  simple,  with  the  pride  of  genius. 
HuLEY  Hasbar,  a  Moor  of  Tunis,  an  abandoned  character,  with 

a  physiognomjr  displaying  an  original  mixture  of  rascality  and 

humor. 
A  Gehmak  of  the  ducal  body-guard,  of  an  honest  simplicity,  and 

Steady  braretj. 
Tbbss  SxDmouB  CmzENs. 


Leonora,  the  wife  erf  Fiesco,  eigbteen  years  of  age,  of  gre»t  sensi- 
bility; her  appearance  pale  ami  stendpr.  engaging,  but  not 
riaiiline;  her  coiuilenanee  marlted  with  melancholy;  brr  dress 
black. 

Julia.  Coimteu  dowager  Imperial!,  sister  of  the  yoim^'eT  Doria, 
aged  twenty-five;  a  proud  coquetl«.  in  person  tail  and  full,  her 
beauty  spoileil  by  afiectation,  with  a  sarcastic  maliciousness  In 
her  countenance;  her  dress  black. 

Bbrtua,  daugblcr  of  Yerrina, 

BOSA, 


An  AD  ELLA, 


[   Maids  of  Leonora. 


Sereral  Nobles.  Cltixens,  Oermaos,  Soldiers,  Tbieres. 


(ScEHB — Genoa.    Timk — the  jeu  1547.) 


FIESCO;  OR,  THE  GENOESE  CONSPIRACY. 

A  TRAGEDY. 


ScBNX  I.  —  A  Saloon  in  Fiesco's  ffottse.      The  distant 
sound  of  dancing  and  music  is  heard. 

Lbonoba,  masked,  and  attended  by  Rosa  a»(/ Ababeixa, 
entert  hastily. 

Lbomoba  (tears  off  her  mask).  No  more !  Not 
another  word !  Tis  aa  clear  as  day !  ( Throwing  fters^f 
in  a  chair.)    This  quite  overcomes  me 

Arabella.     My  lady ! 

Lbonoba  (rising.)  What,  before  my  eyes!  with  a 
notorious  coquette !  In  presence  of  the  whole  nobility  of 
Genoa !  {strongly  affected.)  —  Rosa !  Arabella !  and  be- 
fore my  weeping  eyes ! 

Rosa.  Look  upon  it  only  as  what  it  realty  was — a 
piece  of  gallantry.    It  was  nothing  more. 

Leonora.  Gallantry !  Wliat !  Their  busy  inter- 
change of  glances  —  the  anxious  watching  of  her  every 
motion — the  long  and  eager  kiss  upon  her  naked  arm, 
impressed  with  a  fervor  that  left  in  crimson  glow  the 
very  traces  of  his  lips !  Ha  I  and  the  transport  that  en- 
wrapped his  soul,  when,  with  fixed  eyes,  he  sate  like 
painted  ecstacy,  as  if  the  world  around  him  had  dis- 
solved, and  naught  remained  in  the  eternal  void  but  be 
and  Julia.  Gallantry  ?  Poor  thing !  Tbou  bast  never 
loved.  Think  not  that  tbou  canst  teach  me  to  distinguish 
gallantry  from  love ! 

Roba.  No  matter,  Signora!  A  husband  lost  ts  as 
good  as  ten  lovers  g^ned. 

Leosora.  Lost?  Is  then  one  little  intermission  of 
the  heart's  pulsations  a  proof  that  I  have  lost  Fiesco  ? 
Go,  maliotouB  slanderer  1    Come  no  more  into  m:^  ^t««- 


ence !     'Twas  i 

of  gallantry.     Say,  luy  gentle  Arabella,  was  it  not  §o? 

Arabella.  Most  cerlainly!  There  can  be  no  doubt 
of  it! 

Lkonoba  (in  a  reverit).  But  does  she  then  feel  beraelf 
sole  mislresa  of  hia  IieaitV  Does  her  name  lurk  iii  bis 
every  thought?  —  meet  him  iu  every  phase  of  naturt-? 
Can  it  be?  Whither  will  tlieae  thoughts  lead  me?  Is 
this  beautiful  and  majestic  vrorld  to  him  but  as  one 
precious  diamond,  on  which  lier  image  —  her  image  aloiie 

—  is  engraved  ?  That  he  should  love  her  ?  —  love  Julia  ! 
Oh!  Your  arm — support  me,  Arabella  1  [A  partse ; 
music  is  again  lieard.) 

Leo.soba  (starting).  Hark!  Was  not  that  Fiesco's 
voice,  which  from  the  tumult  penetrated  even  bilher? 
Can  be  laaeh  while  his  Leonora  weeps  iu  solitude?  Ofa, 
no,  my  child,  it  was  the  coarse,  loud  voice  of  Gianettino. 

Ait.inKLLA.  It  was,  Signora  —  but  let  us  retire  to 
another  apartment. 

Lkonora.  You  change  color,  Arabella  —  you  ar^  false. 
In  your  looks,  in  the  Iooks  of  all  the  inbabitaots  of  Genoa, 
I  read  a  something  —  a  something  which  —  (hiding  her 
face)  —  oh,  certamly  these  Genoese  know  more  thao 
should  reach  a  wife's  ear. 

Rosa.     Oh,  jealousy !  tbou  magnifier  of  trifles  t 

Leonoea  (with  milaitcholy  eitthusiasm).  When  he 
was  still  Fiesco ;  when  in  the  orange^ove,  where  we 
damsels  walked,  I  saw  him  —  a  blooming  Apollo,  blending 
the  manly  beauty  of  Antinous  I  Such  was  his  noble  and 
majestic  deportment,  as  if  the  illustrious  state  of  Genoa 
rested  alone  upon  his  youthful  shoulders.  Our  eyes  stole 
trembling  glances  at  him,  and  shrunk  back,  as  if  with 
conscious  guilt,  whene'er  they  encountered  the  lightning 
of  bis  looks.  Ab,  Arabella,  how  we  devoured  those  looks  I 
with  what  anxious  envy  did  every  one  count  those 
directed  to  her  companione  !  They  fell  among  ue  like 
the  golden  apple  of  discord  —  tender  eyes  burned  fiercely 

—  soft  bosoms  beat  tumultuously — jealousy  burst  asunder 
all  our  bonds  of  friendship 

AsABKLLA.  I  remember  it  well.  Alt  Genoa's  female 
hearts  were  io  rebellions  ferment  for  to  enviable  a  prize  I 
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Lbonoba  (Jn r<n>ture).  Aod  dow  to  call  him  mine! 
Giddy,  wondrous  fortune!  —  to  call  the  pride  of  Genoa 
mine !  —  he  who  ftom  the  chisel  of  the  exxiaaetlese  artist, 
Kature,  sprang  forth  all-perfect,  oombining  every  greatuess 
of  his  sex  in  the  most  perfect  union.  Hear  me,  danisela! 
I  can  no  longer  conceal  it —  hear  me  !  I  confide  lo  you 
something  {myateriously)  —  a  thought !  —  when  I  stood 
at  the  altar  with  Fiesco,  —  when  his  hand  lay  in  mine, — 
a  thought,  too  daring  for  woman,  rushed  across  me. 
"  This  Fiesco,  who3e  h^d  now  lies  in  thine  —  thy  Fiesco" 

—  bat  hush  I  let  no  man  hear  lis  boast  how  far  he  excels 
all  others  of  his  sex.    "  This,  thy  Fiesoo  "  —  ah,  could  you 
but  share  my  feelings  I  —  "will  free    Genoa   from  its  I'' 
tyrants ! " 

Arabella  (aetontehed).  And  could  this  dream  haunt 
m  woman's  mind  even  at  the  nuptial  shrine  ? 

Leonoba.  Yes,  my  Arabella,  —  well  mayest  thou  be 
astonished  —  to  the  bride  it  came,  even  in  the  joy  of  the 
bridal  hour  (more  animated).  I  am  a  woman,  but  I  feel 
the  nobleness  of  my  blood.  I  cannot  bear  to  see  these 
proud  Doriaa  thus  overtop  our  family.  The  good  oldl</ 
Andreas  —  it  is  a  pleasure  to  esteein  him.  He  may  in- 
deed, unenvied,  bear  the  ducal  dignity;  but  Gianettino 
is  his  nephew  —  his  heir  —  and  Gianettino  has  a  proud 
and  wicked  heart.  Genoa  trembles  before  him,  and 
Fiesco  (much  affected) — Fiesco  —  weep  with  rae,  damsels  1 

—  loves  his  sister.  '^ 
Akabklla.     Alas,  my  wretched  mistress  I 

Lkomoba,  Go  now,  and  see  this  derai-god  of  the 
Genoese  amid  the' shameless  circles  of  debauchery  and 
lust !  hear  the  vile  jest^i  and  wanton  ribaldry  with  which 
he  entertains  his  base  companions!  7%it  ia  Pieaco! 
Ah,  damsels,  not  only  has  Genoa  lost  its  hero,  but  I  have 
lost  my  husband  I 

Rosa.  Speak  lower  I  some  one  is  coming  through  the 
gallery. 

Leonora  (alarmed).  Ha!  'Tis  Fiesco  —  let  ns  hasten 
away  —  the  sight  of  me  might  for  a  moment  interrupt  his 
bappinesB.  (She  heuteru  into  a  tide  apartment;  the 
ma»da  foBow.) 
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Scene  IL 

and  l>^ 

Moor,  enter  in  connernalion. 

^^H 

GiANET.    Thou  hast  understood  met 

.^^H 

Moor.     Well 

^^^H 

GiANET.    The  white  raaflk 

.^^^H 

Moor.     Well 

^^H 

GiANKT.     I  say,  tlie  rokile  mask 

-^^^1 

Moor.     Well  — well  — well 

GiANKT.     Dost  thou  mark  me?    Thou  canst 

only  faif       ' 

here  !  [pointinn  to  his  heart). 

MooB.     Give  yoiireelf  no  concern. 
GiANBT.    And  be  sure  to  strike  home 

Moor.     He  shall  have  enough. 

GiANKT.  {maliciomly).    That  the  poor  count 

may  not 

have  long  to  suilei 

Moor.  With  your  leave,  air,  a  word  — at  what  weight 
do  you  estimate  his  head  ? 

GiANBT.     What  weight  ?    A  hundred  sequins 

Moor  (blmoing  through  hisjingerg).  Poh  !  Light  as 
'a  feather ! 

GiANET.     What  art  thou  muttering? 
MoOB.    I  was  Baying  —  it  is  light  work. 
I     GiANKT.    That  IB  tny  concern.     He  ie  the  very  load- 
^ 'stone  of  sedition.     Mark   me,  sirrah!   let  thy  blow  be 
sure. 

Moor.  But,  sir, — I  must  fly  to  Venice  immediately 
after  the  deed. 

GiANET.  Then  take  my  thanks  beforehand.  {He 
throws  him  a  bani^nole.)  In  three  days  at  farthest  he 
must  be  cold.  [.Ewr. 

Moor  (picking  up  Che  note).  Well,  this  really  is  what 
I  call  credit !  —  to  trust  the  simple  word  of  sncn  a  rogue 
as  I  am !  [.^'C. 

SCENS  III. 
Calcagko,  behind  him  Sacco,  both  in  black  doalca. 
Calcaono.    I  perceive  thoa  watcheflt  all  my  steps. 
Sacco,    And  I  observe  thou  wouldat  conceal  them  from 
mc.    Attend,  Calcagno!     For  some  weeks  past  I  have 


S89 

rero&rked  the  workings  of  tU^  countenance.  They 
bespeak  more  than  concerns  the  interests  of  our  country. 
Brother,  I  should  think  that  we  mig)it  mutually  exchange 
onr  confidence  without  loss  on  eitlier  side.  What  sayest 
thonf    Wilt  thou  "be  sincere? 

Cai,caono.  So  truly,  that  tliou  shalt  not  need  to  dive 
into  the  recesaes  of  my  soul ;  my  heart  shall  fly  half-way 
to  meet  thee  on  ray  tongue  —  I  love  the  Countess  of 
Fiesoo, 

Sacco  {startt  back  with  astanisAment).  That,  at  least, 
I  should  not  have  discovered  had  I  made  all  possibilities 
pass  in  review  before  me.  My  wits  are  racked  to  com- 
prehend thy  choice,  but  I  must  have  lost  them  altt^ether 
if  thou  sacceed. 

Calcaqno.  They  say  she  is  a  pattern  of  the  strictest 
virtue. 

Sacco.  They  lie.  She  is  the  whole  volume  on  that 
insipid  text.  Calc^no,  thou  must  choose  one  or  the 
other  —  either  to  give  up  thy  heart  or  thy  profession. 

Calcaqno.  The  Count  is  faithless  to  her;  and  of  all 
the  arts  that  may  seduce  a  woman  the  subtlest  is  jeal- 
ousy. A  plot  against  the  Dorias  will  at  the  same  time  1> 
occupy  the  Count,  and  give  me  easy  access  to  his  house. 
Thus,  while  the  shepherd  guards  against  the  wolf,  the  fox 
shall  make  havoc  of  the  poultry. 

Sacco.  Incomparable  brother,  receive  my  thanks  !  A 
blush  is  now  superfluous,  and  I  can  tell  thee  openly 
what  just  now  I  was  ashamed  even  to  think.  I  am  a 
^gg'^t  if  the  government  be  not  soon  overturned. 

Calcaono.     What,  are  thy  debts  so  great  'i 

Sacco.  So  immense  that  even  one-tenth  of  them 
wonid  more  than  swallow  ten  times  my  income.  A  con- 
vulsion of  the  state  will  nve  me  breath ;  and  if  it  do  not 
cancel  all  m^  debts,  at  least  'twill  stop  the  mouths  of 
bawling  creditors. 

Calcaoho.  I  understand  thee ;  and  if  then,  perchance, 
Genoa  should  be  freed,  Sacco  will  be  bailed  hia  country's 
savior.  Let  no  one  trick  out  to  me  the  threadbare  tale 
of  honesty,  if  the  fate  of  empires  hang  on  the  bankruptcy 
of  a  prodigal  and  the  lust  of  a  debauchee.  By  heaven, 
Sacco,  I  admire  the  wise  design  of  Providence,  tt^W.  \a. 


OS  vould  heal  the  oorruptiona  in  the  heart  of  the  state  by 
the  vile  ulcera  on  its  limbs.  Is  tbj  desigu  unfolded  to 
Verrina? 

Sacco.  Aa  far  as  it  can  be  unfolded  tu  a  patriot. 
Thou  knowest  hi»  iron  integrity,  whidh  ever  tends  to  tliat 
one  point,  his  country.  His  hawk-like  eye  ia  now  fixed 
on  F'iesco,  and  be  has  half-conceived  a  hope  of  tbee  to 
join  the  bold  conspiracy. 

Cai-c'agno.     Oh,  he  has  an  encellent  nose!     Come,  let 

us  seek  liini,  and  fan  the  flame  of  liberty  in  his  breast  by 

'    our  accordant  spirit.  [EeeuTU. 

Scene  IV. 

Julia,  agitated  with  angtr,  and  FiKSCO,  in  a  Khite  maek, 

foU'fmng  her. 

Julia.     Servants !  footmen  1 

FiEsco.  Countess,  whither  are  yon  going?  What  do 
you  intend  ? 

Julia.  Nothing — nothing  at  all.  {To  the  aervants, 
who  enter  and  immediately  retire.)  Let  my  carriage  draw 
up 

FiEBOo.     Pardon  me,  it  must  not.    You  are  offended. 

Julia.  Oh,  by  no  means.  Aw»y  —  you  tear  my  dress 
to  pieces.  Offended.  Who  is  here  that  can  offend  me  ? 
Go,  pray  go. 

FiEsco  {upon  one  knee).  Not  till  you  tell  me  what 
impertinent 

ivi^\  (stands  atUl  in  a  haugfUy  attitvde).  Fine!  Fine! 
Admirable !  Oh,  that  the  Countess  of  Lavagna  might  be 
called  to  view  this  charming  scene  I  How,  Count,  is  this 
like  a  husband  ?  This  posture  would  better  suit  the  cham- 
ber of  your  wife  when  she  turns  over  the  journal  of  your 
caresses  and  finds  a  void  in  the  acoonnt.  Rise,  sir,  and 
seek  those  to  whom  your  overtures  wilt  prove  more  ac- 
ceptable.  Rise  —  unless  you  think  your  gallantries  will 
atone  for  your  wife's  impertinence. 

FiESCO  {jumping  up).     Impertinence  I     To  you? 

Julia.  To  oreak  up !  To  push  away  her  chair  I  To 
turn  her  back  upon  the  table  —  that  table,  Count,  vhere 
I  was  sitting 
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FiKBCo.     Tis  inexcusable. 

Julia.  Aad  is  that  all  ?  Out  upon  the  jade  I  Am  I, 
than,  to  blame  becanse  the  Count  makA  use  of  .his  eyes  ? 
(Smilingli/  admiring  furgelf.) 

Fmsoo.  Tie  the  fault  of  your  beauty,  madam,  that 
ke^M  them  in  such  sweet  slavery. 

JuuA.  Away  with  compliment  where  honor  is  con- 
cerned. Count,  I  iDsist  od  satisfaction.  Where  shall  I 
find  it,  in  you,  or  in  my  uncle's  vengeanee? 

Fixgco.  Find  it  in  the  arms  of  love  —  of  love  that 
wonld  repair  the  ofienoe  of  jealousy. 

JlTLiA.  Jealousy  I  Jealonsy  !  Poor  thing  1  What 
would  she  wish  for  ?  {Admiring  fierself  in  the  glass.) 
Could  she  desire  a  higher  complintent  than  were  1  to 
declare  her  taete  my  ownP  (Ifltughtily.)  Doria  and 
Fiesco!  Wonld  not  the  Countess  of  Lavagna  have  reason 
to  feel  honored  if  Doria's  niece  deigned  to  envy  her 
choice?  {In  afrientSy  tone,  offering  the  Count  her  hand 
to  kiaa.)  I  merely  assume  the  possibility  of  such  a  case, 
Count. 

Fiesco  {with  animation).  Cruel  Countess!  Thus  to 
torment  me.  I  know,  divine  Julia,  that  respect  is  all 
I  ought  to  feel  for  you.  My  reason  bids  me  bend  a  sub- 
ject's knee  before  the  race  of  Doria ;  but  my  heart  adores 
the  beauteous  Julia.  My  love  is  criminal,  but  'tis  also 
heroic,  and  dares  o'erleap  the  boundaries  of  rank,  and 
soar  towards  the  daszling  sun  of  majesty. 

JuLU.  A  great  and  courtly  falsehood,  paraded  upon 
•tilts  I  While  his  tongue  deifies  me,  his  heart  beats  be- 
neath the  picture  of  another. 

FiBsco.  Rather  say  it  beats  indignantly  against  it, 
and  wonld  shake  o&  the  odious  bu^en.  {Takitig  the 
picture  of  Leonoka,  which  is  suspended  m/  a  s&u-blue 
ribbon  J^om  hit  breast,  and  delivering  it  to  Julia.)  Place 
yoor  own  im^e  on  that  altar  and  you  will  instantly  anni- 
hilate this  idol. 

JuUA  (pleaaed,  puts  by  the  picture  hastily).  A  great 
sacrifice,  by  mine  honor,  and  which  deserves  my  thankn. 
(Hangs  her  own  pi^ure  about  his  neck.)  So,  my  slave, 
henceforth  bear  your  badge  of  servioe.  {Jixit. 

FiEBCO  (with  tranepori).    Julia  loves  me  t    Julia '.    i 


envy  not  even  the  gods,    (.^eultitiff.)    Let  this  night  be  a 

jubilee.    Joy  shall  Htiain  ila  sutiiinit.    Ho!  witbia  there! 

[Servants  come  runniiif/  in.)     Let  the  floors  swim  with 

Cyprian  nectar,  soft  strains  of  music  rouse  midnight  from 

her  leaden  elumber,  and  a  thousand  burning  lamps  eclipse 

the  morning  sun.     Pleasure  shall  reign  supreme,  and  the 

Bacchanal  dance  bo  wildly  beat  the  ground  that  the  dark 

kingdom  of  the  shades  below  sliall  tremble  at  the  uproar! 

[Exit  liOntiU/.    A  no{»i/  iiHeyro,  during  vihich  the  back 

sveiu!   opetm,    and  tHacovera   a   grarid   illuminated 

sail/on,  muni/  ma»ks  dancing/.    At  th«  tide,  drifting 

and  flaying  tuNee,  surrounded  with  company. 

SCENK  V. 
QiANBTTiHO,  almost  intoxiCtUed,  Lomellino,  Zmo,  Zbm- 

TUBroNE,  VeaaiNA,  Calcauno,   alt  masked.     Several 

other  nobles  and  ladies. 

GiAffET.  (boisterously).  Bravo  1  Bravo  1  These  wioes 
glide  down  charmingly.  The  dancers  perform  a  mereeilU. 
Go,  one  of  you,  and  publish  it  throughout  Genoa  that  I 
am  in  good  humor,  and  that  every  one  may  enjoy  himself. 
By  my  ruling  star  this  shall  be  marked  as  a  red-letter  day 
in  the  calendar,  and  underneath  be  written,  —  "  This  day 
was  Prince  Doria  merry."  (  The  guests  Hit  their  glasses  to 
their  mouths.  A  general  toast  of  "  The  Jiq/ublic.  Sound 
of  trumpets.)  The  Kepublic  ?  (  TTiroteing  his  glass  vio- 
lently on  the  ground.)  There  lie  its  fragments.  (7%ree 
black  masks  suddenly  rise  and  collect  about  Oiahsttino.) 

LoHSL.  {m^^orting  Giamkttino  or^  his  arm).  My  lord, 
you  lately  spoke  of  a  young  girl  whom  you  saw  m  the 
church  oi  St.  Lorenzo. 

GiANET.  I  did,  my  lad !  and  I  must  make  her  ac- 
quaintance. 

LouEL.    That  I  can  manage  for  yonr  grace. 

QiAHET.  (mlh  vehemence).  Canyon?  CftnyonP  Lomel- 
lino,  you  were  a  candidate  for  the  procuratorehip.  Ton 
shall  have  it. 

LoHEL.  Qracions  prince,  it  is  the  second  dignity  in 
the  state ;  more  than  threescore  noblemen  seek  it,  and  all 
of  theiu  more  wealthy  and  honorable  Ihan  your  grace's 
humble  servant. 
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OiANET.  {indignanUy).  By  the  name  of  Dovia !  You 
shall  be  procurator.  {2'he  Utree  masks  come  forward). 
What  tulk  you  of  nobility  in  Genoa?  L^ttliem  all  throw 
their  ancestry  and  houorH  into  the  scale,  one  hair  from  the 
white  beard  of  my  old  uncle  will  make  it  kick  the  beam. 
It  ia  my  will  that  you  be  procurator,  and  that  ia  tanta- 
mount to  the  votes  of  the  whole  senate. 

LoHXL.  (in  a  loto  voice).  The  damsel  is  the  only 
daughter  of  one  Verrina. 

GuNST.  The  girl  is  pretty,  and,  in  spite  of  all  the 
devils  in  bell,  I  must  possess  her. 

LoiuEL.  What,  my  lord  !  the  only  child  of  the  most 
obstinate  of  our  republicana  ? 

GiAMKT.  To  heli  with  your  republicans!  Shall  my 
paauion  be  thwarted  by  the  anger  of  a  vassal  ?  'Tis  as 
vain  as  to  expect  the  tower  should  tall  when  the  boys 
pelt  It  with  miiesel-sbclls.  ( The  three  black  masks  step 
nearer,  leitA  great  emotion.)  What!  Has  the  Duke 
Andreas  gained  lii»  ecais  in  battle  for  their  wives  and 
children,  only  that  his  ntpliew  should  court  the  favor  of 
these  vagabond  re)iul)licans  !  By  the  name:  of  Doria  they 
shall  swallow  this  fancy  of  mine,  or  I  will  plant  a  gallows 
over  the  bones  of  my  uncle,  on  which  their  Genoesi; 
liberty  shall  kick  itself  to  death.  (  7Ae  three  masks  step 
hack  in  disffust.) 

LouBL.  The  damact  is  at  this  moment  alone.  Her 
father  Is  here,  and  one  of  those  three  masks. 

GiANET.     Excellent !     Bring  me  instantly  to  her. 

LOHBL.  But  you  will  seek  in  her  a  mistress,  and  find 
a  prude. 

GiANET.  Force  is  the  best  rhetoric.  Lead  me  to  her. 
Would  I  could  see  that  republican  dog  that  durst  stand 
in  the  way  of  the  bear  Doria.  (  Going,  meets  Fizsco  at 
the  doof.)    Where  is  the  Countess? 

Scene  VI. 

F1B8CO  and  the  former. 

FiBBGO.    I  have  handed  her  to  hei*  carriage.     (Takes 

Qianettind's  Aond^  and  presses  it  to  his  hreast.)    Prince, 

I  am  DOW  doubly  your  slave.     To  you  I  bow,  w  wi^cx- 


r  eigu  of  Genoa  —  to  your  lovely  sister,  as  oiistreas  of  my 

LoHKL.  Fieaco  h&H  become  a  mere  votary  of  pleasure. 
The  great  world  has  lout  much  in  you. 

FiEBco.  But  Fiesco  bna  lost  nothing  in  giving  o)}  the 
world.  To  live  is  to  dream,  and  to  dream  uleasanlly  is 
to  be  wise.  Can  this  be  done  more  certainly  amid  the 
thunders  of  a  throne,  where  the  wheels  of  government 
creak  incessantly  upon  the  tcfrtured  ear,  than  on  Oil- 
heaving  bosom  of  an  enamored  woman?  Lei  Gianetlino 
rule  over  Genoa;  Fiesco  shall  devote  himself  to  love, 

GiANKT.  Away,  Lomellino  !  It  is  near  midnight.  The 
time  draws  near  —  Lavagna,  we  thank  thee  for  thy  enter- 
tainment—  I  have  bceu  satisfied. 

Flesco.     That,  prince,  is  all  that  I  can  wish. 

GiASET.  Then  good-night!  To-morrow  we  have  a 
parly  at  the  jialace,  and  Fiesco  is  invited.  Come,  pro. 
curator  1 

FiEsco.     Hot    Lights  there  I    Music! 

GiANET.  (haug/ttily,  rvshuig  through  the  three  maika). 
Make  way  there  for  Doria  I 

Ohk  op  the  three  Masks  (murmw^ng  indignantly). 
Make  way?     In  hell !     Never  in  Genoa  ! 

The  Gitests  (in  motion).  The  prince  lagoing.  Good- 
night, Lavagna  1     ( They  depart.) 

SCENB  VII. 

7^  TBBSB  BLACK  Maskb  and  Fixsco.     {Apaute.) 

Fiesco.  I  perceive  some  guests  here  who  do  not  share 
the  pleasure  of  the  feast. 

Masks  {murmwitig  to  each  other  with  indignation). 
No !     Not  one  of  us. 

FiEsco  {courteously).  Is  it  possible  tfaatmy  attention 
should  have  been  wanting  to  any  one  of  my  guests? 
Quick,  servants  I  Let  the  music  be  renewed,  and  fill  the 
goblets  to  the  brim.  I  would  not  that  my  friends  shontd 
find  the  time  hang  heavy.  Will  you  permit  me  to  amuse 
you  with  fireworks.  Would  you  choose  to  see  tbe  frolics 
of  my  harlequin?    Perhaps  yon  would  bepleased  to  join 
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the  ladiei.  Or  shall  we  sit  down  to  faro,  and  paaa  the 
time  in  play  f 

A  Mask.     We  are  Bcciutomed  to  spend  it  in  action. 

F1B8C0.     A  manly  answer  —  such  a«  bespeaks  Verrina. 

Vbrbika  (■unmatking).  Fiesco  is  qaicker  to  discover 
bis  friends  beneath  tbeir  maeka  than  they  to  discover  him 
beneath  his. 

Fiesco.  I  nnderstand  you  not.  But  what  means  that 
crape  of  mourning  around  your  arm  ?  Can  death  have 
ntbDed  Yerrina  of  a  friend,  and  Fiesco  not  know  the 
lossF 

Ybbbhta.  Mournful  tales  ill  suit  Fiesco's  joyful 
feasts. 

FiBSco.  But  it  a  friend  -~  (preaaing  kia  handwimdy.) 
Friend  of  my  sonl !     For  whom  must  we  both  mourn  ? 

Vbrbiita.  Both  !  both  !  Oh,  'tis  but  too  true  we  both 
should  mourn  —  yet  not  all  sons  lament  their  mother. 

Fiesco.  'Tis  long  since  your  mother  was  mingled  with 
the  dust. 

Vebrina  {xeich  an  eariteat  look).  I  do  remember  me 
that  Fiesco  once  called  me  brother,  because  we  both  were 
sons  of  the  same  country! 

Fiesco  (jocotdy).  Oh,  is  it  only  that?  Ton  meant 
then  but  to  jest?  The  monrning  dress  is  worn  for 
Gknoa!  True,  she  lies  indeed  in  her  last  agonies.  The 
thought  is  new  and  singular.  Our  cousin  begins  to  be  a 
wit. 

Verrina.     Fiesco !    I  spoke  most  seriously. 

Fissco.  Certainly  —  certainlv.  A  jest  loses  its  point 
when  he  who  makes  it  is  the  first  to  Isugh.  But  yon ! 
Yon  looked  like  a  mute  at  a  funeral.  Who  could  nave 
thought  that  t)ie  anstere  Yerrina  should  in  his  old  age 
become  such  a  wag ! 

Sacco,    Come,  Verrina.     He  never  will  be  ours. 

Fiesco.  Be  merry,  brother.  Let  us  act  the  part  of 
the  cunning  heir,  who  walks  in  the  funeral  procession 
with  loud  lamentations,  laughine  to  himself  the  while, 
nnder  the  cover  of  his  handkerchief.  'Tis  true  we  may 
be  tronbled  witli  a  harsh  step-mother.  Be  it  so  —  we  will 
let  her  scold,  and  follow  our  own  pleasures. 

Yebbina  {with  great  emotion).     Heaven  and  eartbl 
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Shall  we  then  do  uotliing  ?  What  is  to  become  of  you, 
Kiesco?  Where  Bin  I  to  seek  that  deter  ruined  enemy  of 
tyrants?  There  was  a  time  when  but  to  see  a  ciottii 
would  have  been  lortui-e  to  you.  Oh,  fallen  son  of  the 
republic!  By  heaven,  if  tiniu  could  so  dehaue  my  soul 
I  would  spurn  immortality. 

KiKSco.  O  rigid  censor  !  I^l  DorJa  put  Genoa  in  fiis 
pocket,  or  barter  it  with  the  robbers  of  Tunis,  Why 
should  it  trouble  us?  We  will  drown  ourselves  in  floods 
of  Cvprian  wine,  and  revel  it  in  the  sweet  caresses  of 
our  fair  ones, 

Vkbrina  (looking  at  him  with  eamestnese).  Are  these 
indeed  your  serious  thoughts? 

FiBBCo.  Why  should  they  not  be,  my  friend  ?  Think 
you  'tis  a  pleasure  to  be  tlie  fool  of  that  many-legged 
monster,  a  rejiublic  ?  No  —  thanks  be  to  hirti  who  gives 
it  wings,  and  deprives  the  feet  of  their  functions !  Let 
Oianettinobe  the  duke,  affairs  of  state  shall  ne'er  lie  heavy 
on  our  heads. 

Vbkbima.  Fiesco !  Is  that  truly  and  seriously  your 
meaning  ? 

FiESco.  Andreas  adopts  his  nephew  as  a  son,  and 
makes  him  heir  to  his  estates  ;  what  madman  will  dispute 
with  him  the  inheritance  of  his  power  ? 

Vkrrina  (with  the  utmoH  indignation).  Away,  then, 
Genoese  !    (Z,«avee  Firsco  hazily,  the  natfaiiow.) 

FiESCO.  Verrina !  Verrina !  Oh,  this  republican  is  as 
hard  aa  steel ! 

ScEMK  vm. 

FiESCO.     A  Mask  entering. 

Mass,    Have  you  a  minute  or  two  to  spare,  Lavagna  f 

FiEBCo  (in  an  oUiging  manner).  Ad  hour  if  yon  re- 
quest It.     • 

Mask.  Then  condescend  to  walk  into  the  fields  with 
me. 

FixBco.    It  wants  but  ten  minutes  of  midnight 

Mask.     Walk  with  me,  Count,  I  pray. 

FiKsco.     I  will  order  my  carriage. 

Mask.  That  is  useless—  I  shdl  send  one  horse:  we 
want  no  moi-e,  for  only  one  of  us,  I  hope,  will  return. 
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FiKsco  (with  mrprtte).    Whst  my  you  ? 

Mask.  A  bloody  answer  will  be  demanded  of  yon, 
tonching  a  certain  tear. 

FiEsco.    What  tear  ? 

Mask.  A  tear  shed  by  the  ConnteBB  of  Lavagna.  I 
am  acqoainted  with  that  lady,  and  demand  to  know 
bow  she  has  merited  to  be  utnifieed  to  a  worthlen 
woman? 

Fresco.  I  anderBtand  you  now ;  but  let  me  ask  who 
'tis  that  offers  ho  strange  a  challenge? 

Mask.  It  is  the  same  that  once  adored  the  lady  Zibo, 
and  yielded  her  to  Fiesco. 

Fresco.     Scljiio  Bourgognino ! 

BoUBO  {ynrntuking).  And  who  now  stands  here  to 
vindicate  bis  bonor,  that  yielded  to  a  rival  base  enough 
to  tyrannize  over  innocence. 

F1B8CO  (embraeea  him  with  ardor).  Xoble  youth ! 
thanks  to  the  sufferings  of  my  consort,  which  have 
drawn  forth  the  manly  Teelines  of  your  soul;  I  admiro 
your  generous  indignntion  — out  I  refuse  your  challenge. 

BouRO.  (ateppina  back).  Does  Fiesco  tremble  to  en- 
counter the  first  efforts  of  my  sword  ? 

FiEBCO.  No,  Bourgognino  !  against  a  nation's  power 
combined  I  would  boldTy  venture,  but  not  against  you. 
The  fire  of  yonr  valor  is  endeared  to  me  by  a  most  lovely 
object  —  the  will  deserves  a  laurel,  but  the  deed  would 
be  childish. 

BouBG.  (with  emotion).  Childish,  Count!  women 
can  only  weep  at  injuries.    Tie  for  men  to  revenge  them. 

Fresco.  Uncommonly  well  said  —  but  fight  I  will 
not. 

BovBS.  (tuminff  upon  Aim  contempttiouely).  Count,  I 
shall  despise  you. 

FiKsco  ((mm  aMttKUion).  By  heaven,  yontli,  that  thou 
shalt  never  do  —  not  even  if  virtue  fall  in  valne,  shall  I 
become  a  bankrupt.  {Taking  him  by  the  hand,  with  a 
look  of  eameMne»a.)  Did  you  ever  ieel  for  me  —  what 
shall  I  say  —  respect  ? 

BoDBO.  Had  I  not  thought  you  were  the  first  of  men 
I  should  not  have  yielded  to  you. 

FiKSco.    Then,  my  friend,  be  not  so  forward  to  desi^va^ 


a  man  who  oiit?e  could  merit  your  respect.  It  is  not  for 
the  eye  of  the  youtliful  artist  to  comiirehend  at  ouce  the 
master's  vast  design,  Relii-e,  Bourgognino,  aud  take 
liiiie  to  weigh  the  motives  of  Fiesco's  conduct ! 

IMnt  BouBGOoMiMo,  iti  aileitce. 

,  ~^!  noble  youth!  if  apirits  such  ae  thine  break  out  in 

fluues  in  tby  country's  cftuGe,  let  the  Dorias  see  thiki 

tUey  stand  fast ! 

SCBNE  JS. 

F1K8CO. —  7^  Moor  entering  leith  an  appearance  of 
timidity,  aitd  looking  round  cauUougli/. 

<  FiKsco  (fixing  his  eye  on  Him  s/tarply).  What  wouldat 
'Ahoa  here  F    Who  art  thon  F 

Moor  (a^  above).    A  slave  of  the  republic. 

F1E800  (keeping  his  eye  sliarpJy  upon.  him).  Slavery  is 
a  wretched  craft.     What  dost  thoa  seek  7 

Hook.     Sir,  I  am  an  honest  man. 

FiKsco.  Wear  then  that  label  on  thy  viMge,  it  will 
not  be  superfluous  —  but  what  wouldst  thou  have  ? 

Moor  (approaching  Mm,  ¥i%aco  drawt  back).  Sir,  I 
wn  DO  villain. 

F1Z8C0.  'Tis  well  thon  hast  told  me  that  —  Mtd  jet 
—  'tis  not  well  either  (itnpatiently).  Wfaat  dost  thon 
seek? 

Moor  (atiU  approaching).  Are  you  the  Count 
Lavagna? 

FiKSCO  (haughtily).  The  blind  in  Genoa  know  inj 
Steps —  what  wouldst  thou  with  the  Count? 

HooB  (cioae  to  him).    Be  on  your  gnard,  Lavi^al 

Fiasco  (pasting  naatUy  to  the  wner  Mt).  Imat,  in- 
deed, I  am. 

MooB  (again  approaching).  Evil  desigiM  are  fonaed 
against  you,  Count. 

FiKBco  (retreating).     That  I  perceive. 

Moor.     Beware  of  Doria  I 

FiBSco  (approaching  him  with  an  air  of  cor^idence). 
Perhaps  my  suspicions  have  wronged  thee,  my  uiend  — 
Doria  is  indeed  the  name  I  dread. 

Moor.    Avoid  the  man,  then.    Can  yon  read  ? 
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FiBSCO.  A  curiooB  question !  Tbou  hast  known,  it 
aeemg,  many  of  onr  cavaliers.     What  writing  hast  tbou  ? 

MooB.  Your  name  is  amongst  other  condemned  sin- 
ners. [Presents  a  paper,  and  draws  dote  to  Fiesco,  who 
is  standing  b^'ore  a  looking-glass  and  glancing  over  the 
paper  —  the  Mook  steals  rowid  him,  draws  a  dagger,  and 
is  going  to  stab.) 

Fissco  (tw^ting  round  dexterously,  and  seizing  the 
Mock's  arm.)  Stop,  scoundrel!  {Wrests  the  dagger 
from  him.) 

Moos  {stamps  in  a  J^antic  manner).  Damnation ! 
Your  pardon  —  sire ! 

PiKSco  {seizing  him,  caSs  with  a  loud  voice).  Ste- 
pbsno !  Drollo .'  Antonio !  {holding  the  MooB  ^  the 
throat.)  Stoy,  mv  friend !  —  what  hellish  villany  I 
(Servants  enter.)  Stay,  and  answer  —  thou  hast  per- 
formed thy  task  like  a  bungler.     Who  pays  thy  wages  ? 

Mook  {qfler  aeoeral fruitless  attempts  to  escape).  You 
cannot  hang  me  higher  than  the  gallows  are 

FiKsco.  So  —  be  comforted  —  not  on  the  horns  of  the 
moon,  but  higher  than  ever  yet  were  gallows —  yet  hold ! 
Thy  scheme  was  too  politic  to  be  of  thy  own  contrivance : 
speak,  fellow !  who  hired  thee? 

MooB.    Think  me  a  rascal,  sir,  but  not  a  fool. 

FiEsco.  What,  is  the  scoundrel  proud  ?  Speak,  sirrali  I 
Who  hired  thee? 

Moor  {aside).  Shall  I  alone  be  called  a  fool  ?  Who 
hired  me?  'Twae  but  a  hundred  miserable  sequins.  Who 
hired  me,  did  you  ask  ?     Prince  Gianettino. 

Fiasco  {wtMing  about  in  a  passion).  A  hundred 
■eqnins?  And  is  that  all  the  value  set  ii|)on  Piesco's 
head?  Shame  on  thee,  Prince  of  Genoa;  Here,  fellow 
{taking  money  from  an  escritoire),-  are  a  thousand  for 
thee.  Tell  tfay  master  he  is  a  niggardly  nssassin.  (Mook 
looks  at  him  with  asto^iishment.)  What  dost  thou  gaee 
at?  (MooB  takes  up  the  money  —  lays  it  down  —  takes 
it  up  again,  and  looks  at  Fiebco  with  increased  astonish- 
ment).    What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

Mook  {throwing  the  money  resoluttiy  upon  the  table). 
Sir,  that  money  I  have  not  earned  —  I  deserve  it  not. 

Fixsco.     Blockhead,  thoa  hast  deserved  the  gaIIov,'fi-., 


but  the  offended  elephant  tramples  on  men  not  on 
wonus.  Were  thj-  life  worth  bnt  two  words  I  would 
have  thee  hanged. 

Moor  {bmeing  vith  an  air  of  pleasure  at  At«  escape). 
Sir,  you  are  too  gooil 

FiEBro.  Not  towards  thee  '.  God  forbid  !  No.  I  atn 
amused  to  think  my  hiiiiior  can  mnke  or  unmake  tach  a 
villain  as  thou,  therefore  dost  thou  go  scot-free  —  under- 
stand me  aright  —  I  take  thy  faihire  as  an  omen  of  my 
future  greatness  —  'tis  this  thought  that  rendere  me  in 
dulgent,  and  prpserves  thy  life. 

MooB  {in  a  (one  of  crmfitJence).  Count,  your  hand  ! 
honor  for  honor.  If  any  man  in  this  eonntry  hns  a  throat 
too  much  —  command  me,  and  I'll  cut  it  —  gratia. 

FiEsco.  Obliging  scoundrel !  He  would  show  bis 
gratitude  by  cutting  throats  wholesale! 

MooB.  Men  like  roe,  sir,  receive  no  favor  withont 
acknowlodgnicnt.     We  know  what  honor  is. 

FiEsco.    The  honor  of  cut-throats? 

MooB.  Which  is,  perhaps,  more  to  be  relied  on  than 
that  of  your  men  of  character.  They  break  their  oaths 
made  in  the  name  of  God.     We  keep  ours  pledged  to  the 

FiEsco.     Thou  art  an  amusing  villain. 

MooB.  I  rejoice  to  meet  your  approbation.  Try  me ; 
you  will  find  m  me  a  man  who  is  a  thorough  master  of 
his  profession.  Examine  me  ;  I  can  show  my  testimonials 
of  villany  from  evei'y  guild  of  rogues  —  from  the  lowest 
to  the  highest. 

FiBsco.  Indeed !  {seating  himself.)  There  are  laws 
and  HysteniB  then  even  among  thieves.  What  canst  thou 
tell  me  of  the  lowest  dags? 

Moor.  Oh,  sir,  they  are  petty  villains,  mere  pick- 
pockets. They  are  a  miserable  set.  Their  trade  never 
produces  a  man  of  genius;  'tis  confined  to  the  whip  and 
workhouse — and  at  most  can  lead  hut  to  the  gallows. 

FiEsco.  A  charming  prospect !  I  should  like  to  hear 
something  of  a  superior  class. 

Moor.  The  next  are  spies  and  informers  —  tools  of 
importance  to  the  great,  who  from  their  secret  informa- 
tion derive  tbeir  own  supposed  omDiBcienoe,    Thete  vil- 
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laina  inBiatuttfl  themaelveg  idU)  the  souls  of  meD  like 
leeches;  they  drair  poison  from  the  heart,  aod  apit  it 
forth  agaiast  the  very  source  from  whence  it  came. 

Pucsco.    I  understand  thee  — go  on 

Moor.  Then  come  the  conspimturB,  villains  that  deal 
in  potion,  and  Itravoes  tliat  rush  upon  their  victims  from 
■ome  secret  covert.  Cowards  they  often  are,  but  yet 
fdlowB  that  sell  their  souls  to  the  devi]  as  the  fees  of  their 
■pprentioeship.  The  hand  of  justice  binds  their  limbs  to 
the  rack  or  plants  their  cunning  heads  on  spikes  —  this 
is  the  third  class. 

FiBsco.    But  tell  me !     When  comes  thy  own  ? 

MooB.  Patience,  my  lord  —  that  is  the  very  point  I'm 
cominj;  to  —  I  have  already  passed  through  all  the  stf^s 
that  I  mentioned :  my  genius  soon  soared  above  their 
limitfl.  'Twas  but  last  night  I  performed  my  masterpiece 
in  the  third;  this  evening  I  attempted  the  fourth,  and 
proved  myself  a  bungler. 

PiBBCO.     And  how  do  you  describe  that  class  ? 

MooB  (toith  energu).     They  are  men  who  seek  their 

Srey  withm  four  walla,  cutting  their  way  through  every 
anger.  They  strike  nt  once,  and,  by  their  first  salute, 
aave  him  whom  they  approach  the  trouble  of  returning 
thanks  for  a  second.  Between  ourselves  they  are  called 
the  express  couriers  of  hell :  and  when  Beelzebub  is 
hungry  they  want  but  a  wink,  and  he  gets  his  mutton 
warm. 

PiBsco.  Thou  art  an  hardened  villain  —  such  a  tool 
I  want.     Give  me  thy  hand  —  thou  shalt  serve  me. 

Moor.     Jest  or  earnest  ? 

FiKSco.  In  full  earnest  —  and  111  pay  thee  yearly  a 
thousand  sequins. 

MooB.  Done,  Lavagna !  I  am  yours.  Away  with 
common  basiness  —  employ  me  in  whate'er  you  will.  I'll 
be  your  setter  or  your  bloodhound  —  your  fox,  your 
viper  —  your  pimp,  or  executioner.  I'm  prepared  for  all 
coramisAions  —  except  honest  ones ;  in  those  I  am  as 
■topid  as  a  block. 

FiBBCO.    Fear  not !     I  would  not  set  the  wolf  to  guard 
the  lamb:     Go  thou  through  Genoa  to-morrow  and  sound  ,  ^ 
the  temper  of  the  people.    Narrowly  inquire  what  they  \ 
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think  of  the  government,  and  of  the  house  of  Doria  —  what 
of  me,  ray  debaucheries,  and  romantic  passion.  Flood 
their  braina  with  wine,  until  the  sentinientB  of  the  heart 
flow  over.  Here's  money  —  lavish  it  among  tlie  nianu- 
f  act  II  revs 

Moor.     Sir ! 

FiEsro.  Be  not  afraid  —  no  honeety  is  in  the  caae. 
Go,  colJeot  what  help  thou  canat.  To-morrow  I  will  hear 
thy  report,  [£Srti. 

Moor  (following).  Rely  on  me.  It  is  now  four 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  by  eight  to-morrow  you  shall 
hear  aa  much  news  ae  twice  seventy  spies  can  furnish. 

lExit. 

ScKNK  X.  —  An  ftparltnent  in  the  hfnae  of  Vkkrih  a. 

Bbbtha  on  a  couch,  aiqqwrting  h«r  head  on  her  hand  — 
Vbkbina  enters  with  a  look  of  d^ection. 

Bbbtba  {Oarta  up  frightened).  Heavens!  He  is 
here! 

Vkrbina  {stc^,  looting  at  her  with  surprise).  My 
daughter  affrighted  at  her  father  I 

Bbbtha.  Fly !  f y !  or  let  me  fly !  Father,  your  sight 
is  dreadful  to  me ! 

Verrina.     Dreadful  to  my  child  !  —  my  only  child  ! 

Bertha  {looking  at  him  moumfuUg).  Oh  !  you  roust 
seek  another.     I  am  no  more  your  daughter. 

Verbina,     What,  does  my  tenderness  distress  you  ? 

Bebtha.     It  weighs  me  down  to  the  earth. 

Verrina.  How,  my  daughter!  do  you  receive  me 
thus?  Formerly,  when  I  came  home,  my  heart  o'er- 
burdened  with  sorrows,  my  Bertha  came  running 
towards  me,  and  chased  them  away  with  her  smiles. 
Come,  embrace  me,  my  daughter!  Reclined  upon  thy 
glowing  bosom,  my  heart,  when  chilled  by  the  sufferings 
of  my  country,  shall  grow  warm  i^in.  Oh,  my  child! 
this  day  I  hnve  closed  my  account  with  the  joys  of  this 
world,  and  thou  alone  (sighing  keavily)  remain^at  to  me. 

Bertha  (casting  a  long  and  earnest  look  at  him). 
Wretched  father! 


VvBSai.  (fooerty  mihracin^  A<r).  Berths !  my  only 
ohih) !  BertDft  1  m^  last  remsining  hope !  The  liberty  of 
Genoa  is  lort — Ficbco  is  lost  —  and  thou  (prtsting  her 
man  strongly,  viith  a  look  of  despair)  mayest  be  dia- 
boDored ! 

BxKTHA  (tearing  hert^ffrom  him).  Great  God  I  Too 
Imov,  then 

VsBBorA  {tremblinff).    What? 

Bkbtha.    Hy  virgin  honor 

YsBBmA  (paging).    What? 

Bbbtha.    Laat  night 

Vkbmisa  (Jariovdy.)    Speak  1    What! 

BsBTBA.  Toroe.  {Sinks  down  upon  the  side  of  the 
tofit.) 

YxKBtiTA  {{^fter  a  long  pause,  with  a  hollow  voice). 
One  word  more,  my  daughter — thy  last!  Who  was 
it? 

Bkbtha.  Alas,  what  an  angry  deathlike  paleness! 
Great  God,  support  me!  How  his  words  falter!  His 
whole  frame  trembles ! 

Vbbrina.  I  cannot  comprehend  it.  Tell  me,  my 
daughter  —  who  ? 

Bbbtha.  Compose  yonraelf,  my  beet,  my  dearest 
father! 

Vbbbima  (ready  to  faint).    For  God's  sake  —  who? 

Bebtba.     a  mask 

Vkbbisa  (steps  back,  thottghtf-uUy).  No  !  That  cannot 
be  !  —  the  thought  is  idle  —  (smiling  to  himself).  What 
a  fool  am  I  to  think  that  all  the  poison  of  my  life  can 
flow  bnt  from  one  source !  (Firmly  addressing  himself 
to  Bibtba.)  What  was  his  stature,  less  than  mine  or 
tallM-? 

BsBTBA.    Taller. 

VuuuMA  (eagerly).    His  hair?    Black,  and  cnrled  ? 

Bebtha.    As  black  as  jet  and  curled  ? 

Y  ixmsK  (retiring  fhfm  her  in  great  emotion).  O  God! 
my  brain!  my  brain  !    His  voice? 

Bbbtra.    Was  deep  and  harsh. 

Vbbbima  (imp^nously).  What  color  was  — No  !  I'll 
hear  no  more!     His  cloak!     Whatoolor? 

Bbbtha.     I  think  his  cloak  was  green. 
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Vbrrina  {covering  his  ffce  with  his  hands,/alU  on  the 
coii'.-h).     No  more.     Tliis  can  be  nothing  but  a  dream  ! 

Bebtiia  {ipringinQ  Iter  hands).  Mcrt:iful  heaven  !  Is 
this  m;  father  ? 

Verrisa  {after  a  patise,  with  a  forced  xmile).  Right ! 
It  serves  thee  right  —  coward  Verrinn  I  The  villain  broke 
iiito  the  Banctuary  of  the  laws.  This  did  not  rouse  thee. 
Tlien  be  violatea  the  sanctuary  of  thy  honor  (tlartinff 
up).  Quick!  Nicolo!  Bring  balls  and  powder — hutMaj' 
—  my  eword  were  better.  {To  Bkbtha.)  Say  thy 
prayers !     Ali !  what  am  I  going  to  do? 

Bkrtha.     Father,  yoa  make  me  tremble  1 

Vkbrina.  Come,  sit  by  roe,  Bertha !  (m  a  tolsnui 
manner.)  Tell  me.  Bertha,' what  did  that  hoarj'-hcaded 
Roman,  when  Ilia  daughter  —  like  you  —  how  can  I  Rpeak 
it!  fell  a  prey  to  ignominy?  Tell  me.  Bertha,  whit 
said  Virginiiis  to  his  dishonored  daughter? 

Bhrtiia  {ahitdderinff).     I  know  not. 

Verrina.  Foolish  girl!  He  said  nothiog  —  bat 
(rising  hnstily  uml  unahMng  up  a  sioord)  he  seisod  an 
instrument  of  death 

Bertha  {terrified,  riiahes  into  his  artru).  Great  God  I 
What  would  you  do,  niy  fatbvr? 

Verrina  (throteinff  ateay  the  neord).  No !  Thare  is 
Btill  justice  left  in  Genoa. 


Sacco,  Calcaoso,  the  former. 

Calcagno.  Verrina,  quick  !  prepare  !  to-day  begins 
the  election  week  of  the  republic.  Let  us  early  to  the 
Senate  House  to  choose  the  new  senators.  The  streets 
are  full  of  people,  you  will  undoubtedly  accompany  us 
{ironicaUy)  to  behold  the  triumph  of  our  liberty. 

Sacco  (to  Calcagno),     But  what  do  I  see?    A  naked 
'  '    gword  1    Verrina  stiring  wildly  !     Bertha  in  tears  I 
I  Calcagtto.     By  heavens,  it  is  so.    Sacco  I  some  etrange 

"       event  has  happened  hero. 

VERRr.vA  {placing  tiro  chairs).    Be  seated. 
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Sacco.    Your  looks,  YerriDii,  fill  ub  with  appreben- 

BtOQ. 

Calcagtto.  I  never  saw  yon  thus  Wore  —  Bertha  is 
in  tears,  or  your  grief  would  have  seemed  to  pres^e  our 
coontry's  min. 

YsBSiiTA.  Ruin!  Pray  sit  down.  {They  both  mat 
themseloea.) 

CALCAOifOi    Hy  friend,  I  conjure  yon 

Vkhbiita,    Listen  to  me. 

Cauiasko  (to  Sacco).    I  have  sad  misgivings. 

YBBXtifA.  Genoese  !  yon  both  know  the  antiquity  of 
my  fRmily.  Tonr  ancestors  were  vassals  to  my  own.  Hy 
forefathers  foaght  the  battles  of  the  state,  their  wives 
ware  patterm  of  virtue.  Honor  was  our  sole  inheritance, 
descending  unspotted  from  the  father  to  the  sod.  Can 
anyone  deny  it? 

Sacco.     No. 

Calcagno.    No  one,  by  the  God  of  heaven ! 

Vbssika.  I  am  the  last  of  my  family.  My  wife  has 
long  been  dead.  This  daughter  is  all  she  left  me.  You 
are  witnesses,  my  friends,  how  I  have  brought  her  up. 
Can  any  one  accuse  me  of  neglect? 

Calcagno.  No.  Yoar  daughter  is  a  bright  example 
to  ber  sex. 

VERRnTA.  I  am  old,  my  friends.  On  this  one  danghter 
all  my  hopes  were  placed.  Should  I  lose  her,  my  race 
becomes  extinct.  (A^er  a  pause,  teilh  a  solemn  voice). 
I  have  lost  her.     My  family  is  dishonored. 

Sacco  and  Calcagno.  Forbid  it,  heaven !  (Bertha 
on  the  couch,  appears  much  affected.) 

Verrtka.  No.  Despair  not,  daughter!  These  men 
are  just  and  brave.  It  they  feel  thy  wrongs  they  will 
expiate  them  witli  blood.  Be  not  astonished,  friends  1 
He  who  tramples  upon  Genoa  may  easily  overcome  a 
helpless  female. 

Sacco  and  Calcaqno  {tUtrting  up  with  emotion). 
Gianettino  Dona  ! 

Bbbtra  (vith  a  shriek,  seeing  Boubgoonhto  enter). 
Cover  me,  walls,  beneath  your  ruins !   My  Scipio  I 


BouRGOGXiNO  —  the  former. 

BouRG.  {with  ardor).  Rejoice,  my  love!  I  bring 
good  tidings.  Noble  Verrina,  my  heaven  now  depends 
upon  a.  word  from  you.  I  have  long  loved  yonr  daughter, 
but  never  dared  to  ask  her  hand,  because  my  whole  for- 
tune was  intrusted  to  the  treacherous  sea.  My  ehins 
have  just  now  reached  the  harbor  laden  with  valuBlHe 
cargoes.  Now  I  am  rich.  Bestow  your  Bertha  on  me  — 
I  will  make  her  happy.  (Bertha  hidesher  face — apro- 
foimd  pause.) 

Vebrina,  What,  yonthl  Wonldst  thou  mix  thy 
heart's  pure  tide  with  a  polluted  stream  'i 

BouBO.  {daspB  his  hand  to  his  steord,  but  imddmif/ 
draws  it  back).    'Twas  her  father  said  it. 

Vebrina.  No  —  every  rascal  in  Italy  will  aav  it. 
Are  you  contented  with  the  leavings  of  other  men  s  re- 
pasts? 

BouEii.     Old  man,  do  not  make  me  desperate. 

CAu^Ar.No.     Bourgognino  !  he  speaks  the  truth. 

BouRG.  {enraged,  ruahinff  towards  Bbrtha).  The 
truth  ?     Has  the  girl  then  mocked  me  ? 

Cawagno.  Nol  no!  Bourgognino.  The  girl  is  Bpot- 
lesK  an  ED  angel. 

BouRtt.  {iiatoiiished).  By  my  sonl's  happiness,  I  com- 
prehend it  not!  Spotless,  yet  dishonored!  They  look 
in  silence  on  each  other.  Some  horrid  crime  hangs 
on  their  trembling  tongues.  I  conjure  you,  friends, mock 
not  thus  my  reason.  Is  she  pure?  Is  she  truly  so?  Who 
answei-s  for  her  ? 

Verrina.    My  child  is  guiltless. 

BocRH.  What!  Violence!  (Snatches  the  aword from 
the  yroiixd.)  Be  all  the  sins  of  earth  upon  my  bead  if  I 
avenge  iier  not!    Where  is  the  spoiler? 

Vkrrina.  Seek  him  in  the  plunderer  of  Genoa! 
(BoURG.  struck  with  astonishment — Vebrina  w^s  iij> 
and  down  the  room  iti  deep  thought,  then  stops.)  If  rightly 
I  can  trace  thy  counsels,  O  eternal  Providence  I  it  is  thy 
will  to  ninke  my  daughter  the  instrument  of  Genoa's  de- 
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liveruice.  {Approaching  her  slowty,  takes  the  mourning 
crape  J^m  hia  arm,  andproceed*  in  a  »olemn  manner.) 
Before  the  heart's  blood  of  Doria  shall  waeh  away  this 
ioul  stain  from  thy  honor  no  beam  of  daylight  shall 
shine  upon  these  cheeks.  Till  then  {throwing  the  crape 
over  her)  be  blind!  {A  pause  —  t/tereat  look  upon  him 
with  silent  astonishment;  he  continues  solemnly^  his  hand 
i^on  Bkrtua's  head.)  Cursed  be  the  air  that  shall 
breathe  on  thee !  Cursed  the  sleep  that  shall  refresh 
thee!  Cursed  every  human  step  that  shall  come  to  sooth 
thy  misery!  Down,  into  the  lowest  vault  beneath  my 
bouse !  There  whine,  and  cry  alqnd !  (pausing  leith  in- 
wardhorror.)  Be  thy  life  painful  as  the  tortnres  of  the 
writhing  worm  —  agonizing  as  the  stubborn  conflict 
between  existence  and  annihilation.  This  cnrse  lie  on  ' 
thee  till  Qianettino  shall  have  heaved  forth  bis  dying 
breath.  If  he  escape  his  punia'hment,  then  mayest  thou 
drag  thy  load  of  misery  throughout  the  endless  oiroie  of 
eternity  ! 

\^A  deep  silence  —  horror  is  marked  on  the  countenances 
of  (dl  present.  V&biuma  coats  a  scrutinizing  look 
at  each  of  them. 

BouRO.  Inhuman  fatherl  What  is  it  tbouhastdone? 
Why  pour  forth  this  horrible  and  monstrous  curse  against 
thy  guiltless  daughter? 

VEHEiNA.  Youth,  thou  say'flt  true!  —  it  is  most  horri- 
ble. Now  who  among  you  will  stand  forth  and  prate 
Still  of  patience  and  delay?  My  daughter's  fate  is  linked 
with  that  of  Glenoa.  I  sacrifice  the  {Sections  of  a  father 
to  the  duties  of  a  citizen.  Who  among  us  is  so  much  a 
coward  as  to  hesitate  in  the  s^vation  of  bis  coantry, 
when  this  poor  guiltless  being  must  pay  for  his  timidity 
with  endless  sufferings?  By  heavens,  twas  not  a  madman  s 
speech!  I  have  sworn  an  oath,  and  till  Doria  lie  in  the 
agonies  of  death  I  will  show  no  mercy  to  my  child.  No 
— not  though,  like  an  executioner,  I  should  invent  un- 
heard-of torments  for  her,  or  with  my  own  hands  rend 
her  innocent  frame  piecemeal  on  the  barbarous  rack. 
You  shudder  —  you  stare  at  me  with  ghastly  faces. 
Once  more,  Scipio  —  I  keep  her  as  a  hostage  for  the 
tyrant's  death.    Upon  this  precious  thread  do  I  suspend 


thy  duty,  loy  owd,  and  joiirs  ((o  Sacco  and  Calcagso). 
The  tyrant  of  Genoa  falls,  or  Bertba  must  despair  —  1 
retract  not. 

BouBQ,  (throviing  hiimdf  atQs.wrwk's  feet).  He  shall 
fall  —  shall  fall  a  victim  to  Genoa.  I  will  oa  surely  slieathe 
this  sword  in  Soria's  heart  aa  upon  thy  lij^a  I  will  im- 
print tbe  bridal  kiss.     (Jiiae^.) 

V'ekrina.  Ye  couple,  the  first  that  ever  owed  their 
union  to  the  Furies,  join  hands !  Thou  wilt  sheathe  thy 
eword  in  Boria'a  heart  ?    Take  her !  she  is  tbine ! 

Calcauno  {_k7ieelinff).  Here  kneels  another  citizen  of 
Genoa  and  lays  his  faithful  sword  before  tlie  feet  of  inno- 
cence. An  surely  may  Caluagno  find  the  way  to  heaven 
as  this  steel  shall  find  its  way  to  Gianettino's  heart  I 
{Sisaa.) 

Sacco  {hitetling).  Last;  but  not  less  determined,  Raf- 
facile  Sacco  kneels.  If  this  brij,'ht  steel  unlo<.^k  not  the 
prison  doors  of  Bertha,  mayest  thou,  my  Saviour,  shut 
tbine  ear  against  my  dying  prayers  1     (HisM.) 

Vkkbina  (with  a  calm  look).  Through  me  Genoa 
thanks  you.  Now  go,  my  daughter  ;  rejoice  to  be  the 
mighty  sacrifice  for  thy  country] 

BouRG.  {embracing  ner  as  she  is  departing).  Go  I  con- 
fide in  God — and  Bourgognino.  The  same  day  shall  give 
freedom  to  Bertha  and  to  Genoa.  [Bbbtha  retiret. 

Scene  XIII. 
The  Jbrmer — withottt  Bertba. 

Calcaoko.  Genoese,  before  we  take  another  Bt«p,  one 
word 

Verbina.    I  guess  what  you  would  say. 

CALCAQyo.  Will  four  patriots  alone  be  sufficient  to 
destroy  this  mighty  hydra?  Shall  we  not  stir  up  (h& 
people  to  rebellion,  or  draw  the  nobles  in  to  join  oar 
party? 

Yerkina.  I  understand  you.  Now  hear  my  advice; 
I  have  long  engaged  a  painter  who  has  been  exerting  all 
his  skill  to  paint  the  fall  of  Appius  Claudius.  Fiesco  is 
an  adorer  of  the  arts,  and  soon  warmed  by  ennobling 
scenes.    We  will  send  this  picture  to  hia  house,  and  will 


be  present  when  he  contemplates  it.    Perhaps  the  sight 

msy  rouse  his  dormant  spirit.    Perhaps 

BotJBO.  No  more  of  him.  Increase  the  danger,  not 
the  sharers  in  it.  So  valor  bids.  Long  have  I  felt 
a  something  within  my  breast  tltat  nothing  would  ap- 
pease. What  'twas  now  bnrats  upon  me  {epringin^  up 
with  mthuna&m) ;  'twas  a  tyrant !  [  The  scene  chsea. 


ACT  II. 

SoiHS  I.  —  An  Anl&chamber  in  the  Palace  of  Fucsco. 
Lkomoba  and  Arabella. 

Akabzlla.  Xo,  no,  yon  were  mistaken :  your  eyes 
were  blinded  by  jealousy. 

Leomoba.  It  was  Julia  to  the  life.  Seek  not  to  per- 
suade tne  otherwise.  My  picture  was  suspended  by  a 
sky-blue  ribbon:  this  was  flame-colored.  My  doom  is 
fixed  irrevocably. 

Scene  II. 

The  former  and  Julia. 

Julia  {entering  in  an  affected  manna-).  The  Count 
offered  nie  his  palace  to  see  tlje  procession  to  the  senate- 
house.  The  time  will  be  tedious.  You  will  entertain 
me,  madam,  while  the  chocolate  is  preparing. 

[Arabella  ffoee  out,  and  returns  soon  afterwards. 

Leonoka.  Do  you  wish  that  I  should  invite  company 
to  meet  yon  ? 

Julia.  Ridiculous!  As  if  I  should  come  hither  in 
search  of  company.  You  will  amuse  me,  madam  (walking 
up  and  down,  atid  admiring  herself),  if  you  are  able, 
madam.     At  any  rate  I  shall  lose  nothing. 

Akabella  {sarcastically).  Your  splendid  dress  alone 
will  be  the  loser.  Only  think  how  cruel  it  is  to  deprive 
the  eager  eyes  of  our  young  beaux  of  such  a  treat  1  Ah  ! 
and  the  glitter  of  your  sparkling  jewels  on  which  it 
almost  wounds  the  sight  to  look.  Good  heavens !  Ton 
seem  to  have  plundered  the  whole  ocean  of  ita  ^ax\A. 


Jin-iA  (before  a  glasa).  You  are  not  accustomed  to 
BDch  things,  iiiies !  But  bark  ye,  Diiss !  pray  has  your 
mUtrcNs  also  hired  your  tongue  ?  Madam,  Hlk  tine,  in- 
deed, to  permit  your  domestica  thus  to  addresa  your 
gaests. 

Leh.vora.  'Tib  ray  iniBfortune,  aignora,  thai  my  want 
of  spirits  prevents  me  from  enjoyiitg  the  pleasure  of  your 
company. 

Jin.iv.  An  ugly  fault  that,  to  be  dull  and  spiritless. 
Be  active,  spriffhtly,  witty  !  Yours  is  not  the  way  to 
attach  your  husbanil  to  ynn. 

Lkonuka.  I  know  but  one  way,  Countess.  Let  yours 
ever  be  the  sympathetic  medium. 

Julia.  (pretetuJmff  not  to  tnind  her).  How  you  dress, 
madam !  For  shamu !  Pay  more  attention  to  your  per- 
sonal appearance!  Have  recourse  to  art  where  nature 
iias  been  unkind.  Put  a  little  painl  on  those  cbtfkM, 
which  look  so  pale  with  spleen.  Poor  creature !  Your 
puny  face  will  never  find  a  bidder. 

Leokora  (m  a  Uady  manner  to  Arabella).  Cod- 
gratulate  ine,  girl.  It  is  impossible  I  can  have  lost  my 
Fiesco  ;  or,  if  I  have,  the  loss  must  be  but  trifling.  (  The 
chocolate  is  brought,  Arabella  pours  it  mil.) 

Julia,  Do  yon  talk  of  losing  Kioseo?  Good  God! 
How  could  you  ever  conceive  the  ambitious  idea  of  poe- 
Bessingbitn?  Why,  my  child,  aspire  to  such  a  height? 
A  height  where  you  cannot  but  be  seen,  and  must  come 
into  comparison  with  others.  .  Indeed,  my  dear,  he  was  a 
knave  or  a  fool  who  joined  you  with  Fiesco.  (Tairiiij/ 
h«r  hand  with  a  look  of  compassion.)  Poor  soul  I  The 
n>an  who  is  received  in  the  assemblies  of  fashionable  life 
could  never  be  a  suitable  match  for  you.  {She  takes  a 
dish  of  choc<daU.) 

Lboxora  {smiiing  at  Arabella).  If  he  were,  he 
would  not  wish  to  mix  with  such  aeeemblies. 

Julia.  The  Count  is  handsome,  faahiotiable,  elegant. 
He  is  so  fortunat«  as  to  have  formed  connections  with 
people  of  rank.  He  is  lively  and  high-spirited.  Now, 
when  he  seven  himself  from  these  circles  of  elegance 
and  refinement,  and  returos  home  warm  with  their  im- 
pressiona,  what  does  h«  meetf    His  wife  receireB  him 
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wHb  K  oommonpUcfl  tenderoess ;  damps  hia  fire  with  an 
■naiptd,  chilling  kiss,  and  meaeures  oat  her  attentions  to 
bim  with  a  niggardly  economy.  Poor  husband  I  Here, 
a  blooming  beauty  eiuiles  upon  him  —  there,  he  is  nan- 
seated  by  a  peevish  sensibility.  Signora,  nignora,  for 
God's  sake  consider,  if  he  have  not  lost  his  understanding, 
which  will  he  choose  7 

LsoHOBA  [offering  her  a  cup  of  chocolate).  You, 
madam  —  if  he  have  lost  it, 

JuuA.  Good  !  This  sting  shall  return  into  your  own 
bosom.  Tremble  for  your  mockery!  But  before  yon 
tremble  —  blush  I 

Lkokosa.  Do  you  then  know  what  it  is  to  blush, 
signora  f    But  why  not  f    Tis  a  toilet  trick. 

JuuA.  Oh,  see  I  This  poor  creature  must  he  provoked 
a  one  wonld  draw  from  her  a  spark  of  wit.  Well  — let 
it  pass  this  time.  Madam,  you  were  bitter.  Give  me 
your  hand  in  token  of  reconciliation. 

Leonora  (offering  her  hand  with  a  Hgnijicant  look). 
Countess,  my  anger  ne'er  shall  trouble  you. 

Julia  {offering  her  hand).  Generous,  indeed!  Yet 
may  I  not  Jbe  so,  too?  {Mc^ciously.)  Countess,  do  you 
not  tbink  I  must  love  that  person  whose  imt^  I  bear 
constantly  about  me  ? 

Lbohora  (blushing  and  confused).  What  do  yon  say? 
Let  me  hope  the  conclusion  is  too  hasty. 

JiTUA.  I  think  so,  too.  The  heart  waits  not  the  guid- 
ance of  the  senses  —  real  sentiment  needs  no  breastwork 
of  outward  ornament. 

Leonora.  Heavens !  Where  did  you  learn  such  a 
truth? 

JcLiA.  Twas  in  mere  compassion  that  I  spoke  it ;  for 
observe,  madam,  the  reverse  is  no  less  certain.  Snch  is 
Fiesco's  love  for  you.  (  Givea  her  the  pictia^  laughing 
malicioutly.) 

Lbosoka  (vfith  extreme  indignation).  My  picture! 
Given  to  you  I  (Throwg  herne^f  into  a  chair,  much 
affected.)    Cruel,  Fiesco ! 

JuuA.  Have  I  retaliated ?  Have  I?  Now,  madam, 
have  yon  any  other  stiug  to  wound  me  with  f  (  Gfoes  to 
Me  «cen«.)    My  carriage  I    My  object  is  gained.    (Tf> 


Lkonora,  patting  her  ciieek.)     Be  comforted,  tny  dear ; 
ti«  gave  me  tiie  picture  in  a  6i  gf  niiidne«e. 

[Extiiiit  Julia  and  *"■"■■■"  *^      . 

scENK  in.  ^1 

LbONOBA,  ClLCAOSO  aUeriny.  '"     I 

Caloagko.  Did  not  the  CuuDtCHs  Iiuperiali  dvpart  iu 
anccT  ?     You,  too,  so  excited,  madaiii  F 

Lkonora  (violetiUy  agitated.)  No!  This  U  unlicard- 
of  cruelty. 

Calcaqso.  Heaveu  and  earth  !  Do  I  behold  you  in 
teai-H? 

Leonora.   Thou  artafriend  of  my  iiihuiuaii Away, 

leave  my  sight  I 

Cali-aono.  Whom  do  you  call  inhuman?  Vou 
affright  me 

Lbonoba.    Mr  husband.     Is  be  not  so? 

Calcaono.     What  do  I  hear  I 

Lbonoba.  "Tis  but  a  piece  of  villany  common  enough 
among  your  eex  ! 

Calcaono  (grasping  her  hand  with  vehemence).  Lady, 
I  have  a  heart  for  weeping  virtue. 

LsoNORA.     You  are  a  man  —  your  heart  ie  not  for  me. 

Calcaono.  For  you  alone  —  yours  only.  Would  that 
you  knew  how  much,  how  truly  yours 

Lkokora.  Man,  thou  art  untrue.  Thy  words  would 
be  refuted  by  tby  actions 

Calcagno.     I  swear  to  you 

Lkonoba.  a  false  oath.  Cease!  The  perjuries  of  men 
are  so  innumerable  'twould  tire  the  pen  of  the  recording 
angel  to  write  them  down.  If  their  violated  oaths  were 
turned  into  as  many  devils  they  might  storm  heaven 
itself,  and  lead  away  the  angels  of  light  as  captives. 

CALCAiiNO.  Nbv,  madam,  your  anger  makes  you 
unjust.     Is  the  whole  sex  to  answer  for  the  crime  of  one? 

Lkonoba.  I  tell  thee  in  that  one  was  centred  all  my 
affection  for  the  sex.     In  him  I  will  detest  them  all. 

Calcaono.  Countess,  —  you  once  bestowed  your  band 
aniise.  Would  you  again  make  trial,  I  know  od«  who 
woaiA  deserve  it  better. 
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LxoHORA.  The  limita  of  creation  cannot  bound  your 
ftlsehoodB.     Ill  bear  no  more. 

Calcagno.  Oh,  that  you  would  retract  this  cruel  sen- 
tence  in  my  arms  I 

Lkomoba  (with  aatonishment).  Speak  out.  In  thy 
anus! 

Calcaono.  In  ray  amiH,  which  open  tbemselves  to 
receire  a  foreaken  woman,  anil  to  console  her  for  the  love 
she  has  lost. 

Leonoka  {Jibing  her  met  on  him).    Love  ? 

Calcaoito  (knedinff  before  her  with  ardor).  Yes,  I 
have  said  it.  Love,  madam !  Life  and  death  hang  on 
your  tongue.  If  my  passion  be  criminal  then  let  the 
extremes  of  virtue  and  vice  anite,  and  heaven  and  hell  be 
joined  together  in  one  perdition. 

Lboitoba  («%)«  back  indignantly,  with  a  look  of  nolile 
diadain).  Ha!  Hypocrite!  Was  that  the  object  of  thy 
false  compassion  ?  This  attitude  at  once  proclaims  (bee 
a  traitor  to  friendship  and  to  love.  Begone  forever  from 
my  eyes  !  Detested  sex !  Till  now  I  thought  the  only 
victim  of  your  snares  was  woman ;  nor  ever  suspected 
that  to  each  other  you  were  so  false  and  faithless. 

Calcagvo  (rising,  confounded).     Countess  ! 

LxoNORA.  Was  it  not  enough  to  break  the  sacred  seal 
of  confidence  ?  but  even  on  the  unsullied  mirror  of  virtue 
does  this  hypocrite  breathe  pestilence,  and  would  seduce 
my  innocence  to  perjury, 

Calcagno  (hastily).  Perjury,  madam,  yon  cannot  be 
guilty  of. 

Leonoba.  I  understand  thee — thott  thoughtest  my 
wounded  pride  would  plead  in  thy  behalf.  (  With  dig- 
nttu).  Thon  didst  not  know  that  she  who  loves  Fiesco  \ 
fMla  even  the  pang  that  rends  her  heart  ennobling.  ' 
Begone  I  Fiesco's  perfidy  will  not  make  Calcagno  rise  in 
my  esteem  —  bnt  —  will  lower  humanity.     [Exit  hastily. 

Calcaono  (stand*  as  if  thnnderttruek,  looks  after  her, 
then  ttriking  his  forehead).    Fool  that  I  am.  {_Exit. 


The  Moor  and  Fiefico. 


^ 


FiKBCO.     Wbo  wM  it  tliat  just  now  departed  ? 

MooK.     The  Marquis  Calcagno. 

FiEBCo.  This  handkerchief  was  left  apon  the  sofa.  My 
wife  has  been  here. 

Moor.     I  met  her  tbie  luomcnt  in  great  agitation. 

FiEBCO  This  handkerchief  is  moist  {puts  it  in  Aig 
pocket).  Calcagno  hero  ?  And  Leonora  agitated  ?  This 
evening  thou  mnet  learn  what  has  happened. 

Moor.  Mise  Bella  Hkee  to  hear  that  she  is  fair.  She 
will  inform  me. 

FiEBCo.  Well  —  thirty  boon  are  past.  Hast  tbon 
executed  my  commission? 

Moor.     To  the  letter,  my  lord. 

FiKsco  (seating  him»elf).  Then  tell  me  how  they  talk 
of  Doria,  and  of  the  government. 

Moor.  Oh,  most  vilely.  The  very  name  of  Doria 
shakes  them  like  an  agae-fit.  Gianettino  is  as  hateful 
to  them  as  death  itself  —  there's  naught  but  murmuring. 
They  say  the  French  have  been  the  rate  of  Genoa,  the  cat 
Dona  has  devoured  them,  and  now  is  going  to  feaat  upon 
the  mice. 

FiGSCO.  That  may  perhaps  be  true.  But  do  they  not 
know  of  any  dog  against  that  cat  ? 

Moor  {with  an  affected  carelessness).  The  town  was 
murmuring  much  of  a  certain  —  poh  —  why,  I  have 
actually  forgotten  the  name. 

FisBco  (riainff).  Blockhead!  That  name  il  as  easy 
to  be  remembered  as  'twas  difficult  to  achieve.  Has 
Genoa  more  such  names  than  one? 

MooK.     No  —  it  cannot  have  two  Counts  of  Lavagnm. 

FiEsco  {seating  himself).  That  is  something.  And 
what  do  they  whisper  about  my  gayeties? 

Moor  {fixing  hit  eyes  upon  him).  Hear  me.  Count  of 
X^vagna !  Genoa  must  think  highly  of  you.  They  can- 
not imagine  why  a  descendant  of  the  first  family —  with 
Bitch  talents  and  genius  —  full  of  spirit  and  popniarity  — 
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master  <^  fonr  millions  —  his  veins  enriched  with  princiU- 
blood  —  a  nobleman  like  Fiesoo,  whom,  at  the  first  call, 
all  hearts  would  fly  to  me^t 

FiKSCO  (lurnt  away  contemptuoutly).  To  hear  such* 
thinss  from  §uch  n  EcouDdid  ! 

S^OB.  Man;  lamented  that  the  chief  of  Genoa  should 
sltKnber  over  the  ruin  of  Jiiscountry.  And  many  sneered. 
Most  men  condemned  you.  All  bewailed  the  state  which 
thus  had  lost  you.  A  JuHiiit,  preti-uded  to  have  smelt  ont 
the  fox  that  lay  di^uiaed  in  sheep's  clothing- 

Fnsco.     One  Cox  emella  out  another.     What  say  they 


Fixsco.  Out  with  it  —  the  bolder  the  more  welcome. 
What  are  their  murmurings  ? 

MooB.  'Tin  not  a  murmur.  At  atl  the  coffee-houses, 
billiard -tables,  hotels,  and  public  walks — in  the  market- 
place, at  the  Exchange,  they  proclaim  aloud 

FiEsco.     What?    I  command  thee  I 
^MooB  (retreating).    Tliat  you  are  a  fool ! 

FiESCO.  Well,  take  thin  sequin  for  these  tidings.  Now  1 
have  I  put  on  a  fool's  cap  that  these  Genoese  may  have 
wherewith  to  rack  their  wits.  Next  I  will  shave  my 
head,  that  they  may  play  Merry  Andrew  to  my  Clown. 
How  did  the  manufacturers  receive  my  presents?. 

MoOK  (humorousiy).  Why,  Mr.  Fool,  they  looked  like 
poor  knaves 

FiEECo.    Fool  ?    Fellow,  art  thou  mad  ? 

MooB.  Pardon !  I  had  a  mind  for  a  few  more 
sequins. 

FiKSco  {laughing,  gioea  him  another  sequin).  Well. 
"  Like  poor  knaves." 

MooB.  Who  receive  pardon  at  the  very  block.  They 
are  yours  both  sonl  and  body. 

FiEsco.  I'm  glad  of  it.  They  turn  the  scale  among 
the  populaoe  of  Genoa. 

MboB,  What  a  scene  it  was  I  Zounds !  I  almost 
acquired  a  relish  for  benevolenoe.  They  raught  me 
round  tlie  neck  like  madmen.  The  very  girls  seemed  in 
love  with  my  black  visage,  that's  as  ill-omenwl  as  ttie 


moon  in  an  eclinee.  Gold,  thonght  I,  is  omnipotent :  it 
makes  even  a  Moor  look  fair. 

FiESLO.  That  thought  was  better  than  the  soil  which 
'gave  it  birth.  These  words  are  favorable ;  but  do  they 
bespeak  actions  of  eqnal  import? 

Moor.  Ves  —  as  the  murmuring  of  the  distant  thun- 
der foretells  the  approaching  storm.  The  people  lay 
their  heads  together  —  they  collect  in  parlies  —  break  on 
their  talk  whenever  a  stranger  passes  by,  Throughont 
Genoa  reigns  a  gloomy  silence.  This  discontent  hangs 
like  a  threatening  tempest  over  the  republic.  Come, 
wind,  then  hail  and  lightnin"  will  burst  forth. 

FiBsco.  Hush  !  —  hark  f  What  is  that  confused 
nobe? 

MooB  {going  to  the  window}.  It  is  the  tumult  of  the 
crowd  returning  from  the  senste-house. 

FiESco.  To-day  is  the  election  of  a  procurator.  Order 
my  carriage  !  It  is  impossible  that  the  silting  should  be 
over.  I'll  go  thither.  It  is  impossible  it  should  be  over 
if  things  went  right.  Bring  me  my  sword  and  cloak — 
where  is  my  golden  chain  ?  . 

Moor.     Sir,  I  have  stolen  and  pawned  it. 

FiKBco.     That  I  am  glad  to  hear. 

MooB.     But,  how !    Are  there  no  more  sequins  for 

FiKsco.     No.     You  forgot  the  cloak. 

MooB.     Ah  !  I  was  wrong  in  pointing  out  the  thief. 

FiESCO.  The  tumult  comes  nearer.  Hark  I  'Tis  not 
the  sound  of  approbation.  Quick  !  Unlock  the  gates  ; 
I  guess  the  matter.  Doria  has  been  rash.  The  state 
balances  upon  a  needle's  point.  There  has  assuredly  been 
some  disturbance  at  the  senate-house. 

MooK  {at  the  witulow).  What's  here  1  They're  coming 
down  the  street  of  Balbi — a  crowd  of  many  thousands — 
the  halberds  glitter  —  ah, swords  too !  Halfool  Senators! 
They  come  this  way. 

FiBsco.  Sedition  is  on  foot.  Hasten  amongst  them  ; 
mention  my  name ;  persuade  them  to  come  hither.  (Exit 
Moor  hastily.)  What  reason,  laboring  like  a  careful  ant, 
with  difficulty  scrapes  together,  the  wind  of  acoident  col- 
Jt'cts  in  one  aliort  moment. 
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SCENS  V. 

Fntsco,  Zemtusione,  Zibo,  arid  Assebato,  rushing  in. 

Zoo.  Coaot,  impute  it  to  our  anger  that  we  enter 
tfauB  unannounced. 

Zkkt.  I  hare  .been  mortally  affronted  by  the  duke's 
nephew  in  the  face  of  the  whole  senate. 

Abbebato.  Doris  has  trampled  on  the  golden  book  of 
wbiob  each  noble  Genoese  is  a  leaf. 

Zbnt.  Therefore  come  we  hither.  The  whole  nobility 
are  insulted  in  me;  the  whole  nobility  must  ahare  my  I 
vengeance.    To  avenge  my  own  honor  I  should  not  need!  '' 


Zibo.  The  whole  nobility  are  outraged  in  bis  person  ; 
the  whole  nobility  must  rise  and  vent  their  rage  In  fire 
and  flames. 

AssERATO.  The  rights  of  the  nation  are  trodden 
under  foot;  the  liberty  of  the  republic  has  received  a 
deadly  blow. 

FiESco.     You  raise  my  expectation  to  the  utmost. 

Zibo.  He  was  the  twonty-ninth  among  the  electing 
senators,  and  had  drawn  forth  a  golden  ball  to  vote  for 
the  procurator.  Of  the  eieht-and-twenty  votes  collected, 
fourteen  were  for  me,  and  as  many  for  Lomellino.  His 
and  Doria's  were  still  wanting  — 

Zent.  Wanting  I  I  gave  my  vole  for  Zibo.  Doria  — 
think  of  the  wound  inflicted  on  my  honor  —  Doria 

AssEBATO  {interrupting  him).  Such  a  thing  was  never 
heard  of  since  the  sea  washed  the  walla  of  Genoa. 

Zent.  {continues^  with  great  heat).  Doria  drew  a  sword, 
which  he  hnd  concealed  under  a  scarlet  cloak  —  stnck  it 
through  my  vote  —  called  to  the  assembly 

Zibo.  "  Senators,  'tis  good-for-nothing  — ^  'tis  pierced 
through.     Lomellino  Is  procurator." 

Zeitt.  "Lomellino  is  procurator."  And  threw  his 
■word  upon  the  table. 

Absebato.  And  called  out,  "  'Tis  good-for-nothing ! " 
and  threw  his  sword  upon  the  table. 

PlEsco  (3/***'  f  paute).     On  what  are  yoo  resolved  ? 

Zeitt.  Tlie  republic  is  wounded  to  ite  very  heart.  On 
what  are  we  resolved  ? 


FiKsco.  Zenlurione,  niriiee  may  yield  to  a.  breath, 
but  the  oak  requires  a  Btorm.  I  ask,  on  wUat  are  jou 
resolved  ? 

ZiBO.  Methinke  the  qiieBtion  slial]  be,  on  what  doee 
Genoa  resolve? 

FiEsco.  Genoa!  Genoa!  name  it  not.  'Tie  rotten, 
and  crumblea  wherever  you  touch  it.  Do  you  reckon  oh 
the  nobles  ?  Perhaps  l>ecauee  they  put  ou  grave  faces, 
look  mysterious  when  stnte  affairs  are  mentioned  —  talk 
not  of  them  !  Their  heroisni  is  stitltid  among  the  bales 
of  their  Levantine  merchandise.  Their  souls  hover  anx- 
iously over  their  India  fleet. 

Zkst.  Learn  to  esteem  our  nobles  more  joBtlv. 
Scarcely  was  Doria's  haughty  action  done  when  hundreds 
of  them  rushed  into  the  street  tearing  their  garments. 
The  senate  was  dispersed 

FiEBCO  (sarcaslicatiy).  Like  frighted  pigeons  when 
the  vulture  ilarts  nyou  llie  dovecot.  " 

Zent.  No!  {fiercely)  —  like  powder-barrels  when  a 
match  falls  on  them. 

ZiBO.  The  people  are  enraged.  What  may  we  not 
eipect  from  the  fury  of  the  wounded  boar  ! 

Fiasco  {laughing).  The  blind,  unwieldy  monster, 
which  at  first  rattles  its  heavy  bones,  threatening,  with 
gaping  jaws,  to  devour  the  high  ond  low,  the  near  and 
distant,  at  last  stumbles  at  a  thread  —  Genoese,  'tis  in 
vain!  The  epoch  of  the  masters  of  the  sea  is  past  — 
Genoa  is  sunk  beneath  the  splendor  of  its  name.  IXn 
state  is  such  as  once  was  Rome  s,  when,  like  a  tennie-ball, 
she  leaped  into  the  racket  of  young  Octavius.  Genoa  can 
be  free  no  longer ;  Genoa  must  be  fostered  by  a  monarch ; 
therefore  do  homage  to  the  mad-brained  Gianettino. 

Zent.  {vehemenSy).  Yes,  when  the  contending  elements 
are  reconciled,  and  when  the  north  pole  meets  the  south. 
Come*  friends. 

FiESCO.  Stay !  stay !  Upon  what  project  are  ywii 
brooding,  Ziho? 

ZiBO.    On  nothing. 

FiEsco  {hading  mem  to  a  statue).    Look  tA  this  figure. 

Zeitt.  It  is  the  Florentine  Venus.  Why  point  to 
bcrf 
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FiKBCO.    At  least  she  pleases  you. 

ZiBO.  Undoubtedly,  or  we  should  be  but  poor  Ital- 
ians.    But  why  this  question  now? 

FiEfico.  Travel  through  all  the  countries  of  the  globe, 
Mid  among  the  most  beautiful  of  living  female  models, 
seek  one  which  shall  unite  all  the  charms  of  this  ideal 
Veniu. 

ZiBO.    And  then  take  for  our  reward? 

FiEsco.  Then  your  search  will  have  convicted  fancy 
of  deceit 

Zknt.  (im»atientlu).    And  what  shall  we  have  gained  ? 

F1K8CO.  Gained?  The  decision  of  the  long-protracted 
contest  between  art  and  nature. 

ZsKT.  {eagerly).    And  what  then  ? 

FiBSco.  Then,  then  ?  (Laughing.)  Then  your  atten- 
tion will  have  been  diverted  from  observing  the  fall  of 
Genoa's  liberty.  [^Exeurii  aU  fnU  Fixsco. 


F1B8CO  alone.     (  The  noise  witAoitt  increases.) 

FiESCO.  'Tis  well !  'tis  well.  The  strnw  of  the  re- 
public has  caught  fire  —  the  flames  have  seized  already  on 
palaces  and  towers.  Let  it  go  on !  May  the  blaze  be 
general  I  I^et  the  tempestuous  wind  spread  wide  the  con- 
flagration ! 

SCSNB   VII. 

Fissco,  Moor,  entering  in  haste. 

Moor.    Crowds  upon  crowds ! 

FiEsco.  Throw  open  wide  the  gates.  Let  all  that 
choose  enter. 

Moor.  Republicans!  Republicans,  indeed!  They 
drt^  their  liberty  along,  panting,  like  beasts  of  burden, 
beneath  the  yoke  of  their  magnificent  nobility. 

FiKSCO.  Fools !  who  believe  that  Fiesco  of  Lavagna 
will  carry  on  what  Fiesco  of  Lavagna  did  not  begin. 
The  tumult  oomes  opportunely  ;  but  the  conspiracy  must 
be  my  own.    They  are  rnshing  hither 


MooB  {going  QiU).  Halloo!  halloo [  Tou  are  very 
obllginglj  batleriog  the  house  down.  ( 77ie  peopU  riisA 
in;  the  doors  broken  dov)n.)  ^^ 

SCENB  VIII.  '^Hl 

FiEsco,  tit^ve  Artisans.  ^^^| 

All  Abt.  Vengeance  on  Doria  I  Venge&nce  on  Gia- 
□ettino ! 

FiE&co.  Gently !  gently !  my  countrymen !  Yoor 
waiting  thus  upon  me  BeBpeaks  the  warmth  of  your  afFetv 
tion  ;  but  I  pray  you  have  mercy  ou  my  uars ! 

All  (with  impetuoeiti/).  Down  with  the  Dorias!  Down 
with  them,  ancle  and  nephew  ! 

F[Esco  {counting  than  icith  a  smile).  Twelve  is  a 
mighty  force ! 

Some  of  them.     These    Doriae  must  away  !  the  state 
must  he  reformed  I 
j       IsT  Art,    To  throw   our  magistrates  down  stairs ! 
I  The  magistrates ! 

2d  Art.  Think,  Count  Lavagna  —  down  stairs! 
because  they  opposed  them  in  the  election  

All.    It  must  not  be  endured  1  it  shall  not  be  endured  ! 

3d  Art.     To  take  a  sword  into  the  senate  ! 

iBT  Art.  a  sword?  —  the  sign  of  war  —  into  the 
chamber  of  peace  I 

2d  Art.  To  come  into  the  senate  dressed  in  scarlet! 
Not  like  the  other  senators,  in  black. 

1st  Art.  To  drive  through  our  capital  with  eight 
horses ! 

All.  a  tyrant !  A  traitor  to  the  country  and  the 
government  1 

2d  Art.  To  hire  two  hundred  Germans  from  the 
Emperor  for  his  body-guard. 

1st  Art.  To  brmg  foreigners  in  arras  against  the 
natives  —  Germans  against  Italians — soldiers  against 
laws! 

All.  'Tis  treason  I  —  'tis  a  plot  against  the  liberty  of 
Genoa! 

1  ST  Art.  To  have  the  amu  of  the  repoblic  punted  on 
his  coach  I 
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2d  Abt.  The  statue  of  Andreas  placed  in  the  centre 
of  the  senRte-house ! 

All.  Dash  them  to  pieces  —  both  the  etatue  tmd  the 
man 

FiESco.    Citizens  of  Genoa,  why  this  to  me? 

1st  Art.  You  should  not  suffer  it.  You  should  keep 
hiro  down. 

'2d  Abt.  You  are  a  wise  man,  and  should  not  suffer 
it.     You  should  direct  us  by  your  counsel. 

IsT  Art.  You  are  a  better  nobleman.  You  should 
chastise  them  and  curb  their  insolence. 

E^aco.  Your  confidence  is  flattering.  Can  I  merit  it 
by  deeds  ? 

All  (damorousfy).  Strike  I  Down  with  the  tyrant  I 
Make  us  free ! 

FiRBCo.     But — will  you  hear  mef 

Some.     Speak,  Count ! 

FiEBC'O  (^seating  himself).  Genoese,  —  the  empire  of 
the  animals  was  once  thrown  into  confusion;  parties 
struggled  with  parties,  till  at  last  a  bull-dog  seized  the 
throne.  He,  accnstonied  to  drive  the  cattle  to  the  knife 
of  the  butcher,  prowled  in  savage  manner  throiiKh  the 
state.  He  barked,  he  bit,  and  gnawed  his  subjects' bones. 
The  nation  murmured  ;  the  boldest  joined  together,  and 
killed  the  princely  monster.  Now  a  general  assembly 
was  held  to  decide  upon  the  important  ({nestion,  which 
form  of  government  was  best.  There  were  three  different 
opinions.     Gcneoae,  what  would  he  your  decision  f 

1st  Art.  For  the  people  —  everything  in  com- 
mon   

FiKsco.  The  people  gained  it.  The  government  was 
democratical ;  each  citizen  had  a  vote,  and  everything 
was  submitted  to  a  majority.  But  a  few  weeks  passed 
ere  man  declared  war  agamst  the  new  republic.  The 
state  assembled.  Horse,  lion,  tiger,  bear,  elephant,  and 
rhinoceros,  stepped  forth,  and  roared  aloud,  "  To  arms  1 " 
The  rest  were  called  upon  to  vote.  The  lamb,  the  hare, 
the  stag,  the  ass,  the  tribe  of  insects,  with  the  birds  and 
timid  fishes,  cried  for  peace.  See,  Genoese !  The  cowards 
were  more  numerous  than  the  brave  ;  the  foolish  than  the 
wise.    Numbers  prevailed  —  the  beasts  laid  down  their 


arme,  and  man  exacted  Oflntribntions  from  them.  The 
democratic  system  was  abandoned.  Genoese,  what  would 
you  next  have  chosen? 

IsT  AND  2d  Art.     A  select  government! 

FiKBCo.  That  was  adopted.  The  business  of  the  stale 
was  all  arranged  in  separate  departments,  Woives  were 
the  financiers,  foxes  their  secretaries,  doves  presided  in  the 
criminal  coiirK,  and  tigers  in  the  courts  of  equity.  The 
laws  of  chastity  were  regulated  by  goats  ;  hares  were  the 
soldiera ;  lions  and  elephants  bad  charge  of  the  baggage. 
The  ass  was  the  ambassador  of  the  empire,  and  the  mole 
itppointed  inspector-general  of  the  whole  administration. 
Genoese,  what  think  you  of  this  wise  distribution  ?  Those 
whom  the  wolf  did  not  devour  the  fox  pillaged  ;  whoever 
escaped  from  hiui  was  knocked  down  by  the  ass.  The 
tiger  murdered  innocents,  whilst  robbers  and  assassins 
were  pardone^l  by  the  doves.  And  at  the  last,  when 
eacli  had  l.iid  down  his  offiro,  the  molo  dpclsrert  that  all 
were  well  discharged.  The  animals  rebelled.  "Let  us," 
they  cried  unanimously,  "  choose  a  monarch  endowed 
with  strength  and  skill,  and  who  has  only  one  stomach  to 
appease,"  And  to  one  chief  they  all  did  homage. 
Genoese  —  to  one  —  but  (rising  and  advancing  ma/es- 
tically)  —  that  one  was  —  the  lion ! 

All  {akoiUing,  and  throicing  up  their  hats).     Bravo ! 
Bravo !     Well  managed,  Count  Lsvagna! 
,'      1st  Art.    And    Genoa    shall    follow    that    example. 
Genoa,  also,  has  its  lion  I 

FiEsco.  Tell  me  not  of  that  lion ;  but  go  home  and 
think  upon  him.  {Tfte  Artisans  depart  tum'ultuously.) 
It  is  as  I  would  have  it.  The  people  and  the  senate  are 
alike  enraged  against  Doria;  the  people  and  the  senate 
alike  approve  Fiesco.  Hassan!  Hassan  I  I  must  take 
advantage  of  this  favorable  gale.  Hoa!  Hassan  1  Hassan! 
I  must  augment  their  hatred  —  improve  my  influence. 
Hassan!  Come  hither!  Whoi-eson  of  hell,  come  hither ! 
SCKNX  IX, 
FiEBCO,  MooB  enuring  ftattily. 

AtooR.  My  feet  are  quit«  on  fire  with  runniog.  Whst 
is  the  matter  now  t 
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FiESCO.    Hear  my  commands ! 

Moor  {aubmiseiveiy).    Whither  shall  I  mo  first  ? 

FiKsco.    I  will  excuse  thy  rannuig  this  time.    Thou 
ahslt  be  draped.     Prepare  thyself.    I  intend  to  publish   i 
thy  attempted  assassin atioD,  and  deliver  thee  op  in  chains 
to  the  crimiDal  tribunal. 

MoOB  {taking  several  steps  backward).  Sir !  —  that's 
oontrary  tg  Agreement. 

FiEsco.  Be  not  alarmed.  'Tis  but  a  farce.  At  this 
moment  'tis  of  the  utmost  oonsequence  that  Gianettino's 
attempt  against  ray  life  should  oe  made  pablio.  Thou 
■bait  be  tried  before  the  criminal  tribunal. 

Moor.    Must  I  confess  it,  or  deny? 

FiBsoo.  Deny.  They  will  put  thee  to  the  torture. 
Thou  mast  hold  out  against  tba  first  degree.  This,  by 
the  by,  will  serve  to  expiate  thy  real  crime.  At  the 
second  thou  mayeat  confess. 

Moor  {shaking  his  head  with  a  look  of  apprehermon). 
The  devil  is  a  sly  rogue.  Their  worships  might  perhaps 
desire  my  company  a  little  longer  than  I  snoula  wish  ; 
and,  for  sheer  farce  sake,  I  may  be  broken  on  the 
wheel. 

Fissco.  ThoD  shalt  escape  unhurt,  I  give  thee  my 
honor  as  a  nobleman.  I  shall  request,  as  satisfaction,  to 
have  thy  punishment  left  to  me,  and  then  pardon  thee 
before  the  whole  republic. 

Moor.  Well  —  I  agree  to  it.  Thev  will  draw  out  my 
joints  a  little ;  but  that  will  only  make  them  the  more 
flexible. 

FiEsco.  Then  scratch  this  arm  with  thy  d^ger,  till 
the  blood  flows.  I  will  pretend  that  I  have  just  now 
seized  thee  in  fact.  "Tis  well.  {Hallooing  violently). 
Mnrder !  Murder !  Gnard  the  passages !  Make  fast  the 
gates!  {He  drags  the  Mooa  out  by  the  throat;  servants 
run  across  the  stage  hastily.) 

SCEKE  X. 
Leonora  and  Rosa  enter  hastily,  alarmed. 
Leonora.    Mnrder  I  tbeycried  — murder  I    The  noise 
came  this  way. 
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Rosa.     Surely  'twas  but  a  common  tumult,  bdcIi  as 
(tens  every  flay  in  Genoa, 
EuxoRA,     They  cried  murder!  and  I  distiacUy  heard 


happens  every  flay 
Leuxora,     They 
Fieaco's  nume.      In  vain  you   would  deceive  me.      My 


heart  discovei's  what  is  concealed  from  my  eyes.  Quick  1 
Hasten  after  them.  Seel  Tell  me  whither  they  carry 
him. 

Rosa.  Collect  your  spirits,  madam.  Arabella  is 
gone. 

LsoNOXA.  Arabella  will  catch  his  dying  look.  The 
bappy  Arabella !  Wretch  that  I  am? 'twas  I  that  mur- 
derea  him.  If  I  conid  have  engaged  his  heait  be  would 
not  have  plunged  into  the  world,  nor  rushed  upon  the 
daggers  of  assassins.  Ah !  she  comes.  Aw»y  1  Oh, 
Arabella,  speak  not  to  me  I 

SCSNE    XI. 

The  former,  Arabella. 

Arabella.  The  Count  is  living  and  unhurt.  I  saw 
him  gallop  through  the  city.  Never  did  he  appear  more 
handsome.  The  steed  that  bore  him  pranced  haughtily 
along,  and  with  its  proud  hoof  kept  the  thronging  multi- 
tude at  a  distance  from  it«  princely  rider.  He  saw  me  aa 
I  passed,  and  with  a  gracious  smile,  pointing  thither, 
thrice  kissed  bis  hand  to  me.  {Archly.)  What  can  I  do 
with  those  kisses,  madam  ? 

Leonora  {hiyfdy  pleased).  Idle  prattler!  Restore 
them  to  him. 

Rosa.     See  now,  how  soon  your  color  has  returned  ! 

Lkunora.  His  heart  he  is  ready  to  fling  at  every 
wench,  whilst  1  sigh  in  vain  for  a  look!  Oh  woman  I 
woman  I  [  JJwunt. 

Scene  XII. —  TTie  Palace  of  Andreas. 
GiANETTiNO  and  Loubllino  enter  hastUy. 
GiANET.     Let  them  roar  for  their  liberty  as  a  Lioqeas 
for  her  young.     I  am  resolved. 
LouEL.    But  —  moat  gracious  prince  1 
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OiANXT.  Away  to  hell  with  thy  buts,  thou  three-hours 
proourator!  I  wilt  not  yield  a  hur's  breadth?  Let 
Genoa's  towers  shake  their  heads,  and  the  hoai'se  sea 
bellow  No  to  it.     I  value  not  the  rebellious  multitude  1 

LoHBL.  Tlie  people  arc  indeed  the  fuel;  but  the 
nobility  fan  the  tfame.  The  whole  republio  is  in  a  fer- 
ment, people  and  patricians. 

GiANET.  Then  will  I  stand  upon  the  mount  like  Nero, 
and  regale  myself  with  looking  upon  the  paltry  flames. 

LoHKL.     'nil  the  whole  mass  of  sedition  falls  into  the 
hands  of  some  enterprising  leader,  who  will  take  advan-^ 
taffe  of  the  general  devastation. 

QiAXET.  Fob  t  Poh  I  I  know  but  one  who  might  be 
dugerous,  and  he  is  taken  care  of. 

LouBL.     His  highness  comes. 

ErUer  Attdbbas  —  (both  bow  re»pe(^Jitlly). 
AMDBEA8.     Signer  Lomellino,  my  niece  wishes  to  take 
the  air. 

LouEL.     I  shall  have  the  honor  of  attending  her. 

[^Meit  LouBLLiNO. 

SCKNK  XIII. 
Andkeas  and  Glanettino. 

Andbeab.    Nephew,  I  am  much  displeased  with  you. 

GiANET.     Grant  me  a  hearing,  most  gracious  uncle ! 

Andkgab.  That  would  Igranttothemi'anest  heparin 
Genoa  if  he  were  worthy  of  it.  Never  to  a  villain,  though 
he  were  my  nephew.  It  is  sufficient  favor  that  I  address 
thee  as  nn  uncle,  not  as  a  sovereign ! 

GiANKT.     One  word  only,  graeions  sir! 

AvDRKAS.  Hear  firet  what  thou  hast  done;  then 
answer  me.  Thou  hast  pulled  down  an  edifice  which  I 
have  labored  for  fifty  years  to  raise  —  that  which  should 
have  been  thy  uncle's  mausoleum,  his  only  pyramid  — 
the  affections  of  his  countrymen.  This  rashness  Andreas 
pardons  thee 

GuNBT.     Mv  nude  and  my  sovereign 

AsDREAS.  interrupt  me  not.  Thou  hast  injured  that 
Tn<Mt  glorious  work  of  mine,  the  constitution,  which  I 


brought  down  from  bcaven  for  Genoa,  whicU  cost  m«  so 
inanj'  sleepless  nights,  so  many  dangers,  and  so  much 
blood.  Before  all  Genoa  ihou  hast  cast  a  staiii  upon  my 
honor,  in  violating  my  iDStitutions.  Who  will  hold  them 
sacred  if  my  own  blood  despise  Iheni  ?  Tbia  folly  thy 
uncle  pardons  thee. 

GiANET.  (offended).  Sir,  you  educated  me  to  be  the 
Duke  of  Genoa. 

Andreas.  Be  silent.  Tboa  art  a  traitor  to  the  state, 
and  hast  attacked  its  vital  principle.  Mark  me,  bny  ! 
That  principle  is  —  snbordtniition.  Because  the  shepherd 
retired  iu  the  evening  from  his  labor,  though  teat  thou  the 
flock  deserted?  Because  Andreas'  head  is  white  with 
age,  tboughtest  thou,  like  a  villain,  to  trample  on  the 
laws? 

GiANKT.  (inaolentli/).  Peace,  Duke!  In  my  veina 
also  boils  the  blood  of  that  Andreas  before  whom  France 
has  trembled. 

Andreas.  Be  silent!  I  command  thee.  When  I 
speak  the  sea  itself  is  wont  to  pay  attention.  Thou  hast 
insulted  the  majesty  of  justice  in  its  very  sanctuary. 
Rebel!  dost  thou  know  what  punishment  that  crime 
demands  ?  Now  answer !  (Gianettino  appears  struck, 
and  Jixes  his  eyes  on  the  ground  v.ithoiit  speaking). 
Wretched  Andreas!  In  thy  own  heart  hast  thou  fostered 
the  canker  of  thy  renown.  I  built  up  a  fabric  for  Genoa 
which  should  mock  the  lapse  of  ages,  and  am  myself  the 
first  to  cast  a  firebrand  into  it.  Thank  my  gray  head, 
which  would  be  laid  in  the  grave  by  a  relation's  hand  — 
thank  mv  unjust  love  that,  on  the  scaffold,  I  pour  not  out 
thy  rebellious  blood  to  satisfy  the  violated  laws.      [^Exit. 

Scene  XIV. 
GiANETTiNO  looks  ajler  the  DiTlE,  speechiesa  with  anger, 
LoMKiJ.iNO  entering,  breathless  and  terrified. 
LoMEL.     What  have  I  seen !     What  have  I   heard ! 
Fly,  prince  1     Fly  quickly  !     All  is  lost. 

GiAXKT.  {with  inteard  rage).    What  waa  there  to  lose? 

LouEL.    Genoa,  prince :  I  come  from  the  market-place. 

The  people  were  crowding  round  a  Moor  who  was  dragged 
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along  bonad  with  cotAb.    The  Count  of  Lavagna,  with 
above  three  hundred  nobles,  followed  to  the  crimilial 
court.     The  Moor  had   been   employed   to  assassinate)^ 
Fiesco,  and  in  the  attempt  was  seized. 

61ANKT.  {stamping  violently  on  the  ground).  What, 
are  all  the  devils  of  hell  let  loose  at  once  ? 

LoMKL.  They  questioned  him  most  strictly  concerning 
his  employer.  The  Moor  confessed  nothing.  They  tried 
the  first  degree  of  torture.  Still  he  confessed  nothing. 
They  pnt  him  to  the  second.  Then  he  spoke  — he  spoke. 
Myeracions  lord,  bow  could  you  trust  your  honor  to  such 
a  villain  f 

QiANXT.  (Jiercelj/).    Ask  me  no  question  ? 

LouEL.  Hear  the  rest  I  Scarcely  was  the  word  Doria 
uttered — I  would  sooner  have  seen  my  name  inscribed 
in  the  infernal  register  than  have  heaivl  yours  thus  men- 
tioned —  scarcely  was  it  uttered  when  Fiesco  showed 
himself  to  the  people.  You  know  the  man  —  how  win- 
ningly  he  pleads  —  how  he  is  wont  to  play  the  usurer 
with  the  hearts  of  tlie  multitude.  The  whole  assembly 
hung  upon  his  looks,  bronlhless  with  indignation.  He 
spoke  little,  but  bared  his  bleeding  nrm.  The  crowd  con- 
tended for  the  falling  drops  as  If  for  saered  relics.  The 
Moor  was  given  up  to  his  disposal  —  and  Fiesco  —  a 
mortal  blow  for  us!  Fiesco  pardoned  him.  Now  the 
confined  anger  of  the  people  burst  forth  in  one  tumul- 
tuous clamor.  Each  breath  annihilated  a  Doria,  and 
Fiesco  was  borne  home  amidst  a  thoasfind  joyful  ac- 
clamations. 

GiANET.  (irith  a  ferociovs  laugh).  Let  the  flood  of 
tumult  swell  up  to  my  very  throat.  The  emperor! 
That  sound  alone  shall  strike  them  to  the  earth,  so  that 
not  a  murmur  shall  be  heard  in  Genoa, 

LoMKL.  Bohemia  is  far  from  hence.  If  the  emperor 
come  speedily  he  may  perhaps  be  present  at  your  funeral 
feast. 

GiANET.  {drawing  forth  a  letter  with  a  yreat  seal). 
Tis  fortunate  that  he  is  here  already.  Art  thou  sur- 
prised St  this?  And  didst  thou  think  me  mad  enough  to 
Drave  the  fury  of  enraged  republicans  had  I  not  known 
they  were  betrayed  and  sold  7 


LoHKL  {toM  tuto/tishment).   I  know  not  what  to  Uiink ! 

iiiANKT,  But  I  have  thought  of  something  irhich  thou 
couldst  not  know.  My  plan  is  formed,  Bi-e  two  days  are 
I  past  twelve  senators  nmat  fall.  Doria  becomes  aovereigii, 
'and  the  Emperor  Charles  protects  him.  Thou  seemest 
aolonislied  

LuMBL.  Twelve  senators!  My  heart  is  too  narrow  to 
comprehend  a  twelvefold  murder. 

GiANET.  Pool  that  thou  iirt  I  The  throne  will  absolve 
the  deed,  I  consulted  with  the  ministers  of  Charles  on 
the  sti'ong  party  which  France  stilt  has  in  Genoa,  and  by 
which  she  might  a  second  time  seize  on  it  unless  they 
should  be  rooted  out.  This  worked  upon  the  emperor — 
he  approved  my  projects  —  and  thou  ahalt  write  what  1 
will  dictate  to  thee.  ^^ 

LouRL.     I  know  not  yet  your  puipoae.  4^H 

GiAJjET.     Sit  down  and  write ^^ 

LoMKL,     But  wli^l  :iiii  I  to  wfitu  ?  ( St-'Ug  /iim»d/.) 

GiANET.  The  names  of  the  twelve  candidates  for  death 
—  Francis  Zenturione. 

LoMKL,  (lorites).  In  gratitude  for  his  vote  he  leads  the 
funeral  procession. 

GiANKT.     Cornel  io  Catva, 

LoMEL.    Calva, 

GiANKT,    Michael  Zibo. 

LoMKL.  To  cool  him  after  his  disappointment  in  the 
procuiatorship. 

GiANKT.  Thomas  Asserato  and  his  three  brothers. 
(LoMEi.LiNO  stops.) 

QiAsncT.  (forcibly).     And  his  three  brothers 

LoHHi..  {writes).     Go  on. 

GiANET.     Fiesco  of  Lavi^n». 

L')!iiEL.  Have  a  care !  Have  a  care !  That  black  stone 
will  yet  prove  fatal  to  you. 

GiANKT,     Scipio  Bourgognino. 

LoMEL.    He  may  celebrate  elsewhere  his  wedding 

GiANKT.  Ay,  whei'e  I  shall  he  director  of  the  nuptials. 
Raphael  Sacco. 

LoMEL,  I  should  intercede  for  his  life  until  he  shall 
have  paid  my  five  thousaud  crowns,  (  WritM.)  Death 
strikes  the  balance. 


GiAHKT.    Vincent  Calcagno. 

LoKEL.  Calcagno.  The  twelfth  I  write  at  ray  own 
risk,  unless  our  mortal  enemy  be  overlooked. 

GiAKKT.    The  end  crowns  all  —  Joseph  Verrina. 

LoKEL.  He  is  the  very  head  of  the  viper  that  threatens 
us.  (Hisea  andpreaenta  the  paper  to  Gianettino.)  Two 
days  hence  death  shall  make  a  splendid  feast,  at  which 
twelve  of  the  chief  of  Genoa's  nobles  will  be  present. 

GuMBT,  (^signa  the  paper).  'Tia  done.  Two  days 
hence  will  be  the  ducal  election.  When  the  senate  shall 
be  assembled  for  that  purpose  these  twelve  shall,  on  the 
signal  of  a  handkerchief,  be  suddenly  laid  low.  My  two 
hundred  Germans  will  have  surrounded  the  senate-house. 
At  that  moment  I  enter  and  claim  homage  as  the  Dnke. 
{Rings  the  beU.) 

LoMEL.    And  what  of  Andreas  ? 

QUNBT  (contemptuously).  He  is  an  old  man.  {Enter 
a  aervatU.)  If  the  Duke  should  ask  for  me  say  I  am 
gone  to  mass.  {Meit  servant.)  I  must  conceal  the  devil 
that's  within  beneath  a  saintly  garb. 

LoHBi..     But,  my  lord,  the  paper  ? 

GiANET.  Take  it,  and  let  it  be  circulated  among  our 
larty.  This  letter  must  be  dispatched  by  express  to 
jevanto.  'Tin  to  inform  Spinola  of  onr  intended  plan, 
and  bid  him  reach  the  capital  early  in  the  morning. 
{Ooing.) 

LouKL.  Stop,  prince.  There  is  an  error  in  our  calcu- 
lation.    Fiesco  does  not  attend  the  senate. 

GiANET.  ^looking  back).  Genoa  will  easily  supply  one 
more  assassin.     I'll  see  to  that.     \^Exmint  different  ways. 

ScBNE  XV.  —  An  Antechamber  in  Fiesco's  Palace. 

Fresco,  with  papers  be/ore  him,  and  MooB. 

FiBBOO.  Four  galleys  have  entered  the  harbor,  dost 
say? 

MoOB.     Tes,  they're  at  anchor  in  the  port. 

FlKSOO.     That's  well.     Whence  are  these  expresses  ? 

MooB.     From  Rome,  Placentia,  and  France. 

FiBBco  {opens  the  Utters  and  runs  over  them).    Wel- 
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come!  welcome  news!  (^In.  high  spirits.)  Let  the  mee- 
sengers  be  treated  in  a  princely  maimer. 

Mooii.     Hem!     i^tioing.). 

FiESCO,     Stop,  atop!     Here's  work  for  thee  in  plenty. 

MooB.  Oomniand  me.  1  nm  ready  to  act  the  Better  or 
the  bloodhound. 

FiKSCo.  I  only  want  at  present  the  voice  of  the  decoy- 
'bird.  To-morrow  early  two  tbuuHand  men  will  eut«r  the 
city  in  disguise  to  engage  in  my  service.  Distribute  thy 
aeaistants  at  the  gates,  and  let  tliem  keep  a  watchful  eye 
npon  the  strangers  that  arrive.  Some  will  be  dressed 
like  pilgrims  on  their  journey  to  Loretlo,  others  like  men- 
dicant friars,  or  Savoyards,  or  actors ;  some  as  peddlers 
and  musicians;  but  the  most  as  disbanded  soldiers  coming 
to  seek  a  livelihood  in  Genoa.  Let  every  one  be  askel 
where  he  takes  up  his  lodging.  If  he  snswer  at  the 
Golden  Snake,  let  him  be  treated  as  a  friend  and  shown 
my  habitation.  But  remember,  sirrah,  I  rely  npon  thy 
prudence. 

Moor.  Sir,  as  securely  as  upon  my  knavery.  If  a 
single  head  escape  me,  pluck  out  my  eyes  and  Hbnot  at 
sparrows  with  them.     (  Going.) 

FiKsco.  Stop!  I've  another  piece  of  business  for 
thee.  The  arrival  of  the  galleys  will  excite  suspicion  in 
the  city.  If  any  one  inquire  of  thee  about  them,  say 
thou  hast  heard  it  rumored  that  thy  master  intends 
to  cruise  against  the  Turks.  Dost  thou  understand 
me? 

MooB.  Yes,  yes  —  the  beards  of  the  Mussulmen  at  the 
masthead,  but  the  devil  for  a  steersman.     {Going.) 

FiESco.  Gently  —  one  more  precaution.  Giancttino 
has  new  reasons  to  hate  me  and  lay  snares  against  my 
life.  Go  —  sound  the  fellows  of  thy  trade  ;  see  if  thou 
canst  not  smell  out  some  plot  on  foot  against  me.  Visit 
llic  brothels  -^  Dori;i  oftens  frequents  them.  The  secrets 
of  the  cabinet  are  sometimes  lodged  within  the  folds  of 
a  petticoat.  Promise  these  ladies  polden  customers. 
Promise  them  thy  master.  Let  nothing  be  too  sacred  to 
be  used  in  gaining  the  desired  information. 

Moor.  Ha!  luckily  I  am  acquainted  with  one  Diana 
Bnonoiii,  whom  I  have  served  above  a  year  as  procurer. 
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The  other  day  I  saw  the  Signer  Lomelliao  coming  out 
of  her  house. 

Fubco.  That  suits  mv  parpose  well.  Thii  very 
Lomellino  is  the  bey  to  all  Doria's  follies.  To-morrow 
ttion  shalt  go  thither.  Perhaps  he  is  to-nigbt  the  Endy- 
mion  of  this  chaste  Diana. 

Hooa.  One  more  qnefltion,  my  lord.  Suppose  the 
people  ask  me  —  and  that  they  will,  I'll  pawn  my  Boul 
upon  it  —  suppose  they  ask,  "  What  does  Fiesco  think  of 
Gkuos?"  Would  yon  still  wear  the  mask? — or  —  how 
shall  I  answer  tliem  ? 

FixBoo.  Answer?  Hum!  The  fruit  is  ripe.  The 
puns  of  labor  announce  the  approaching  birth.  Aoswer 
that  Qenoa  lies  upon  the  block,  and  that  thy  maoter's 
name  is  —  John  Loola  Fiesco 

MoOB  (with  an  air  of  satisfaction).  That,  by  my 
rogiie's  honor,  shall  be  done  to  your  heart's  content. 
Now  be  wide  awake,  friend  HassaTi !  First  to  a  tavern ! 
My  feet  have  work  enough  cut  out  for  them.  I  must 
ooax  my  stomach  to  intercede  with  my  legs.  {Hasteniny 
mnay  —  returns.)  Oh,  apropos!  My  chattering  made 
me  almost  forget  one  circumstance.  You  wished  to  know 
what  passed  between  Calcagno  and  your  wife.  A  refusal, 
«ir  — that's  all.  ISuns  of. 


Fiesco  alone. 

Fresco.  I  pity  thee,  Calcagno.  Didst  thou  think  I 
afaouM,  upon  so  delicate  a  point,  have  been  thus  careless 
had  I  not  relied  in  perfect  security  on  my  wife's  virtue 
and  my  own  deserts?  Yet  I  welcome  this  jiassion.  Thou 
art  a  good  soldier.  It  shall  procure  me  thy  arm  for  the  , 
destruction  of  Doria.  (  Waikinff  up  and  down.)  Now, 
Doria,  to  the  scene  of  action  !  Alt  the  machines  are  ready 
for  the  grand  attempt — the  instruments  are  tuned  for 
tiie  terrific  concert.  Naught  is  wanting  but  to  throw  off 
the  mask,  and  show  Fiesco  to  the  patriots  of  Genoa.  ' 
(Some persona  are  heard  (qjproacAinff.)  Hal  Visitors! 
Who  can  be  coming  to  disturb  me  ? 


FiEBCo  {rfCfiving  them  Ktth  great  affabUitij).  Wel- 
come, my  worthy  friends'.  What  important  business 
brings  you  all  hither  ?  Are  you,  too,  come,  my  dear 
brother,  Yerrina?  I  should  almost  have  forgotten  you, 
had  you  not  oftener  been  present  to  my  thoughts  than  to 
my  sight.  I  think  I  have  not  seen  you  since  my  last 
entertainment. 

Verkina.  Do  not  count  the  hours,  Fiesco  1  Heavy 
burdens  have  in  that  interval  weighed  down  my  aged 
head.     But  enough  of  this 

FiKsco.  Not  enough  to  satisfy  the  anxiety  of  friend- 
ship. You  must  inform  me  farther  when  we  are  alone. 
(Addressirir/  Bouugognino.)  Welooini;,  brave  youth  ! 
Onr  acquaintance  is  jet  grefn  ;  but  my  fiilcction  for  thee 
is  already  riue.     Has  youi'  esteem  for  me  improved  ? 

BouKG.    'Tis  on  the  increase. 

FtBSCO.  Verrina,  it  is  reported  that  this  brave  young 
man  is  to  be  your  son-in-law.  Receive  my  warmest  appro- 
bation uf  your  choice.  I  have  conversed  with  him  out 
once  ;  and  yet  I  should  be  proud  to  call  him  my  relation. 

Veeeina.  That  judgment  makes  me  of  my  daughter 
vain. 

FiESCo  (to  the  others).  Sacco,  Calcagno  —  all  unfre- 
quent  visitors  —  I  should  fear  the  absence  of  Genoa's 
noblest  ornaments  were  a  proof  that  I  had  been  defioient 
in  hospitality.  And  here  I  greet  a  fifth  guest,  unknown 
to  me,  indeed,  but  sufficiently  recommended  by  this 
worthy  circle. 

Romano.  He,  my  lord,  is  simply  a  painter,  by  name 
Julio  Romano,  who  lives  by  theft  and  counterfeit  of 
Nature's  charms.  His  pencil  is  his  only  escutcheon  ;  and 
he  now  comes  hither  (bowing  profoundly)  to  seek  the 
manly  outlines  of  a  Brutus. 

Fiesco,  Give  me  your  hand,  Romano!  I  love  the 
mistress  of  your  soul  with  a  holy  fire.  Art  is  the  right 
hand  of  Nature.     The  latter  only  gave  us  being,  but  'twu 


the  former  made  us  men.    Wbat  are  the  subjeotacf  yonr 
labor? 

RoiuMo.  Scenes  from  the  heroic  ages  of  antiquity.  At 
Florence  is  my  dying  Hercules,  at  Venice  my  Cleopatra, 
the  r^HK  Ajax  at  Rome,  where,  in  the  Vatican,  the 
heroes  of  former  timee  rise  again  to  light. 

FiKSco.     And  what  just  now  employs  you? 

Rou ABO.  Alas  t  my  lord,  I've  thrown  away  my  pencil. 
The  lamp  of  genius  burns  quicker  ttinn  the  lamp  of  life. 
Beyond  a  certain  moment  the  flame  flickers  and  dies. 
This  is  my  last  production. 

FiEsco  (in  a  tivtly  manner).  It  could  not  come  more 
opportune.  I  feel  to-day  a  more  than  usual  cheerful- 
aess.  A  sentimept  of  calm  delight  pervades  my  being, 
and  fits  it  to  receive  the  impression  of  Nature's  beauties. 
Let  us  view  your  picture.  I  shall  feast  upon  the  sight. 
Come,  friends,  we  will  devote  ourselves  entirely  to  the 
artist.    Place  your  picture. 

Vebrina  (apart  to  the  others).  Now,  Genoese,  observe ! 

RoilANO  {placing  the  picture).     The  light   uiugt   fall 
upon  it  thus.    Draw  up  th.it  curtain  —  let  fall  the  other 
—  right.     (Stoning  oti  one  aide).     It  is  the  story  of 
Virginia  and  AppiuB  Claudius.  {Alongpati^e  ;  allcotitem-  ' 
plate  the  picture.) 

Verkina  {Kith  enihiisiasni).  Strike,  aged  father! 
Dost  thou  tremblt,  tyrant  ?  Ilowpali;  yon  stand  there, 
Romans!  Imitate  him,  senseless  Romans.'  The  sword 
yet  glitters!  Imitate  me,  HenEcless Genoese!  Down  with 
Dona  !     Down  with  him  !     {•'Striking  at  titc picture.) 

FiESfo  {to  the  painter,  tmiliitg).  Could  you  desire 
greater  applause  ?  Your  art  has  transformed  this  old 
man  into  a  youthful  enthusiast. 

Veskika  {exhaiisteil).  Where  am  I !  What  has  be- 
come of  thcni !  They  v.inished  like  bubbles.  Tou  here, 
Fiesco!  and  the  tyrant  living! 

FiEsco.  My  friend,  amidst  this  admiration  you  have 
overlooked  the  parl^?  most  truly  beauteous.  Does  this 
Roman's  head  thuH  blrike  you?  Look  there!  Observe 
that  damsel —  what  soft  expression  !  What  feminine 
delicacy  !  How  sweetly  touched  arc  those  pale  lijis  !  How 
exquisite  that  dying  look  !   Inimitable  !   Divine,  Romano  I 


And  that  white,  duzling  br^asL,  that  bearea  vith  the  taM 
puU«  of  life.  Draw  more  euch  beauties,  Romano,  and  I 
vill  give  up  Nature  to  worship  thv  creative  fancf. 

B^tCR-i.     Is  it  ttiuB,  Verrina,  your  hop«s  are  answered? 

Vebbixa.  Take  course,  aoa  '.  The  .rUmigUlv  hu  re- 
jecle-l  tlie  arm  of  Fiesco.     I'pon  our*  be  roust  rely. 

FiB»o)  (to  KoxAHo).  Well — 'tis  yoar  laat  work, 
Rom&DO.  Tour  powers  are  exhausted.  Lay  down  yoor 
peacil.  Yet,  wbilet  I  am  admiruig  the  ar1i$t,  I  foi^t  to 
•atiat«  on  the  woric  I  could  stand  gazing  on  it,  regardless 
of  an  earthquake.  Take  away  your  picture  —  the  wealth 
of  (irt^noa  would  scarcely  reach  the  value  of  this  Virginia. 
Away  with  it. 

RoM-iso.  Honor  is  the  artist's  noblest  reward.  I  pce- 
■ent  it  to  you.     ( Offers  to  go  awm/.) 

P1K8CO.  Stay,  Romano!  {Be  walka  mafeatiaiBjf  vp 
and  down  the  romn.  netmi^if/  (•■  rfjlfd  on  xometfiinif  n/ 
tmporCance.  Sometimes  he  casts  a  quick  aitd  penetratiitg 
fftance  at  Che  others  ;  at  last  he  takes  Rohano  btf  the  hand, 
and  l^ids  him  to  the  picture.)  Come  near,  painter. 
(  With  dignified  prirJe.)  Proudly  etand'st  thou  there  be- 
cause, upon  the  dead  canvas,  thou  canst  Bimulal«  life, 
sad  immortalize  great  deeds  with  small  endeavor.  Thoa 
csost  dilate  with  the  poet's  fire  on  the  empty  puppet- 
riiow  of  fancy,  without  heart  and  without  the  nerve  of 
life-i aspiring  deeds;  depose  tyrants  on  canvas,  and  be 
thyself  s  miserable  slave !  Thou  canst  liberate  Republica 
with  a  dash  of  the  pencil,  yet  not  break  thy  own  chains ! 
(In  a  loud  and  commanding  tone.)  Go !  Thy  work  is  a 
mere  juggle.  Let  the  semblance  give  place  to  reality  ! 
( With  iMughtiness,  overturning  the  picture.)  I  have 
done  what  thou  — hast  only  painted.  (AB  struck  wit/t 
astonishment ;  Rouano  carries  atoatf  the  picture  in  con- 
fusion.) 

Scene, XVIII. 

The  former,  except  Rouaho. 

Fiesco.    Did  you  suppose  the  lion  slept  because  he 

ceased  to  roar?     Did  your  vain  thoughts  persuade  yon 

that  none  but  you  could  feel  the  chains  of  Genoa?     lliat 
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none  but  you  durst  break  them  ?  Before  you  know  tlui 
weight,  Fiesco  had  already  broken  them.  {He  ojyens  m 
escritoire^  takes  <nU  a  parcel  of  letters^  and  throws  theti 
on  the  table.)  These  bring  soldiers  from  Parma ;  —  thest 
French  money ;  —  these,  four  galleys  from  the  Pope 
What  now  is  wanting  to  rouse  the  tyrant  in  his  lair 
Tell  me,  what  think  you  wanting?  (All  stand  silen 
wiih  astonishment.)  Kepublicans !  you  waste  your  -tim 
in  ourses  when  you  should  overthrow  the  tyrant.  {Ai 
but  Verrin A  throw  themselves  ai  Fiesco's  feet,) 

VsBBiNA.  Fiesco,  my  spirit  bends  to  thine,  but  nr 
knee  cannot.  Thy  soul  is  great ;  but  —  rise,  Genoese 
(  They  rise.) 

Fiesco.  All  Genoa  was  indignant  at  the  effeminat 
Fiesco ;  all  Grenoa  cursed  the  profligate  Fiesco.  Genoese 
my  amours  have  blinded  the  cunning  despot.  My  wil< 
excesses  served  to  guard  my  plans  from  the  danger  of  ai 
imprudent  confidence.  Concealed  beneath  the  cloak  o 
luxury  the  infant  plot  grew  up.  Enough  —  I'm  knowi 
sufficiently  to  Genoa  in  being  known  to  you.  I  have  ai 
tained  my  utmost  wish. 
^  BouBG.  (throunnff  himself  indignantly  into  a  chair] 

Am  I,  then,  nothing  ? 

Fiesco.  But  let  us  turn  from  thought  to  action.  A] 
the  engines  are  prepared  —  I  can  storm  the  city  by  se; 
and  land.  Rome,  France,  and  Parma  cover  me ;  th 
nobles  are  disaffected ;  the  hearts  of  the  populace  ar 
mine ;  I  have  lulled  to  sleep  the  tyrants ;  the  state  is  rip 
for  revolution.     We  are  no  longer  in  the  hands  of  Foi 

I  tune.    Nothing  is  wanting.     Verrina  is  lost  in  thought 

BouBO.  Patience !  I  have  a  word  to  say,  which  wil 
more  quickly  rouse  him  than  the  trumpet  of  the  las 
day.  (To  Vebrina — calls  out  to  him  emphatically. 
Father !    Awake !    Thy  Bertha  will  despair. 

Vebrina.  Who  spoke  those  words?  Genoese,  V 
arms! 

Fiesco.  Think  on  the  means  of  forwarding  our  plan 
Night  has  advanced  upon  our  discourse ;  Genoa  is  wrappec 
in  sleep ;  the  tyrant  sinks  exhausted  beneath  the  sins  o 
the  day.    Let  us  watch  o'er  both. 

BocjBG.    Let  us,  before  we  part,  consecrate  our  heroi< 


nniun  by  an  embrace  1  {  They  form  a  circle,  with  joined 
amis.)  Hero  unite  five  of  the  bravest  hearts  in  Genoa 
to  decide  tlieir  country's  fate.  {AU  emfn-ace  earferli/.) 
When  the  uiliveree  shall  fall  asunder,  and  the  eternal 
sentence  shall  cut  ill  twain  the  bonds  of  conxaTi^inity 
and  love,  then  may  this  fivefold  band  of  heruea  still  re- 
main entire !    ( T/iei/  aeparaU.) 

Vkkbina.    When  shall  we  next  assemble  ? 

FiKsco,    At  noon  to-morrow  I'll  hear  your  sentiments. 

Veruixa.  'Tib  well  —  at  noon  to-morrow.  Good- 
night, Fiesco  I  Come,  Bourgogniuo,  you  will  hear  some- 
thing marvL'lluus. 

[£xetnit  Vebrisa  and  Bouegognino. 

FiKSCO  {to  Uie  othem).  Depart  by  iJie  back  gates,  thut 
Dorta's  spiee  may  not  suspect  us. 

[Exeiint  Sacco  and  Calcagko. 

Scene  XIX. 
Fiesco,  alone. 
Fiasco  (walking  rip  and  down  in  meditation).  What 
a  tumult  is  in  my  breast!  What  a  concourse  of  dark, un- 
certain 'linages!  Like  guilty  wretches  stealing  out  in 
secret  to  do  some  horrid  deed,  with  trembling  steps  and 
blushing  faces  bent  toward  the  ground,  lijeae  flattering 
phantoms  glide  athwart  my  soul.  Stay  !  stay  !  —  let  me 
examine  you  more  closely.  A  virtuous  tlioiighl  strength- 
ens the  heart  of  man,  and  boldly  meets  tlie  day.  Ha! 
I  know  you  —  robed  in  the  livery  of  Satan — avauntt 
(A patise;  he continvee with  energy.)  Fifsco,  the  patriot! 
the  Duke  Fiesco!  Peace!  On  this  steep  precipice  the 
boundaries  of  virtue  terminate;  here  heaven  and  hell 
are  separated.  Here  have  heroes  stumbled,  here  have 
they  fallen,  and  left  behind  a  name  loaded  with  curses  — 
here,  too,  have  heroes  paused,  here  checked  their  course, 
and  risen  to  immortality.  {More  oeliemeiillif.)  To  know 
the  hearts  of  Genoa  mine !  To  govern  witli  a  master's 
hand  this  formidable  state  !  Oh,  artifice  of  sin,  that  masks 
each  devil  with  an  angel's  face !  Fatal  ambition  !  Ever- 
lasting tempter !  Won  by  thy  charms,  angels  abandoned 
heaven,  ana  death  sprung  from  thy  embraces.    (^Shud- 
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ihring.)  Thy  syren  voice  drew  angels  from  their  eeh' 
lial  mansions  —  man  thou  ensnarest  with  beauty,  riche 
power.  {After  a  pause^  in  a  firm  tone.)  To  gain 
diadem  ia  great  —  to  reject  it  is  divine !  (Jiesolutely 
Perish  the  tyrant!  Let  Genoa  be  free  —  and  I  (mui 
nfffected)  will  be  its  happiest  citizen. 


ACT  III. 

BcBKE  I.  —  Midnight.    A  dreary  wilderness. 
Verbina  and  Boubgognino  enteri?ig. 

BouBG.  {stands  still).    Whither  are  you  leading  m 
father.    The  heavy  grief  that  hung  upon  your  brow  wh< 
first  you  bade  me  follow  you  still  seems  to  labor  in  yoi 
panting  breast.     Break  this  dreadful  silence !    Speak, 
will  go  no  further. 

Vbiibina.     This  is  the  place. 

BouBG.  Tou  could  not  choose  a  spot  more  awft 
Fatiier,  if  the  deed  you  purpose  be  like  the  place  —  f ath 

—  my  hair  will  stand  on  end  with  horror. 
YxBBiNA.    And  yet  'tis  cheerfulness  itself  to  the  gloo 

that  enwraps  my  soul.  Follow  me  to  yon  churchyar 
where  oorraption  preys  on  the  mouldering  remnants 
mortality,  and  death  holds  his  fearful  banquet  —  whe: 
shrieks  of  damned  souls  delight  the  listeuing  fiends,  ai 
sorrow  weeps  her  fruitless  tears  into  the  never-filling  ur 
Follow  me,  my  son,  to  where  the  condition  of  this  wor 
is  changed  ;  and  God  throws  off  his  attributes  of  men 

—  there  will  I  speak  to  thee  in  agony,  and  thou  sha 
hear  with^despair. 

BouBG.     Hear!  what?    I  coniure  you,  father. 

Vbbbina.  Youth !  I  fear.  Y  outh,  thy  blood  is  war 
and  crimson  —  thy  heart  is  soft  and  tender  —  sue 
natures  are  alive  to  human  kindness  —  this  warmth  < 
feeling  melts  my  obdurate  wisdom.  If  the  frost  of  a^ 
or  sorrow's  leaden  pressure  had  chilled  the  springtic 
vigor  of  thy  spirits  —  if  black  congealed  blood  ha 
elosed  the  avenues  of  thy  heart  against  the  approaches  < 
haBUAily  —  then  would  thy  mind  be  attuned  to    tl 


language  of  my  grief,  sod  tbou  wouldet  look  with  admira- 
tion on  my  projoct. 

BouK'i.     I  will  hear  it,  and  embrace  it  as  my  own. 

Verrina.  Not  so,  my  Bon  —  Terrina  will  not  wound 
thy  heart  with  it.  O  Scipio,  heavy  burdens  lie  on  me, 
A  thought  more  dark  and  horrible  than  night,  too  vast  to 
be  contained  &'ithin  the  breast  of  man  !  Mark  me  —  my 
band  alone  shall  execute  the  deed  ;  but  my  mind  cannot 
alone  suj^port  the  weight  of  it.  If  I  were  proud,  Scipio, 
I  might  say  grentneea  unshared  Is  torture.  It  was  a  bur- 
den to  the  Deitv  himself,  and  he  created  angels  to  partake 
his  counsels.     Hear,  Scipio ! 

BouRu.    My  soul  devours  thy  words. 

Vekbima.  Hear!  But  answer  nothing — nothing, 
young  man !  Observe  me  —  not  a  word  —  Fiesco  must 
die. 

ntirRr,.  (stn/ck  tnVi  affniiishnien/).     Die!     Fiesco! 

Verrina.  Die  —  I  thank  thee,  God,  'tis  out  at  last  — 
Fiesco  must  die.  My  son  —  die  by  my  hand.  Now,  go. 
There  are  deeds  too  high  for  human  Judgment.  They 
appeal  alone  to  heavens  tribunal.  Such  a  one  is  this. 
Go !  I  neither  ask  thy  blame  nor  approbation.  I  know 
my  inward  struggles,  and  that's  enough.  But  hear  I  These 
thoughts  might  weary  out  thy  mind  even  to  madness. 
Hear  !  Didst  thou  observe  yesterday  with  what  pride  he 
viewed  his  greatness  reflected  from  our  wondering  coun- 
tenances? The  man  whose  smiles  deceived  all  Italy,  will 
he  endure  equals  in  Genoa  ?  Go !  'Tis  cei'tain  that 
Fiesco  will  overthrow  the  tyrant.  'Tis  as  certain  he  will 
become  a  tyrant  Rtill  more  dangerous. 

[£lxit  hastily.    Bourgoonino  looks  after  him  tnth 
speechless  surprise,  then  follotos  slaat^. 

ScRiTB  II.  —  An  apartment  in  Fiasco's  house.  In  the 
middle  of  the  back  scene  a  glass  door,  through  which  is 
seen  a  view  of  the  sea  and  Genoa.    Daybreak. 

Fiesco  at  the  wxndoio. 

Fiesco.    What  do  I  see!    The  moon   hath  hid   its 

face.    The  morn  is  rising  fiery  from  the  sea.     Wild 

fancies  have  beset  my  sleep,  and  kept  my  soul  convniaed 
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by  oDe  idea.  Let  me  inbale  the  pare,  refreehing  bveexe. 
(Jfe  opens  a  windovi ;  the  city  and  ocean  appear  red  with 
the  tint  of  morning.  Fiksco  walking  up  and  down  the 
room  with  energy.)  I  the  greatest  man  in  Genoa  I  And 
sliould  not  lesser  souls  bow  down  before  the  greater? 
But  is  not  this  to  trample  apon  virtue?  i^Mnaing.) 
Virtue  F  The  elevated  mind  is  exposed  to  other  than 
ordinary  temptations  —  shall  it  then  be  governed  by  the 
ordinary  rules  of  virtue?  Is  the  armor  which  encases 
the  pigmy's  feeble  frame  suited  to  the  giant?  ( The  gun 
rites  over  Genoa.)  This  raajeatic  city  mine !  {^/read- 
ing out  his  arms  as  if  lo  embrace  it.)  To  flame  above  it 
like  the  god  of  day  I  To  rule  over  it  with  a  monarch 
mind  1  To  hold  in  subjeetion  all  the  raging  passions,  all 
the  insatiable  desires  in  this  fathomless  ocean!  'Tis 
certain,  thongh  the  cunning  of  the  thief  ennoble  not  the 
theft,  yet  doth  the  prize  ennoble  the  thief.  It  is  base  to 
filch  a  purse — daring  to  embezsle  a  million,  —  but  it  is 
immeasurably  great  to  steal  a  diadem.  As  guilt  extends 
its  sphere,  the  infamy  decreaaeth.  (A  pause,  then  with 
energy.)  To  obey  !  or  to  command  !  A  fearful  dizzying 
gulf  —  that  absorbs  whate'er  is  precious  in  the  eyes  of 
men.  The  trophies  of  the  conqueror  ^ — the  immortal 
works  of  science  and  of  art  —  the  voluptuous  pleasures 
of  the  epicure  —  the  whole  wealth  encompassed  by  the 
seas.  To  obey  .'  or  to  command  t  To  be,  or  not  to  be  I 
The  space  between  is  as  wide  as  from  the  lowest  depths 
of  hell  to  the  throne  of  the  Almighty.  {In  an  devated 
tone.)  From  that  awful  height  to  look  down  securely 
upon  the  impetuous  whirlpool  of  mankind,  where  blind 
fortune  holds  capricious  sway  !  To  quaff  at  the  fountain- 
head  unlimited  draughts  from  the  rich  cup  of  pleasure  t 
To  hold  that  armed  giant  law  beneath  my  feet  in  leadmg- 
strings,  and  see  it  struggle  with  fruitless  efforts  against 
the  sacred  power  of  majesty!  To  lame  the  stuobom 
passions  of  the  people,  and  curb  them  with  a  playful  rein, 
as  a  skilful  horseman  guides  the  fiery  steed  !  With  a 
breath  —  one  single  breath  —  to  quell  the  rising  pride  of 
vassals,  whilst  the  prince,  with  the  motion  of  his  sceptre, 
can  embody  even  his  wildest  dreams  of  fancy  I  Ah! 
What  UioDghts  are  these  which  transport  the  astounded 
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mind  beyond  its  boundaries!  Prince  I  To  be  for  one 
moment  prince  comprifies  the  easence  of  a  whole  eiiat- 
ence.  'Tia  not  the  mere  stage  of  life  —  but  llie  part  we 
play  on  it  that  gives  the  value.  The  marmurB  which 
compose  the  thunder'a  roar  might  singly  Inll  an  infant  to 
repose  —  but  united  their  trash  can  shake  the  eternal 
vault  of  heaven.  I  am  resolved.  ( Walking  igt  and 
down  majestically.)  JU 

scKNs  m.  ^ 

Fissco ;  Leonora,  entering  wit/i  a  look  of  anxiety. 

Lbonoba.  Pardon  me,  count.  I  fear  I  interrupt  your 
morning  rest. 

FiEsco  {Btept  (nick  with  attonishmejU).  Indeed,  madam, 
you  do  surprise  me  not  a  little. 

Leonora.    That  never  happens  to  those  who  love. 

FiKsco.  Cliarniinp  countess,  you  expose  your  beauty 
to  tlie  rude  breath  of  morning. 

Leonora.  I  know  not  wliy  J  should  preserve  its  small 
remains  for  grief  to  feed  on. 

Fiesco.  Grief,  my  love?  I  thought  that  to  be  free 
from  cares  of  state  was  happiness 

Leonora.  It  may  be  so.  Yet  do  I  feel  that  my  weak 
heart  is  breaking  amidst  this  happiness.  I  come,  sir,  to 
trouble  you  wiui  a  trifling  request,  if  you  can  spare  a 
moments  time  to  hear  me.  Thuse  seven  months  p'ast  I 
have  indulged  the  pleasing  dream  of  being  Countess  of 
Lavi^a.  It  now  has  passed  away  and  left  a  painful 
weight  upon  my  mind.  Amid  the  pleasures  of  my  inno- 
cent childhood  I  must  seek  relief  to  my  disordered  spirits. 
Permit  mc,  therefore,  to  return  to  the  arras  of  my  beloved 
mother 

FiESco  (leith  astonishment).     Countess  ! 

Lbonoka.  My  heart  is  a  poor  trembling  thing  which 
yon  should  pity.  Even  the  least  remembrance  of  my 
visionary  joy  might  wound  my  sickly  fancy.  I  therefore 
restore  the  last  memorials  of  your  kindness  to  their  right- 
ful owner.  {She  lays  some  trinkets  on  the  table.)  This, 
too,  that  like  a  dagger  struck  my  heart  (presenting  a 


tetter).  Tkk,  too  {going  to  nuA  out  of  the  door  in  t«an), 
and  I  will  retain  nothiDg  but  the  wound. 

Fiaaco  {agitatad,  ha^ma  e^ter  and  dataint  htr).  Leo. 
nora !     For  God's  sake,  stay  1 

Leonobx  (/alls  into  his  arms  exhausted).  To  be  your 
wife  was  more  than  I  deserved.  But  she  who  was  your 
wife  deserved  at  least  respect.  How  bitter  Is  the  tongue 
of  calumny.  Uow  tbe  wives  aad  matdens^if  Genoa  now 
look  down  upon  me !  "  See,"  they  say,  "  how  droops  the 
haughty  one  wbeae  vanity  aapired  to  Fieseo ! "  Cruel 
punishment  of  my  prid« !  I  trtumphed  over  my  whole 
aeT  when  Fieseo  led  me  to  the  altu* 

FiBBoa.     Really,  Hadoiuia !    All  thia  is  most  ewpris- 
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KO&A   {(uide).    Ah  !    he  changes  color  —  now  I 

Fresco.  Wait  only  two  days,  countess — then  judge 
my  conduct 

Lkorora.  To  be  sacrificed !  .  Let  me  not  speak  it  in 
thy  chaste  presence,  oh,  thou  virgin  day!  To  be  sacri- 
ficed to  a  shameless  wanton !  I^ook  on  me,  my  husband ! 
Ah,  surely  those  eyes  that  make  all  Genoa  tremble,  must 
hide  themselves  before  a  weeping  woman 

FtBBCo  {extremdy  confused).  No  more,  signora  I  No 
more 

Leonora  {toith  a  melancholy  look  of  reproach).  To 
rend  tlie  heart  of  a  poor  helplesa  woman!  Oh,  it  is  so 
worthy  of  the  manly  sex.  Into  hia  arms  I  threw  myself, 
and  on  his  strength  confidingly  reposed  my  femmine 
weakness.  To  him  I  trusted  the  heaven  of  my  hopes. 
The  generous  man  bestowed  it  on  a 

FiiBco  {interrupling  her,  with  vehemence).  No,  my 
Leonora !     No  I 

Lbonoba.  M^  Leonora!  Heaven,  f  thank  thee  I  These 
were  the  angelic  sounds  of  love  once  more.  I  ought  to 
bate  thee,  faithless  man  I  And  yet  I  fondly  grasp  the 
shadow  of  thy  tenderness.  Hate  (  said  I  f  Hate  Fieseo  ? 
Oh,  believe  it  not !    Thy  perfidy  may  bid  me  die,  but 

caiinot  bid  me  hate  thee.     I  did  not  know  my  heart 

(  7^e  Moor  is  heard  approaching.) 

Fasco.    Leonora  f  grant  ma  one  trifling  favor. 


Lbonora.    Everything,  Fiesco  —  but  indifference. 

FiESCO.  Well,  well  {siffnificantiy).  Till  (ieuoa  be 
two  days  older,  inquire  not!  coodemD  me  not!  (X^odii 
her  politely  to  another  apartment.) 
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FiBBCo  ;  tht  MooB,  entering  hastily. 


Fiesco.     Wbence  come  you  thus  out  of  breath  ? 

Moor.    Quick,  my  lord  ! 

FiESCO.     Has  anything  run  into  the  net? 

MooB.  Read  this  letter.  Am  I  really  here?  MeLhiaka 
Genoa  is  become  shorter  by  twelve  streets,  or  else  my  legs 
have  grown  that  niucb  longer!  Vou  change  color?  Yes, 
yes  —  they  play  at  cards  for  heads,  and  yours  is  the  chief 
stake.     How  do  j-ou  like  it? 

FiEsco  {throws  the  letter  on  the  table  with  horror). 
Thou  woolly-pated  rascal !  How  earnest  thou  by  that 
letter? 

MooB.  Much  in  tbe  same  way  as  your  grace  will  come 
by  the  republic.  Ad  express  was  sent  with  it  towards 
Levanto.  1  smelt  out  the  game ;  waylaid  the  feUow  in  a 
narrow  pass,  despatched  the  fox,  and  brought  the  poultry 
hither 

FiEsco.  HiH  blood  be  on  thy  head  I  As  for  tbe  letter, 
'tis  not  to  be  paid  with  gold. 

Moor.  Yet  I  will  be  content  with  silver  for  it  — 
(seriously,  and  \oith  a  look  of  importance).  Count  of 
Lavaca!  'twas  but  the  other  day  I  sought  your  life. 
Toj^ay  (pointing  to  the  Utter)  I  have  preserved  it.  Now 
1  think  his  lordship  and  the  scoundrel  are  even.  My  far- 
ther service  is  an  act  of  friendship — (presents  another 
letter)  number  two ! 

Fiesco  (receives  it  with  astonishment).    Art  thou  mad? 

Moor.  Number  two  —  (with  an  arrogant  air — At« 
arms  akimbo)  the  lion  has  not  acted  foolishly  in  pardon- 
ing the  mouse.  AIi !  'twas  a  deed  of  policy.  Who  else 
could  e'er  have  gnawed  the  net  with  which  be  WU  sur- 
rounded?    Now,  sir,  how  like  you  that? 

Fiesco.    Fellow,  how  many  devils  hast  thou  in  pay  ? 
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Hook.  Bnt  one,  sir,  at  your  servica ;  and  be  is  in  joar 
graoe'e  keeping. 

Fnaco.  What !  Doria's  own  BigDfttnre  I  Whence 
dost  thoa  bring  tliia  paper? 

HooB.  Freeh  from  the  hands  of  my  Diana.  I  went 
to  her  last  night,  tempted  her  with  your  charming  worda, 
and  still  more  charming  seqnins.  The  last  prevailed. 
She  bade  me  call  early  in  the  morning.  Lomellino  had 
been  there  as  yon  predicted,  and  paid  the  toll  to  his  eoa- 
trahand  heaven  with  this  deposit. 

Fixflco  {indignantly).  Oh,  these  despicable  woman- 
■lavesl  They  would  govern  kingdoms,  and  cannot  keep 
a  secret  from  a  harlot.  By  these  papers  I  learn  that 
Doria  and  his  party  have  formed  a  plot  to  murder  me, 
with  eleven  senators,  and  to  place  Gianettino  on  the 
throne. 

MooK.  Even  90 — and  that  upon  the  morning  of  the 
ducal  election,  the  third  of  this  month. 

Fraeco  {vehemently).  The  night  of  our  enterprise  shall 
smother  that  morning  in  its  very  birth.  Speed  thee, 
Hassan.  My  affairs  are  ripe.  Collect  our  fellows.  We 
will  take  bloody  lead  of  our  adversaries.  Be  active, 
Hassan! 

MooB.  I  have  a  budget  full  of  news  beside.  Two 
thousand  soldiers  are  safely  smuggled  into  the  city.  I've 
lodged  them  with  the  Capuchins,  where  not  even  a  pry- 
ing sunbeam  can  espy  them.  They  burn  with  e^emess 
to  see  their  leader.    They  are  fine  fellows. 

FiEsco.  Each  head  of  them  shall  yield  thee  a  ducat, 
la  there  no  talk  about  my  galleys  ? 

Moos,  Oh,  I've  a  pleasaut  story  of  them,  my  lord. 
Above  four  hundred  adventurers,  whom  the  peace  'twixt 
France  and  Spain  has  left  without  employ,  besouglit 
my  people  to  recommend  them  to  your  grace  to  fight 
against  the  infidels.  I  have  appointed  them  to  meet  tliis 
evening  in  the  palace^oart. 

FiEsco  {pieated).  I  could  almoBtembracethee,rascal. 
A  masterly  stroke  1  Four  hundred,  said'st  thou  ?  Genoa 
is  in  my  power.     Foar  hundred  crowns  are  thine 

MooB  {with  an  air  of  confide/uie).  Eh,  Fiesco  ?  We 
two  will  pull  the  state  in  pieces,  and  sweep  away  the  L&w% 
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M  with  a  beBoin.  You  know  not  how  many  hearty  fel- 
lows I  li.iVL'  among  the  garrieon  ~  lads  that  I  can  reckon 
on  as  surely  as  on  a  trip  to  hetl.  Now  I've  »o  laid  my 
plans  thai  at  each  gate  we  have  among  the  guai-d  at  l<>aBt 
six  of  onr  cfealiires,  who  will  he  enough  to  overcome  th« 
others  by  perenaaion  or  hy  wine.  If  you  wish  to  risk  a 
blow  to-night,  you'll  fiud  the  senliuele  all  drenched  with 
liquor. 

FiBsco.  Peace,  fellow  !  Hitherto  I  have  moved  the 
vast  macliine  alone;  shall  I  now,  at  the  very  goal,  be  put 
to  Bhtime  by  the  greatest  rascal  under  the  aun  ?  Here's 
my  hand  upon  it,  fellow  —  whate'er  the  Covnl  remains 
ind«lrttd  to  thee,  the  Ihtke  shall  pay. 

Moor.  And  here,  too,  is  a  note  from  the  Countesa 
Impartali.  She  beckoned  to  me  from  ber  window,  when 
I  went  up  received  me  graciously,  and  asked  me  ironically 
if  the  CountoRB  of  Lavagna  bntl  not  been  lately  troubled 
with  ilie  fijjIeeTi.  Does  your  grace,  said  I,  inquire  but  for 
one  person  ? 

Fresco  {having  ^-eadthe  letter  throws  it  aside).  Well 
said.    What  auswer  made  she  P 

HooR.  She  answered,  that  she  still  lamented  the  fate 
of  the  poor  bereaved  widow — that  she  was  willing  to  give 
her  satisfaction,  and  meant  to  forbid  your  grace's  at- 
tentions. 

FiESCO  {with  a  sneer).  Which  of  themselves  may  pos- 
sibly cease  sometime  before  the  day  of  judgment.  Is 
that  all  thy  business,  Hassan  ? 

Moor  {irottically).  My  lord,  the  affairs  of  the  ladles 
are  next  to  those  of  state. 

FiEsco.  Without  a  doubt,  and  these  especially.  But 
for  what  purpose  are  these  papers? 

Moor.  To  remove  one  plague  by  another.  These  pow- 
ders the  signora  gave  me,  to  mix  one  every  day  with 
your  wife's  chocolate. 

FiESCO  (startiiiif).     Gave  thee? 

Moor.     Donna  Julia,  Countess  Imperiali. 

FiEsco  {snatching  them  from  him  eageHy).  If  thou 
liest,  rascal,  I'll  hang  thee  up  alive  in  irons  at  the  weather- 
cock of  the  Lorenzo  tower,  where  the  wind  shall  whirl 
tbee  nine  limes  round  with  erery  blast.     The  powders  ? 
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MooB  (inyMtienti^).  I  am  to  give  foar  wite  mixed 
with  her  chocolate.  Such  were  the  orders  of  Donna 
Jnlis  Imperiidi. 

FiEBOO  {enraged).  Monster!  monsterl  This  lovely 
creature !  Is  there  room  for  so  much  helt  within  a 
female  bosom  ?  And  I  forgot  to  thank  thee,  heavenly 
Providence,  that  haa  rendered  it  abortive  —  abortive 
through  a  greater  devil.  Wondrous  are  thy  ways !  (  To 
the  MooK.)     Swear  to  me  to  obey,  and  keep  this  secret. 

JUooR.  Very  well.  The  latter  I  can  afFord  —  she  paid 
me  ready  money. 

FiEsco.  This  note  invites  me  to  her.  I'll  be  with  you, 
madam!  —  and  find  means  to  lure  you  hither,  too.  Now 
haste  tfaee,  with  all  thy  speed,  and  call  together  the  con- 
spirators. 

Moor.  This  order  I  anticipated,  and  therefore  at  mv 
own  risk  appointed  every  one  to  come  at  ten  o'clock 
precisely. 

Fiasco.  I  hear  the  sound  of  footsteps.  They  are  here. 
Fellow,  thy  villany  deserves  a  gallows  of  its  own,  on 
which  no  son  of  Ad»m  was  ever  yet  suspended.  Wait 
in  the  antechamber  till  I  call  for  thee. 

MooK.  The  Moor  has  done  his  work  —  the  Moor  may 
go.  [Exit. 

SCKNB  V. 
FiESco,  Verrina,  Bourgognino,  Calcaono,  Sacco. 

FmsGO  {meeting  them).  The  tempest  is  approaching: 
the  clouds  rush  together.  Advance  with  caution.  Let 
all  the  doors  be  locked. 

Verrina.  Eight  chambers  have  I  made  fastbehind. 
Suspicion  cannot  come  within  a  himdred  steps  of  us. 

BouRG.    Here  is  no  traitor,  unless  our  fear  become  one. 

FiESCo.  Fear  cannot  pass  my  threshold.  Welcome 
he  whose  mind  remains  the  same  as  yesterday.  Be  seat- 
ed.     {They seat  Utemseloee.) 

BouBO.  {toalkittg  up  and  down).  I  care  not  to  sit  in 
cold  deliberation  when  action  calls  upon  me. 

FlBBco.     Genoese,  this  hour  is  eventful. 

Vebbima.    ThoQ  hast  challenged  us  to  consider  a  plan 


for  dethroniDg  the  tjraot.     Dcmiuid  of  oa  —  we  ftre  here 
to  answer  thee. 

FiBSi^o.  First,  then,  a  question  which,  as  it  comes  so 
late,   you    may   think    Btraage.      Who   is  to   fall  1     (A 

UouBU.  (leaning  ooerVisBco^ a  diairf  xeUhan^eprta»ix€ 
look).     The  tyrauts. 

FiBsco.  Well  spoken.  The  tyrants,  I  entreat  you 
weigh  well  the  importance  of  the  word.  Is  he  who 
threatens  the  overthrow  of  liberty — or  he  who  has  it  in 
his  power  —  the  greater  tyrant  ? 

VKfiRiKA.  T)ie  first  I  hate,  I  fear  the  latter.  Let  An- 
drt^as  Doria  fall  I 

Calcagnk  {vfitk  tntotion).  Andreas?  The  old  An- 
dreas !  who  perhaps  to-morrow  may  pay  the  debt  of 
nature 

Sacch.     Andreas?     That  mild  old  man  ! 

FiEsco.  Formidable  is  that  old  man's  mildness,  0  my 
friend  —  the  brutality  of  Gianettino  only  deserves  con- 
tempt. "  liet  Andreas  fall ! "  There  spoke  thy  wisdom, 
Verrina. 

BouRti.  The  chain  of  iron,  and  the  cord  of  silk,  alike 
are  bonds.     Let  Andreas  perish  \ 

FiESCO  (going  to  the  table).  The  sentence,  then  IS 
passed  upon  the  uncle  and  the  nephew.  Sign  it!  {They 
ail  sign.)  The  question  who  is  settled.  How  must  M 
neit  determined.     Speak  first,  Calcagno. 

Calcagno.  We  must  execute  it  either  as  soldiers  or 
assassins.  The  first  is  dangerous,  because  we  must  hftve 
many  confidants.  'Tis  also  doubtful,  because  the  peoples' 
hearts  are  not  all  with  us.  To  act  the  second  our  five 
good  daggers  are  sufficient.  Two  days  hence  high  mass 
will  be  performed  in  the  Lorenzo  Church  —  Iroth  the 
Dorias  will  be  present.  In  the  house  of  God  even  a 
tyrant's  cares  are  lulled  to  sleep.     I  have  done. 

FtE8Ci>  {turning  aicai/).  Calcagno,  your  plan  is  politic, 
but  'tis  detestable.     Raphael  Sacco,  yours? 

Sacco.  Calc^no's  reasons  please  me,  bat  the  means 
he  chooses  my  mind  revolts  at.  Better  were  it  that 
Fiesco  should  invite  both  the  uncle  and  nephew  to  a  feast, 
where,  pressed  on  all  sides  by  the  vengeance  of  the  re- 
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pnblie,  they  miut  Bwallovr  death  at  the  daeger's  point,  or 
in  a  hamper  of  good  Cyprian.  This  method  U  at  least 
convenient. 

FiESC"  (tcitA  horror).  Ab,  Sacco !  What  if  the  jpine 
their  dying  tongues  Hnall  taste  become  for  ns  torments 
of  bnrnmg  pitch  in  hell !  Away  witli  this  advice !  Speak 
thou,  Verrina. 

Vkbrina.  An  open  heart  showa  a  bald  front.  Aseas- 
•ination  degrades  us  to  banditti.  The  hero  advances 
Bword  in  hand.  I  propose  to  give  aloud  the  signal  of  re- 
volt, and  boldly  rouse  tbe  patriots  of  Genoa  to  vengeance. 
(Me  starts  from  hia  seal,  the  others  do  the  same.) 

BouRG.  (em^acing  him).  And  with  armed  hand  wrest 
Fortune's  favors  from  her.  This  is  the  voice  of  honor, 
and  is  mine. 

*  FixBco.  And  mine.  Shame  on  yon,  Genoese !  (to  Sac- 
co and  Calcagno).  Fortune  has  already  done  too  much 
foruB,  letsometbingbe  onrown.     Therefore  open  revolt! 

And  that,  Genoese,  this  very  nirht (Verrina  aW 

BouRGOGXUfo  astonished —  t/te  others  terrijied.) 

Calcagmo.  What !  To-night !  The  tyrants  are  yet 
too  powerful,  onr  force  too  small. 

Sacco.  To-night !  And  nought  prepared  ?  The  day 
is  fast  declining. 

FiBsco.  Tour  doubts  are  reasonable,  but  read  these 
papers.  {He  gives  them  Giannbttino's  papers,  andieatks 
up  and  doufti  with  a  took  of  satis/action,  whilst  they  read 
them  eagerly.)  Now,  farewell,  thou  proud  and  haughty 
star  of  Genoa,  that  didst  seern  to  fill  the  whole  horizon 
with  thy  brightness.  Knowest  thou  not  that  the  majes- 
tic sun  himself  must  quit  the  heavens,  and  yield  his 
sceptre  to  the  radiant  moon?  Farewell,  Doria,  beaute- 
ous star! 


BoDBG.  (after  reading  the  papers).    This  is  horrible. 
Calcagno.    Twelve  victims  at  a  blow ! 
VKHHiTfA.     To-morrow  in  the  senate-house! 
Bomto.    Give  me  these  papers,  and  I  will  ride  with 
tbem  tlu<oi^h  Genoa,  holding  them  np  to  view.    The  very 


stones  will  rise  in  mutiny,  and  even  the  Ao^  will  faoirl 
BgaiiiKt  the  tyrant. 

All.  Revenfje !  K*venge !  Revenge !  This  very 
nigbt ! 

p'lEBCo.  Now  you  have  reached  the  point.  At  sunsH 
1  will  invite  hither  the  principal  nialoontents  —  tho§t 
that  stand  upon  the  bloody  liiit  of  Gianettino !  Besides 
the  Saiiti,  the  GcntiU,  Vivnidi,  Vceodiniari,  all  mortal 
enemies  of  the  house  of  DorJa  ;  but  wtiom  the  tyrant  for- 
got to  feai'.  They,  doubtless,  will  embrace  my  plan  with 
eacerneBB. 

BoDBG.     I  doubt  it  not. 

FiBBCO.  Above  all  things,  we  muet  render  ourBelves 
nmeterB  of  the  sea.  Galleys  and  aeanien  I  have  ready. 
The  twenty  vessels  of  the  Dorias  are  dismantled,  and 
maybe  easily  surpHsed.  The  eutmtoeof  the  inner  bal- 
bor  must  be  blocked  up,  all  hope  of  flight  cut  off.  If  we 
secure  this  point,  all  Genoa  Is  in  our  power. 

Verkika.     Doubtless. 

FiKsco.  Then  we  mast  seize  the  strongest  poets  in  the 
city,  especially  the  gate  of  St.  Thomas,  which,  leadii^  to 
the  harbor,  connects  our  land  and  naval  forces.  Both 
the  Dorias  must  be  surprised  within  their  palaces,  and 
killed.  The  bells  must  toll,  the  cilizcns  be  called  upon 
to  side  with  us,  and  vindicate  the  liberties  of  Genoa.  If 
Fortune  favor  us,  yoa  shall  hear  the  rest  in  the  senate. 

Vebkina.  The  plan  is  good.  Now  for  the  distribu- 
tion of  our  parte. 

FiBBCo  (tignijicantly) .  Genoese,  you  chose  me,  of 
your  own  accord,  as  chief  of  the  conspiracy.  Will  you 
obey  my  further  orders? 

Vbbrina.     Ab  certainly  as  they  shall  be  the  best. 

FiEsro.  Verrina,  dost  tbuii  know  the  principle  of  all 
warlike  enterprise  ?  Instruct  blni,  Genoese.  It  is  sub- 
ordination. If  your  will  be  not  subjected  to  mine  — 
observe  me  well  —  if  I  be  not  the  head  of  the  conspiracy, 
I  am  no  more  a  member. 

Verrina.  A  life  of  freedom  is  well  worth  some  hours 
of  slavery.     We  obey. 

FiESco.  Then  leave  me  now.  Let  one  of  yon  reeon- 
noitre  the  city  and  inform  m£  of  the  ttrength  or  weaknen 
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«f  th«  oeverBl  posts.  Let  soother  find  oat  tbe  mtehword. 
A  third  mnst  s«e  that  th«  galleys  are  in  readiness.  A 
fourth  conduct  the  two  thousand  soldiers  into  mypalace- 
«oart.  I  rnvself  will  make  alt  preparatimu  here  lor  the 
erenioKi  ana  pass  the  interval  perhaps  in  play-  At  nine 
preciieTy  let  all  be  at  my  palace  to  hear  my  final  orders. 
(Jtiftffs  t/ie  bell.) 

Vkbbika.     I  take  the  harbor. 

BoDRG.     1  the  soldiers. 

Calcaoho.    I  will  learn  the  watchword. 

Sacco.    I  will  reconnoitre  Gtenoa.  [^Meeunt. 

SCEKB  VI. 
FlKBCO,  HooB. 

FiBSCO  (seated  at  a  desk,  and  writing).  Did  they  qot 
struggle  against  the  word  subordination  as  the  worm 
against  the  needle  which  transfixes  it  ?  But  'tis  too  late, 
republicans. 

Moor  {entering).    My  lord 

Fiasco  iffivinff  him  a  paper).  Invite  all  those  whose 
names  are  written  liere  to  see  a  play  this  evening  at  my 
palace. 

MooK.  Perhaps  to  aot  a  part,  sod  pay  the  admittance 
witli  their  heads. 

FiKBco  (in  a  kaughti/  and  contemptnoiM  manner). 
When  that  is  over  I  will  no  longer  detain  thee  hei'e  in 
Genoa.  {Going,  throwi  him  a  purse.)  This  is  tliy  last 
employment.  [.fijct';. 

SCBHB   VII. 

MoOB,  alone. 

MooB  {taking  up  the  pwae  slowlf/,  and  lo<Mng  after 
FiKSCO  with  surprim).  Are  we,  then,  on  these  terms  ? 
"I  will  detain  thee  in  Genoa  no  longer."  That  is  to  lay, 
translated  from  the  Christian  langaage  into  my  heathen 
tongue,  "  When  I  am  duke  I  shall  hang  up  my  friend 
the  Moor  upon  a  Genoese  gallows."  Hum  I  He  fears, 
because  I  know  his  tricks,  my  tongne  may  bring  his 
honor  into  dan(^  witm  he  )s  duke.     When  be  u  duke  f 
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Hold,  master  count !  That  event  remainB  to  be  oonsid- 
1  ere>l.  Ah !  old  Doria,  thy  liie  ia  in  my  hniidf.  Thou 
'  art  lost  unless  I  warn  thee  of  tUy  danger.  Now,  if  I  go 
to  him  and  dJBCover  the  plot,  I  save  the  Duke  of  Gienoa 
no  lees  than  his  existence  and  hie  dukedom,  and  gain  at 
le&at  tbiB  hatful  of  gold  for  my  reward.  (&oing,8U^ 
siidJeiilt/.)  But  stay,  friend  Hassan,  thoa  art  going  on  a 
foolish  errand,  Suppose  this  scene  of  riot  is  prevented, 
and  nothing  but  good  is  the  result.  Pshaw!  whatacursed 
trick  my  avarice  would  then  have  played  me  I  Come, 
devil,  help  me  to  make  out  what  promiaes  the  greatest 
mischief;  to  cheat  Fiesoo,  or  to  give  up  Doria  to  the 
dagger.  If  Fiesco  succeed  then  Genoa  may  prosper. 
Away  !  That  must  not  be.  If  this  Dona  escape, 
then  all  remains  as  it  was  before,  and  Genoa  is  quiet. 
That's  still  worse !  At,  but  to  see  these  rebels'  haada 
upon  the  block  !  Hum  !  On  the  other  hand  'twould  be 
acausing  to  behoM  the  illustrious  Doriaa  in  this  evening's 
massacre  the  victims  of  a  rascally  Moor.  No.  This 
doubtful  question  a  Christian  might  perhaps  resolve,  but 
'tis  too  deep  a  riddle  for  my  Moorish  brains.  FIl  go  pro- 
pose it  to  some  learned  man.  [^Sxil. 

Scene  VIII. 

An  apartment  in  the  house  of  the  CovtnsiS  Ihpebuli. 
Jdlia  in  dishabille.    Gianettino  enters,  agitated. 

GiANET.    Good-evening,  sister. 

Julia  {rising).  It  must  be  something  extraordinary 
which  brings  the  crown-prince  of  Genoa  to  his  sister! 

GiANET.  Sister,  you  are  continually  surrounded  by 
butterflies  and  I  by  wasps.  How  is  it  possible  that  we 
should  meet?    Lets  be  seated. 

Julia.     Too  almost  excite  my  curiosity. 

61ANET.     When  did  Fiesco  visit  you  last? 

Julia.  A  strange  qnestion.  As  if  I  burdened  my 
memory  with  such  trifles  ! 

GiANET.    I  must  know  —  positively. 

Jdua.     Well,  then,  he  was  here  yesterday. 

QunsT.    And  behaved  withont  reserve? 


Jm.iA.    Ab  nsnal. 

GiAKET.     As  mucfa  a  coKcomb  as  ever. 

Julia  (offended).     BrotLer ! 

GiANET.  {more  veiiententiy).     I  aay — as  much  ft  CO] 

Julia  {rises,  wit/i  indiffuation).  Sir!  What  do  yo 
take  me  for  ? 

GiAJUKT.  (keeps  his  seal  —  sarcasticaUy).  For  a  mer 
piece  of  woman-flesb,  wrapped  u()  in  a  great  —  grea 
patent  o£  nobility.  This  between  ourselveB  —  there  i 
no  one  by  to  hear  us. 

Julia  (enraged).  Between  oureelveH — you  are  a 
iin pertinent  jackanapes,  and  preBume  upon  the  credit  0 
yonr  uncle.     No  one  by  to  hear  ue,  indeed  ! 

GiAKBT.  Sister!  sister  I  don't  be  angry,  I'm  onl 
merrv  il>ecaii8e  Fieaco  ib  BtilJ  as  much  a  coxcomb  as  evei 
That  a  all  I  wanted  to  know.   Tour  servant (  Going. 

Scene  IX. 
TTi^  former,  Lohkllino,  entering. 

LoHEL.  (lo  Julia,  respectfully).  Pardon  my  bold 
nees,  gracious  )ady.     (  To  Gianettino.)     Certain  affair 

which   cannot   be   delayed (Gianettino   la&ea  Air. 

aside;  Julia  aits  down  angrily  at  the  pianoforte  am 
plays  an  aUegro.) 

GiANET.  (to  LouELLiKo).  Is  everything  prepared  fo 
to-morrow  ? 

LoHEL.  Everything,  prince  —  but  the  courier,  who  wa 
despatched  this  morning  to  Levanto,  is  not  yet  returned 
nor  is  Spinota  arrived.  Should  he  be  intercepted  !  I'd 
much  alanoed 

GuBET.    Fear  nothing.    You  have  that  list  at  hand 

LoifsL.  (enAarrassed).  My  lord  —  the  list?  I  do  no 
know  —  I  must  have  left  it  at  home  in  mv  other  pocket. 

GiANBT.     It  does  not  signify  —  would  that  Spinol: 
were  bat  here.    Fieeco  will  Be  found  dead  in  his  bed. 
have  taketi  measures  for  it. 

LoMKL.    But  it  will  cause  great  consternation. 

GiANXT.  In  that  lies  oar  security.  Common  crime 
but  move  the  blood  and  stir  it  to  revenge:   atrociou 


deeds  freeze  it  with  terror,  and  anoihilste  the  facuUit^  of 
man.  You  know  the  tabled  power  of  Medusa's  head  — 
thoy  wlio  but  looked  on  it  were  turned  to  etone.  Whiit 
may  not  be  done,  my  boy,  before  stoueH  are  warmed  to 
animation  ? 

LoHKL.  Have  you  given  the  eountesti  any  intimation 
of  it? 

GiANKT.  That  would  never  do!  Wo  must  deal  more 
cautiously  with  her  attachment  to  Piesco,  When  she 
shares  the  gweeis,  the  cost  will  soon  be  forgotten.  Come, 
I  expect  troops  this  evening  from  Milan,  and  must  give 
orden  at  the  gates  for  their  reception.  (  7\>  .fULiA.) 
Well,   sitter,    have    you   almost   thrummed    away   your 

.TiTLtA.     Go  I     You're  a  rude  unmannered  creature. 
(GiANKT.,  going,  meets  Fiebco.) 


Tht  former  ;  Pixsco. 

GiAJTKT,  Isteppinff  hack).     Ha! 

FiKsco  (with  politenets).  Prince,  you  spare  me  a  visit 
which  I  was  just  now  about  to  pay. 

GiA^KT.  And  I,  too,  count,  am  pleased  to  meet  you 
here. 

FiKSCO  {approaching  Jolia  cowteovaly).  Your  charnts, 
signora,  always  surpass  expectation. 

Julia.  Fie  !  that  in  another  would  sound  ambiguous 
—  but  I'm  shocked  at  my  dishabille — excuse  me,  count — 
{going). 

FiBsco.  Stay,  my  beauteous  lady.  Woman's  beautv 
is  ne'er  so  charming  as  when  in  the  toilet's  simplest  garlt 
{laughingly).  An  undress  is  her  surest  robe  of  conquest. 
Permit  me  to  loosen  these  tresses 

.TuLiA.  Oh,  how  ready  are  you  men  to  cause  confu- 
sion! 

FiESCO  (irith  a  smile  Co  Gianet),  In  dress,  as  in  the 
state  —  is  it  not  so?  (To  Jtjlia.)  This  ribbon,  too,  ie 
awkwardly  put  on.  Sit  down,  fair  countess  —  your  Lanr.i's 
skill   may  strike  the  eye,  but  cannot  reach  the  heart. 
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Liot  me  play  the  chambermaid  for  onoe.    (She  sits  daw 
he  arranges  her  dress.) 

GiANET.  (aside  to  houKi).    Poor  frivolous  fellow ! 

FiSBco  (engaged  about  her  bosom).  Now  see  —  this 
prudently  conceal.  The  senses  should  alwliys  be  blii 
messengers,  and  not  know  the-  secret  compact  betwei 
nature  and  fancy. 

JuUA.    That  is  trifling. 

FiBSCO.  Not  at  all ;  for,  consider,  the  prettiest  novel 
loses  all  its  zest  when  once  become  famiUar.  Our  sens 
are  but  the  rabble  of  our  inward  republic.  The  not 
live  by  them,  but  elevate  themselves  above  their  lo' 
degenerate  tastes.  {Hamng  adjusted  her  toilety  he  lea 
her  to  a  glass,)  Now,  by  my  honor !  this  must  on  t] 
morrow  be  Genoa's  fashion  —  (politelg)  —  may  I  ha 
the  honor  of  leading  you  so  abroad,  countess  ? 

JuuA.  The  cunning  flatterer !  How  artfully  he  la; 
his  plans  to  ensnare  me.  No  I  I  have  a  headache,  ai 
will  stay  at  home. 

FiBsoo.  Paidon  me,  countess.  You  mag  be  i 
cruel,  but  surely  you  will  not.  To-day  a  company 
Florentine  comedians  arrive  at  my  palace.  Most  of  tl 
Genoese  ladies  will  be  present  this  evening  at  their  p€ 
formance,  and  I  am  uncertain  whom  to  place  in  the  chi 
box  without  offending  others.  There  is  but  one  exp 
dient.  (Making  a  low  bow,)  If  yon  would  condescen 
signora 

JuuA  (Hushing J  retires  to  a  side  apartment),    Laur: 

GiANET.  (approaching  Fiksoo).  Count,  you  rememb 
an  unpleasant  circurastance 

FiBSCO  (interrupting  him),  'Tis  my  wish,  prince,  \ 
should  both  forget  it.  The  actions  of  men  are  regulat< 
by  their  knowledge  of  each  other.  It  is  my  fault  th 
you  knew  me  so  imperfectly. 

GiANBT.  I  shall  never  think  of  it  without  cravii 
your  pardon  from  my  inmost  soul 

FiEsco.  Nor  I  without  forgiving  you  from  my  heart 
core.     (Jttija  rettims^  her  dress  a  little  altered,) 

GlANBT.  Count,  I  just  now  recollect  that  you  a 
going  to  cruise  against  the  Turks 

FiBSCO.     This  evening   we  weigh   anchor.     On   th 


account  I  had  some  apprebenaionH  from  which  my  Mend 
Uoria's  kiodDess  may  deliver  Die. 

GiANKT.  (oite^iouriy).  Most  willingly.  Command 
my  utmost  influeuci; ! 

FiEaco.  The  circumstance  might  cause  a  concourse 
toward  the  harbor,  and  about  my  palace,  which  the  duke 
your  uncle  might  misinterpret. 

GiAMKT.  {in  a  friendly  manner).  I'll  manage  thai  for 
yoQ.  Continue  your  preparations,  and  may  Bucoeae 
attend  your  enterprise  1 

Fiasco  (icilh  a  smile).     I'm  much  obliged  to  you.      ^M 

Scene  XI.  ^ 

The  former —  A  German  of  th«  bodif-gwint. 

GlASET.       Wliat  now? 

Gebuan.  Passing  by  the  gate  of  St.  Thomas  I  ob- 
served a  great  number  of  armed  soldiers  hastening 
towards  the  harbor.  The  galleys  of  the  Count  Fiesco 
were  preparing  for  sea. 

GiANET.     Is  that  all?     Report  it  no  further. 

Gebm.vn.  Very  well.  From  the  convent  of  the  Capu- 
chins, too,  suspicious  rabble  are  pouring,  and  steal  toward 
the  market'place.  From  their  gait  and  appearance  I 
should  suppose  them  soldiers. 

GiASET.  {angrily).  Out  upon  this  fool's  zeal!  (To 
LoMEL.,  aside.)     These  are  undoubtedly  my  Milanese. 

Geeuan.  Does  your  grace  command  that  they  should 
be  arrested  ? 

GiANET.  (aloud  to  Lohel.)  .  Look  to  them,  Lomellino. 
(To  ih€  German.)  Begone!  'Tis  all  well.  (Atide  to 
LouEL.)     Bid  that  German  beast  be  silent. 

\_Exeu,nt  LouEu  and  German. 

FiEBCO  (in  oKOther  part  of  the  room  leitfi  Julia  — 
looka  (oj/^arrfGiANKT.).  Our  friend  Doria  seems  displeased . 
May  I  inquire  the  reason  ? 

GiANKT.     No  wonder.     These  eternal  messages. 

[Eseit  haatiiy. 

Fiesco.  The  play  awaits  us,  too,  signora.  May  I 
offer  you  my  hand  ? 


FIB800.  35A 

JuuA.  St&T,  let  me  take  nty  oloak.  IMa  no  tragedy 
I  hope,  count  f    It  would  haiiot  lae  in  my  dreams. 

FiESCO  {earcasticaUi/),  'Twill  excite  immoderate 
laughter.  \_Se  Aandt  her  o^  —  the  curtain  faU». 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.  —  Night.  The  court  of  Fiaaco's  palace.  7^ 
lamp*  lighted.  Persont  carrying  in  armt.  A  teitM 
o/lhepalace  illuminated.  A  heap  of  arma  on  one  side 
of  the  stage. 

BoirBoooNiNO,  leading  a  hapd  of  soldiers. 

fiouBO,  Halt !  Let  four  eentinels  be  stationed  at  the 
gi-eat  gate.  Two  at  every  door  of  the  palace.  (7%« 
sentinels  take  their  posta.)  Let  every  one  that  chooses 
enter,  but  none  depart.  If  any  one  attempts  to  force  his 
war  run  him  through.  (Ooea  with  the  rest  into  tfie 
palace.     The  sentinels  walk  up  and  down.    A  pause.) 

Scene  II. 
ZEifruBiOHE  entering. 

Sentrteis  at  tbk  Gate  (call  out).    Who  goes  there  f 

Zent.  a  friend  of  Lavngnn.  (Goes  across  the  court 
to  the  palace  on  the  right.) 

Sbntinel  TnERE.  Back  !  (Zent.  starts,  and  goes  to 
the  door  on  the  left.) 

Sentinel  on  the  Left.     Back  1 

Zent.  (stands  still  with  surprise.  A  pause.  TTien 
to  the  Sentinel  on  the  left).  Friend,  which  la  the  way  to 
the  theatre  ? 

SafmwEL.     Don't  know. 

Zent.  (walks  up  and  down  with  increasing  surprise  — 
then  to  the  Sentinel  on  the  right).  Friend,  when  does 
the  play  begin  ? 

Sentinel.     Don't  know. 

Zent.  {astonished,  walks  up  and  down.  Perceives  the 
weapons;  alarmea).    Friend,  what  neao  thete? 


SsxTiNRi..    Don't  know. 

Zknt.  (wraps   himsd/    ttp    in    hit    cloak,    alarmed). 
Strange ! 

Skhtinels   at   tbk   Gatk  (oaUing  out).     Who  goes 
there  ? 

SCEKK   III. 
The  former,  Zibo  entering. 

Zitio.     A  friend  of  Lav^oa. 
Zest.     Zibo,  wliere  are  we  ? 
Zmo.     What  luean  you  F 
Zknt.     Look  around  you,  Zibo. 
Zmo.     Where?     What? 
ZiiNT.     All  the  doors  are  guarded  ! 

Zk-nt.     No  one  that 

Zibo.  Tib  Btrange ! 
Zent.     What  is  It  o'clock  ? 

Zibo.  Past  ei^ht. 


I 


Zknt.  How  bitter  cold  it  is ! 

Zibo.  Eight  was  the  hour  appointed. 

Zent.  {shaking  his  ftead).  'Tis  not  alias  it  should  be 
here. 

Zibo.  Flesco  means  to  jeat  with  us 

Zent.  To-nion-ow  will  be  the  ducal  election.  Zibo, 
all's  not  right  here,  depend  upon  it. 

Zibo.  Hush  .'  hush  ! 

Zent.  The  right  wing  of  the  palace  is  full  of  lights. 

Zibo.  Do  you  hear  nothing? 

Zknt.  A  confused  munnuviiig  within  —  and 

ZiKO.  The  sound  of  clattering  arms 

Zknt,  Horrible !  horrible  ! 

Zibo.  A  carriage —  it  stops  at  the  gate! 

Sentinels  KTTa&G*.T^  (coiling ovt).  Who  goeathere? 

Scene  IV. 

The  former,  four  of  the  Asseeato  family. 

Abbbrato  (entering).     A  friend  of  Fieeco. 
Zibo.    They  are  the  four  AMerati. 
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Zxm.    Ckiod  evening,  friends  I 

AsBEitATO.     We  are  going  to  tbe  pl&f. 

ZiBO.    A  pleasant  journey  to  yoa ! 

AasKKATO.    Are  yon  not  going  alio  P 

Zknt.     Walk  oil.    We'll  just  take  a  breath  of  air  first. 

AssERATO.     'Twill  soon  tiegin.     Com?.     ( Goinff.) 

Sentinel.    Back ! 

AssEBATO.     What  can  this  mean  ? 

Zbht.  (laughing).     To  keep  you  from  the  palace. 

Abbbbato.     Here's  some  nuBtake 

ZiBo.  That's  plain  enough.  (Music  i«  heard  in  the 
right  wing,) 

AsBEBATO.  Do  you  hear  the  symphony  ?  The  comedy 
is  going  to  begin. 

Sent.  I  thtnk  it  has  b^^n,  and  we  are  acting  our 
parte  as  fools. 

ZiBO.     I'm  not  over  warm  —  I'll  return  borne. 

Abberato.     Arms  here,  too  ? 

ZiBO.     Poh !     Mere  play-house  articles. 

Zent.  Shall  we  stand  waiting,  like  ghosts  upon  the 
banks  of  Acheron  P  Come,  let  us  to  a  tavern  !  (^AU  six 
go  toteards  the  gate.) 

SsnTiUKLs  (caUing  loudly).     Back  I     Back! 

Zent.     Death  and  tbe  devil  1    We  are  caught . 

ZiBO.     My  Bword  ahall  open  a  paaa^e  ! 

AssEBATO.      Put    it    up  1      The    count's    a    man    of 

ZiBo.  We  are  sold  I  betrayed  1  The  comedy  was  a 
bait,  and  we're  caught  in  a  trap. 

Abskbato.  Heaven  forbid  I  And  yet  I  tremble  for 
tbe  event. 

SCSKK  V. 

7%^former  —  Vebbina,  Sacco,  and  KoBLse. 

SenHnels.     Who  goea  there? 

Yebbina.  Friends  of  the  house.  {Seeen  Noblkb 
eater  vith  him.) 

ZtBO.  These  are  his  confidants.  Now  all  will  be 
explained. 

Sacoo  {in  contKTsation  with  Verbina).    'Tis  as  I  told 


you ;  Lascaro  is  on  guard  at  the  St.  Thoutu'  gUe,  tbe 
biest  otiii-er  of  Doria,  and  blindly  devoted  to  biin. 

Vkkrina.     I'm  giad  of  it. 

Ziiiu  (to  Vkhrisa).  Verrina.  you  ooiue  opportunely 
to  clear  up  tliu  mystery. 

VicaBiNA.     How  BO?     What  mean  you  y 

Zbst.     Wt!  are  invited  to  a  comedy, 

Verbina.    Then  we  are  yutng  the  same  way. 

Z&ifT.  [inqnUieiUly).  Yea  —  the  way  of  all  neah.  You 
see  the  doors  are  guarded.      Why  guard  the  doore  V 

ZiBo.     Why  these  seDtinels  F 

Zbxt.  We  stand  here  like  criminals  beneath  the 
gallows. 

Verki\a.     The  count  will  come  himself. 

Zekt.  'Twere  well  if  bo  csiae  a  little  faster.  My 
patience  begins  to  fail.  (AH  Che  NunLES  ioaVe  vp  ana 
ilow/i  in  the  biKki/rouiid.) 

BouKu.  {coiiiiiii/  out  of  the  indace,  lo  Veueima).  How 
goes  it  in  the  harbor  ? 

Vgbbina.     They're  all  safe  on  board. 

BouBQ.    The  j>alaoe  is  full  of  soldiers. 

Yerrina.     'Tis  almost  nine. 

BoiTRi].     The  count  is  long  in  coming. 

Verrina.  And  yet  too  quick  to  gain  bis  wishes. 
Bourgognino  !     There  ts  a  thought  that  freeze!  me. 

BouRu.     Father,  be  not  too  hasty. 

Yerhixa.  It  is  impossible  to  be  too  hasty  where  delay 
is  fatal.  I  must  commit  a  second  murder  to  justify  the 
first. 

BouRO.     But  — when  most  Fiesco  fall? 

Vkkbina.     Wlicn  Genoa  is  free  Fiesco  dies  I 

Skntij(el8.     Who  goes  there? 

SCENK  VI. 

The  former,  Fiebco. 

Fiesco.  A  friend  1  (The  Nobles  Ixne — the  Senti- 
NELs  present  their  arms.)  Welcome,  my  worthy  guests! 
You  must  have  been  displeased  .it  my  long  abseoce. 
Pardon  me.     (InaioiovoiceloVvMaiSA.)    Ready? 
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VKBBnTA  (tn  the  tame  manner).    As  yon  winb. 

FlEBCO  (to  BOVBOOUNIXO).     Aocl  you  F 

BouRO.    Quite  prepared. 

F1E8C0  (to  Sac<,o).    And  yon  ? 

Sacco.     All's  rigltt. 

F1E8CO.     And  Calcagno? 

Bousu.     Ib  not  yet  arrived. 

FiKBCo  (alofidto  the  Sentiskls).  Make  fast  the  gates  t 
(J5ft  taJret  off  kia  liat,  and  steps  /vnnard  with  dignity 
towards  the  assembly.)  My  friends  —  I  have  invited  yon 
hither  to  a  play  —  not  as  spectators,  but  to  allot  to  each 
a  rart  therein. 

Long  enough  have  we  borne  the  insolence  of  Gianettino 
Doris,  and  the  nsurpation  of  Andreas.  My  friends,  if  we 
would  deliver  Grenoa,  no  time  is  to  be  lust.  For  what 
purpose,  think  you,  are  those  twenty  galleys  which  heset 
onr  harbor?  For  what  purpose  the  alliances  which  the 
Dorias  have  of  late  concluded  ?  For  what  purpose 
the  foreign  forces  which  they  have  collected  even  in  the 
heart  of  Genoa?  Murmurs  and  execrations  avail  no 
longer.  To  save  all  «'e  must  dare  all.  A  desperate  dis- 
ease  reijuires  a  desperate  remedy.  Is  there  one  base 
enough  in  this  assembly  to  oM-n  nn  equal  tor  his  master? 
(Murmvrs.)  Here  is  not  one  whose  ancestors  did  not  watch 
around  the  cradle  of  infant  Genoa.  What  !  —  in  Heaven's 
name!  —  what,  I  ask  you,  have  these  two  citizens  to 
boast  of  that  they  could  urge  their  daring  flight  so  far 
above  our  head  ?  (fncreaeing  murmtirs.)  Every  one  of 
you  is  loudly  called  u]>on  to  fight  for  the  cause  of  Genoa 
against  its  tyrants.  No  one  can  surrender  a  hair's- 
breadth  of  his  rights  without  betraying  the  soul  of  the 
whole    state.      (Interrupted  by    violent    commotions  he 

"•■) 


Yon  feel  your  wrongs  —  then  everything  is  gained.  I 
have  already  paved  your  way  to  glory  —  Genoese,  will 
yon  follow  f  I  am  prepared  to  lead  you.  Those  signs 
of  war  which  you  just  now  beheld  with  horror  should 
awaken  your  heroism.  Your  anxious  shuddering  must 
warm  into  a  glorious  zeal  that  yon  may  unite  your  efforts 
with  this  patriotic  band  to  overthrow  the  tyrant.  Suc- 
ess  will  crown  the  enterprise,   for  all  our  preparations 


ai't.'  well  arranged.  The  cause  is  just,  for  G^noa  suffers. 
The  attempt  will  render  us  imraortal,  for  it  is  vast  and 
glorious 

Zent.  (vehemently,  and  agitated).  li^ougti  I  Genoa 
shall  be  freu!  Be  this  our  shout  of  onset  agaiust  hell 
itself ! 

Zifio.  And  may  he  who  is  not  roused  by  it  paut  at  the 
slavish  oar  till  the  last  trumpet  break  hia  chains 

Fiifsi.'O.  Spoken  like  men.  Now  you  deserve  to  know 
the  danger  that  hung  over  yourselves  and  Genoa,  ( Given 
thtih  the  papers  of  the  Mooa.)  Lights,  soldiers  I  ( T/ie 
nijfilen  croird  about  the  lights,  and  read — FiESCo  uside  to 
ViCRKiNA.)     Friend,  it  went  as  I  could  wish. 

Verkina.  Be  not  too  certain.  Upon  the  left  I  saw 
uouDtenances  that  grew  pale,  and  knees  that  tottered. 

Zknt.  (enraged).  Twelve  senators !  Infernal  villony  1 
Seize  each  a  sword !  (.'Iff,  except  two,  eugerly  tuke  up  the 
weapons  ttiut  lie  in  readiness.) 

ZiLio.     Thy  name,  too,  Bourgognino,  is  written  there. 

BovRii.  Ay,  and  if  Heaven  permit,  it  shall  be  written 
tOHJay  upon  the  throat  of  Gianettino. 

Zent.    Two  swords  remain 

ZiBO.     Ah  1     What  sayest  thou? 

ZsNT.    Two  amongst  us  have  not  taken  swords. 

AssERATO.  My  brothers  catmot  bear  the  sight  of 
blood  —  pray  spare  them  ! 

Zkst.  (De/teiHeiitl;/).  What!  Not  a  tyrant's  blood! 
Tear  them  to  pieces  —  cowards !  Let  such  bastards  be 
driven  from  the  republic !  (■S'orne  of  the  assembly  attack 
the  two  Abskrati.) 

FiEsco  (restraining  them).  Cease  !  Shall  Genoa  owe 
its  liberty  to  slaves?  Shall  our  pure  gold  be  debased  by 
this  alloy  ?  (lie  disengages  th-nn.)  Gentlemen,  you  must 
be  content  to  take  up  your  abode  within  my  palace  until 
our  buHinesB  be  decided.  (To  the  sentinels.)  These  are 
your  prisoners ;  you  answer  for  their  safety !  Guard 
thim  with  loaded  arms,  (  77iey  are  led  off —  a  knocking 
heiird  tit  the  gale.) 

Senti.vel,     Who  is  there? 

Cal'-aun'o  (tcithovt,  eagerly).  Open  the  gatel  A 
friend  !  fur  God's  sake,  open  I 


BovBG.    It  is  Calo^DO  —  heareoB  I    Whst  obd  tfaia 
FiBSOO.    Open  the  gate,  soldiers. 


77te  former  —  Calcaoho,  om*  of  brtaA. 

Calcaoko.  All  is  loBl !  all  is  lost  t  Fly,  every  <Hie  that 
can! 
'      BOOBO.     What'a   lost?      Have   they   flesh   of    brass? 
Are  our  swords  made  of  rushes  ? 

FixBco.    CoDsider,  Calcagno !     An  -error  now  is  fatal. 

Calcaqro.  We  are  betraved !  Yonr  Moor,  Lavama, 
is  the  rascal !  I  come  from  trie  senate-house.  He  had  au 
audienoe  of  the  dake. 

VXBBiNA  (with  a  reaolute  tone,  to  the  eeTiiinela).  Soldiers  I 
let  me  rush  upon  your  halbertB !  I  will  not  perish  by  the 
hangman's  hands.  (The  asBemily  show  marks  of  con- 
fkuion.) 

FiKBCO  (mthSrmness).  What  are  you  about?  'Sdeath, 
CalcagDO !  Friends,  'tis  a  false  alarm.  ( To  Calcaqno, 
aside!)  Woman  that  thou  art  to  tell  these  boys  this  tale. 
Thou,  too,  Verrina?  and  thou,  Bourgognino?  Whither 
wonldst  thou  go  ? 

BouRG.  Home  —  to  kill  my  Bertha  —  and  then  return 
to  fall  with  thee. 

Fis&co  (bursting  into  a  loud  Ian ffh).  Stay  I  stay  I  Is 
this  the  valor  that  should  punish  tyrants  ?  Welt  didst 
thou  play  tl)y  part,  Caloagno.  Did  none  of  yon  perceive 
that  this  alarm  was  my  contrivance?  Speak,  Calcagno? 
Was  it  not  my  order  that  yon  should  put  these  Romans 
to  this  trial  ? 

Versina.  Well,  if  you  can  laugh  I'll  believe  you  — 
or  never  more  think  you  man. 

Fixsco.  Sbame  on  you,  men !  to  fail  in  such  a  boyish 
trial!  Resume  your  arms  —  you  must  fight  like  lions  to 
atone  for  this  disgrace.  (Aside  to  Calcaoso.)  Were 
you  there  yourself?  « 

Calcagso  (Ioib).  I  made  my  way  among  the  guards 
to  hear,  as  whs  my  business,  the  watchword  from  the 
duke,     As  I  was  returning  the  Moor  was  brought 


FIKj-CO. 


PtBflco  (aloud).  Ho  the  old  man  ia  gone  to  bed  — 
wi'll  drum  hirn  out  of  his  feathers.  (Ziow.)  Did  lie 
talk  long  with  tlie  (Itike? 

Cai.cagno  {low).  My  sudden  fright  and  your  impcnd- 
JDS  danger  drove  me  away  in  haste 

p'iKsco  (aloud).   See  how  our  countrymen  still  trembie, 

CAtcAONO  (aloud).  You  should  have  carried  on  tlie 
jest.  (Lout.)  For  God's  sake,  friend,  what  will  Miis 
artifice  avail  ns? 

J'lEfico.  'Twili  gain  us  time,  and  dissipate  the  first " 
panic.  (Aloud.)  Ho!  bring  wine  here!  (Lour.)  Did 
the  (iuke  turn  pate?  (Aloud.)  Well,  brotliers,  let  us 
drink  success  to  this  night'et  entertainment.  (Loie.)  Did 
the  duke  turn  pale  ? 

Calc'agso.      The  Moor's   first  word  must  liave  been 


conspiracy ;  for  the  old 


1  started   back 


pale 


1 !  the  devil  is  an  artful  coun- 

or  was  cunning,  he  betrayed 

at  his   throat.      Now  he   is 

brotight,  he  dritt&a  to  the 


FiESCO  (confused).  Hur 
eellor.  Culcagno — the  M( 
nothing  till  the  knife  was 

indeed  their  savior.     ( Win^  ...  ■,.  „.vj,,..,,  ..^ _.„  .„  ..... 

ateeniMy.)     Comrades,  success  I     (A  knocking  is  heard ) 

Sentisels.     Who  is  without  P 

A  Voice.  The  guard  of  the  duke's.  (The  Nobleb 
rush  about  the  court  in  despair.) 

FiESto  (stepping  forirard).  Oh,  my  friends!  Be  not 
alarmed!  lam  here  —  quick,  remove  these  arms  —  be 
men.  I  entreat  you — this  visit  makes  me  hope  that 
Andreas  still  doubts  onr  plot.  Retire  into  the  palace: 
recall  your  spirits.  Soldiers,  throw  open  the  gate  I 
(They  retire,  the  gates  are  opened.) 

Scene  VIII. 
Fie  SCO  (as  i/ coming  from  the  palace).      T^ree  Gbb- 
MAN  Soldiers  Irriuging  the  Moon,  hound. 
FiES<;o.     Who  calls  me? 
Ger.iian.s.     Bring  us  to  the  count ! 
FiESCO.     The  count  is  here,  who  wnnts  me? 
German   (presenting   his    arms).     Greeting   from  the 
duke !  —  he  delivers  up  to  your  grace  this  Uoor  in  chaina, 


who  bad  basely  slandered  yoa:  tbe  rest  tiiis  note  w 
tell. 

FiKsco  (takes  it  with  an  air  of  indifference).  Havi 
not  threatened  thee  already  with  the  galleys?  (To  I 
Gebhah.)  Very  well,  my  friend,  my  respects  to  t 
dake. 

TAooK  (hallooing  aJUrtfiem).  Mine,  too  —  and  tell  t 
duke  had  he  not  employed  an  SSB  for  his  messenger 
would  hflve  learned  that  two  thoneand  soldiers  are  <k 
cealed  within  these  palace  trails. 

{^Sceeunt  Oebbuits,  the  Nobles  retu\ 

Scene  IX, 

Febsco,  the  CoKSPiKATOKB,  MooB  (looking  at  them 
ttnconcemed). 

The  CoifBPiBATOBB  (shiiddefinff  at  the  sight  of  i 
Moor).    Ha !  what  means  this  ? 

FrsBco  (after  reading  the  note  with  auppreesed  ange 
Genoese,  the  danger  is  paet — but  the  conspiracy 
likewise  at  an  end 

Verbina  (aHoniahed).    What !     Are  the  Dorias  dea 

FiEsco  (violently  agitated).  By  heavens!  I  was  p 
pared  to  enconnter  the  whole  force  of  the  republic,  I 
not  this  blow.  This  old  nerveless  man,  with  his  pen,  an 
Iiitates  three  thousand  soldiers  (hie  hands  sink  dow 
Doria  overcomes  Fiesco ! 

BouBu.     Speak,  count,  we  arc  amazed  1 

PtKsro  (reading).  *'Lavagna,  your  fate  re«emb 
mine;  benevolence  is  rewarded  with  ingratitude.  T 
Moor  informs  me  of  a  plot^:  I  send  him  hack  to  yoB 
chains,  and  shall  Bleep  to-nig1it  without  a  guard.'  (. 
drops  the  paper  —  the  rest  look  at  each  other.) 

Vkreisa.     Well,  FicK^o? 

FiRBco  (with  dignity).  Shall  I>oria  surpass  me 
magnanimity  ?  Shall  the  race  of  Fieaco  want  this  c 
virtne  7  No,  by  my  honor  —  disperse  —  I'll  go  and  o' 
the  whole 

Vebrina  (stopping  Mm).  Art  thon  mad  ?  Was,  thi 
onr  enterprise  some  thievish  act  of  villany?  Was  it  r 
onrooun^'s  cause?    Was  Andreas  the  object  of  t 
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hatred,  and  not  the  tyrant?  Stay!  I  arrest  tbae  H  a 
traitor  to  thy  country. 

Conspirators.     Bindiiim!  throw  him  down! 

Fdisco  (gnatching  up  hi»  sword,  and  making  way 
through  them).  Gently  !  Who  will  be  the  first  to  throw 
the  cord  around  the  tiger  ?  See,  Genoese,  —  I  stand  here 
at  liberty,  aud  might  force  my  way  with  ease,  had  I  the 
will  —  but  I  will  stay  —  I  have  other  thoughts 

BouKG.    Are  they  thoughta  of  duty  ? 

FiEsoi  (hanghtUy).  Ha!  boy!  learn  first  to  know 
thy  own — and  towards  me  restrain  that  tongue!  Be 
appeased,  Genoese,  —  onr  plana  remain  unaltered,  {To 
the  MoOB,  whose  cords  he  cuts  with  a  sword).  Thoii  haet 
the  merit  of  causing  a  noble  act  —  flv  '■ 

Calcagho  (enm^erf).  What?  Shall  that  scoundrel 
live, —  he  who  lise  betrayed  as  all? 

PiEsco.  Live  —  though  he  liaa  frightened  you  all. 
Rascal,  begone  !  See  that  tliou  turn  thy  back  qiiiclcly  on 
Genoa;  iest  some  one  immolate  thee  to  the  manes  of  his 

Moor.  So,  then,  the  devil  does  not  forsake  his  friendfl. 
Your  servant,  gentlemen!  I  see  that  Italy  does  not 
produce  my  halter;  I  must  seek  it  elsewhere. 

\^Exit,  laughing. 

SCENR   X. 

FiEBco,  CosspmATOKs.     Snter  Skevant. 

Servant.  The  Countess  Imperiali  has  already  asked 
three  times  for  your  grace. 

FiKBro.  Ha!  then  the  comedy  must  indeed  begin  I 
Tell  her  I  come  directly.  Desire  my  wife  to  hasten  to 
the  concert-room,  and  there  remain  concealed  behind  the 
tapestry.  {J-Jj^t  Servant.)  In  these  papers  your 
several  stations  are  appointed :  let  each  but  act  his  part, 
the  plan  is  perfect.  Verriria  will  lead  the  forces  to  the 
harbor,  and  when  the  ships  are  seized  will  fire  a  shot  as 
a  signal  for  the  general  attack.  I  now  leave  you  upon 
important  business;  when  you  hear  the  bell  oomc  all 
together  to  ray  concert-room.  Meanwhile  enjoy  my 
Cyprian  wine  within.     (They  depart  into  ihejxuaae.) 
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SOBNB  XL 

Lbokoba,  Ababslla;  and  Rosa. 

Lbonoba.  Fiesco  promised  to  meet  me  here,  a 
comes  not.  Tis  past  eleven.  The  sound  of  arms  a 
men  rings  frightfully  through  the  palace,  and  no  Fief 
comes. 

Rosa.  You  are  to  conceal  yourself  behind  the  tap 
try  —  what  can  the  count  intend  ? 

Lbonoba.  He  directs  and  I  obey.  Why  should 
fear  ?  And  yet  I  tremble,  Arabella,  and  my  heart  bei 
fearfully  with  apprehension.  For  heaven's  sake,  dams< 
do  not  leave  me. 

Ababella.  Fear  nothing;  our  timidity  subdues  c 
curiosity. 

Lbonoba.  Where'er  I  turn  my  eyes  strange  sha| 
appear  with  hollow  and  distracted  countenances.  Who 
soever  I  address  trembles  like  a  criminal,  and  withdra 
into  the  thickest  gloom  of  night,  that  fearful  refuge  ol 
guilty  conscience.  Whate'er  they  answer  falls  from  t 
trembling  tongue  in  doubtful  accents.  Oh,  Fiesco !  wl 
horrid  business  dost  thou  meditate?  Ye  heavei 
powers !  watch  over  my  Fiesco ! 

Rosa  {alarmed).  Oh,  heavens  I  what  noise  is  tl 
without? 

Ababella.     It   is  .the   soldier  who   stands    there 
sentinel.      (  7%6#Sentinel    without    caUs^  ^^Who  g\ 
there?'') 

Leoxoba.  Some  one  approaches.  Quick !  behind  t 
curtain.     (  They  cancecU  themselves,) 

SOENB  XII. 
Julia  and  Fiesco,  in  conversation. 

Julia  (much  agitated).  Forbear,  count !  Your  p 
sion  jmeets  no  longer  an  indifferent  ear,  but  fires  t 
raging  blood — where  am  I?  Naught  but  seduci 
night  is  here !  Whither  has  your  artful  tongue  lui*ed  i 
unguarded  heart  ? 

Fixsco.  To  this  spot  where  timid  love  grows  bo 
mid  wber^  emotions  mingle  unrestrained. 
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Julia.     Hold,  Fiesco!     For  Heaven's  sake  no  nr 

'is  the  tbick  veil  of  iiiglit  alone  which  covei-s  the  bum-<^ 
blushes  on  my  cheeks,  else  wouldst  thou  pity  me.  t 

Rather,  Julia,  thy  blushes  would  inflame  my 
and  iirgL'  them  to  their  utmost  hbight.     {^Klsait  i 
"her  hand  eagerly.)  ^ 

Julia.  Thy  couiiienance  is  glowing  as  thy  wonlel  , 
All!  and  rny  own,  too,  burns  with  guilty  fire,  Henee,  t  , 
entreat  thee,  hence  —  let  us  seek  the  liglit !  The  tempt-  I 
iiig  darkness  might  lead  astray  the  escited  senses,  and  in  J 
the  absence  of  the  modest  day  might  stir  them  to  ri«lJ 
hellion.     Haste,  I  conjure  thee,  leave  this  solitude!  J 

FiKsco  (more  pressing).  Why  bo  alarmed,  my  lovsf  iJ 
Shall  the  mistress  fear  her  ^ave? 

Julia.  O  man,  eternal  paradox!  then  are  you  truly 
conquerors,  wlien  you  bow  as  captives  before  oar  8elf- 
coni-eil.  Shall  I  confess,  Fiesco?  It  was  rny  vice  alone 
that  could  protect  my  virtue — my  pii-Ic  iilnne  ili-lied 
your  artifices  —  thus  far,  my  principles  prevailed,  and  all 
your  arts  were  foiled — but  in  despair  of  every  othersuit 
you  made  appeal  to  Julia's  passion  —  and  here  my 
principles  deserted  me 

FiEflco  ivoith  levity).    And  what  loss  was  that  ? 

Julia  (fci(/i  anotion).  If  I  betray  the  safegnards  of  mv 
honor,  that  thou  mayest  cover  me  with  shame  at  wil!, 
what  have  I  less  to  lose  than  all?  •  WonUlst  thou  know 
more,  scoffer?  Shall  I  confess  that  th^'hole  secret  wis- 
dom of  our  sex  is  but  a  sorry  ])recaution  for  the  defence 
of  this  weak  fortress,  which  in  the  end  is  the  sole  object  of 
assault  by  all  your  vows  and  protestations,  and  which  (I 
blush  to  own  it)  is  ao  willingly  surrendered  — so  often  be- 
trayed to  the  enemy  upon  the  first  wavering  of  virtue? 
That  woman's  whole  art  is  enlisted  in  fortifying  a  defence- 
less position,  just  as  in  chess  the  pieces  move  and  form  a 
breastwork  round  the  defenceless  king?  —  surprise 
the  latter  —  check-mate!  and  the  whole  board  ts  thrown 
into  confusion.  {AJier  a  pnu^e  —  inith  tnmes^iMs), 
behold  the  pietut^  of  our  boasting  weakness.  Be 
generous,  Fiesco! 

I-'iESCO.  And  yet,  my  Julia — where  could'st  thon 
J't'.'itow  this  treasure  belter  than  on  my  endless  passion  ? 
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JuiJA.  Certainly,  nowhere  better,  and  nowhere  worse  f 
Tell  me,  Fieeoo,  how  lon^  will  thin  endleas  paaeioD 
endure?  Bat,  alas!  I've  risked  too  mnoh  already  now 
to  hesitate  at  staking  my  last.  I  trnsted  boldly  to  my 
charms  to  captivate  thee  —  to  preserve  thy  love,  I  fear 
they'll  prove  too  weak.  Fie  upon  me  !  —  what  am  I 
uttering?     (Hides  her  Jhce  loith  her  hands.) 

FlEsco.  Two  sins  in  one  breath.  Mistrust  in  my 
taste,  and  treason  against  the  sovereignty  of  your  charms? 
Which  of  the  two  is  the  most  difEcult  to  forgive? 

JvLiA  (in  a  Iremuious,  imploring  tone).  Falsehood  is 
the  armory  of  hell  I  Fiesco  needs  not  this  to  gun  his 
Julia.  {She  Minks  exhattaUd  on  a  »ofa :  qfier  a  pause  — 
tnerffeticaUy.)  Hear,  Fiesco  I  One  word  more.  When 
we  know  our  virtue  to  be  in  safety,  we  are  heroines ;  in 
its  defence,  no  more  than  children  ;  (fiaeing  her  eyes  on 
him  wildly)  —  furies,  when  we  avenge  it.  Hear  me! 
Should'st  thou  strike  me  to  the  heart  with  coldness 

FiEBCo  (aseuming  an  angri/  lone).  CoMness  ?  cold- 
iK-m  ?  Heavens  !  What  does  the  iosatiable  vanity  of 
woman  look  for,  if  she  even  doubt  the  man  who  lies 
prostrate  at  her  feet  ?  Ha  !  my  spirit  is  awakened  ;  my 
eyes  at  length  are  opened.  (  With  an  air  of  coldness.) 
What  was  this  mighty  sacnfice  ?  Man  dearly  purchases 
a  woman's  highest  favors  by  the  slightest  degradation  ! 
(Bowing  ceremoniously.)  Take  courage,  madam  I  you 
are  safe. 

Jdua  (teilh  astonishment).  Count  I  what  sadden  change 
is  this? 

Frasco  (with  great  indifference).  True,  madam  I  You 
judge  moat  rightly ;  we  both  have  risked  our  honor. 
(Bowing  ceremoniously.)  I  will  await  the  pleasure  of  yonr 
compuiy  among  my  guests.     ( Qoing.) 

JtTLiA  (stops  him).  Stay !  art  thou  mad  ?  Must  I, 
then,  declare  a  passion  which  the  whole  race  of  men, 
upon  their  knees,  should  not  eitort  from  my  inflexible 
pride?  Alas!  in  vain  the  darkness  strives  to  hide  the 
blushes  which  betray  my  guilt.  Fiesco  —  I  wound  the 
pride  of  all  my  sex  —  my  sex  will  all  detest  me  —  Fiesco 
—  I  adore  thee  —  (falls  at  his  feet). 

FlKSOO  (steps  back  without  raising  her,  laughing  with 


exultation).     That  I   «m  aorry  for,  signora — (rings  ifw 
bdl  —  ifriiv-n  the  tape^frUf  and  discover»  hEonon a).  Hero 
ifl  my  wUq  —  :in  angc^l  of  a  woman  !  (Mmbracitig  Iter.) 
Julia  {with  i%  shriek).    Unheard-ot  treachery!  jL 

ScsNE  XIII.  ■? 

7%e  Conspirators,  entering  in  a  Ixxiy  —  Ladixs  on  the 
other  gifle  —  Fncsco,  Julia,  cum  LEOifORA. 

Leonoba.     Oil,  my  husband,  that  was  too  cruel ! 

FiESco.  A  wi(.-ked  heart  deserved  no  less.  I  owed 
this  satisfaction  to  your  tears.  {To  the  company.)  No, 
my  friends  —  I  am  not  wont  on  every  slight  oceasion  to 
kindle  into  passion.  The  follies  of  mankind  amuse  me 
long  ere  they  excite  my  anger ;  but  this  woman  merits' 
my  whole  rfsifnlinenl.  Bfhold  ibe  )iitisiiii  whtrh  Khe  harl 
mmgied  for  my  beloved  Leonora.  {Shotes  the  poison  to 
the  company  —they  start  with  horror.) 

SvLik  {biting  her  lips  ioilh  rage).  Giood !  Good!  Very 
good,  sir!     {Ooing.) 

FiEBCO  {leads  her  back  by  the  arm).  You  mnst  have 
patience,  madam;  something  else  remains.  My  friends, 
perhaps,  would  gladly  learn  why  I  debased  my  reason 
with  the  farce  of  love  for  Genoa's  silliest  coquette. 

Julia  (starting  np).  It  is  not  to  be  borne.  But  tremble! 
Doria  rules  in  Genoa,  and  I  am  Doria's  sister 

FiESCO.  Poor,  indeed,  if  that  be  yonr  only  sting! 
Enow  that  Fiesco  of  Lavajjna  lias  changed  the  diadem 
of  your  illustrious  brother  for  a  halter,  and  means  this 
night  to  hang  the  thief  of  the  republic.  {She  is  struck 
loith  terror —  he  continues  with  a  sarcastic  laugh.)  Ha ! 
that  was  unexpected.  And  do  you  see,  madam, 'twas  for 
this  purpose  that  I  tried  to  blind  the  eyes  of  the  Doriaa.  For 
this  I  assumed  a  mock  passion — pointing  to  Julia.) 
For  this  I  cast  away  this  precious  jewel  —  {pointing  to 
Lkonora);  and  by  shining  bait  ensnared  my  prey.  I 
thank  you  for  your  complaisance,  signora  —  (Co  Julia;) 
and  resign  the  trappings  of  my  assumed  character. 
{Delivers  her  the  miniature  with  a  botp.) 

Leoxora  {to  FiKSCO,  in    a  suj^icating  tone).     She 


^^^^Dfl 

PIESCO.                                                  3( 

weepB,  my  Lodovico.  May  year  Leonora,  treiiiblin 
entreat  you  ? 

JiruA  (enraged,  io  Lkokoba).  Silence,  detesU 
woman ! 

FiKBCO  {to  a  Servant).  Be  polite  to  my  frien* 
escort  this  lady.  She  hae  a  mind  io  Bee  my  priso 
chamber  —  take  care  that  none  approach  to  incommo* 
her.     The   night   air    is  blowing   Bomewhat  keenly,  tl 

storm  which  rives  the  houae  of  Dorla  may,  percliaiic 
ruffle  the  lady's  head-dress. 

Julia.  Curses  on  thee,  blacky  detested  hypocriti 
(Enrayed,  to  Leonora,)  R«joic^  not  at  thy  triumpl 
He  will  destroy  thee  also,  and  himself — and  then  A 
spair !     {Ruikiny  out !  ) 

FtBsco  (to  the  ffueets).  Yon  were  witnesses ;  let  yoi 
report  in  Genoa  preserve  my  honor.  ( To  the  Conbpib 
TOBs.)  Call  OQ  me  as  soon  as  the  cannon  gives  tl 
signal.     (Alt  the  fftteets  retire.) 

SCENK  XIV. 
Lbomoka  and  Fiebco. 

hicoyoRA  {approaching  with  antxietj/).  Fiesco!  Fieflc 
I  anderstand  but  half  your  meaning;  yet  I  begin 
tremble. 

Fissco  (aignijicantli/).  Leonora!  I  once  saw  yt 
yield  the  place  of  honor  to  another.  I  saw  you,  in  tl 
presence  of  the  nobles,  receive  the  second  complimer 
Leonora,  that  sight  tormented  me.  I  resolved  it  shou 
be  BO  DO  longer.  Henceforth  it  ceases.  Do  you  hear  tl 
warlike  noise  which  echoes  through  my  palace?  Wh 
you  suspect  is  true.  Retire  to  rest,  countess,  to-morro 
you  shall  awake  Duchess  of  Genoa. 

Leonora  (clasping  her  hands  together,  and  throwit 
hertelfintoa  chair).  O  God!  My  very  fears!  I  a 
undone  1 

FiBsoo  {aeriotuly,  and  with  dignity).  Let  me  spei 
out,  my  love,  -Two  of  my  sncestora  wore  the  tri]i 
crown.  The  blood  of  the  Fiescos  flows  not  pure  unle 
beneath  the  purple.  Shall  your  husband  only  reflect 
borrowed    splendor?      (In  a   more    energetic   manner 


What !  shall  he  ove  his  rank  alone  to  capricious  chance, 
whioli,  frodfvl^t-  ashes  of  mouMering  gwatneas,  has 
patched  together  a  Jolin  Louis  Fleseo?  No,  Leonora,  I 
am  loo  proud  lo  accept  from  others  what  ray  own  powers 
may  achiovu.  This  night  the  hereditary  titles  of  my 
Mie(>8tors  sliall  return  lo  deck  their  tombs — Lavagna's 
eonnts  exist  no  louger  —  a  rB<%  of  princes  shall  l>egin. 

LuoKORA  {moHTnfiiUy,  itttdjfiviHg  teai/  to  imaffimUion). 
1  see  tnf  husband  fall,  transfixed  by  deadly  woonds.  (In 
a  hollow  voice.)  I  see  them  bear  my  husband's  mangled 
corpse  towardfl  me.  {Starting  np.)  The  first  — the  only 
ball  has  pierot-d  Fiosob's  heart. 

FiEsoo  {tenderly  selziiitf  her  hand).  Be  calm,  my  lore. 
The  only  ball  will  not  strike  nie.    ' 

Leokosa  {looking  tlea^hatly  of  him).  Does  Finco 
so  confidently  ehnllenge  Heaven?  If,  in  the  scope  of 
coiinllejis  [mssibilitien,  one  chance  alone  u-erc  adverse,  that 
one  riiiglil  happen,  and  I  sli..ulfi  lose  my  linsbarid.  Think 
that  thou  venturest  Heaven,  Fiesco ;  and  though  a  million 
cliances  were  in  thy  favor,  wouldst  thou  dai-e  tempt  the 
Almighty  by  risking  on  a  cast  thy  hopes  of  everlasting 
happiness?  No,  iny  husband  !  When  thy  whole  being 
is  at  stake  each  throw  is  blasphemy. 

Fiasco.  Be  not  alarmed.  Fortune  and  I  are  better 
friends. 

Leohoba.  Ah!  say  yon  so,  Fiesco?  You,  who  have 
watched  the  soul-convulsing  game,  which  some  call  pas- 
time? Have  you  not  seen  the  sly  deceiver.  Fortune, 
how  she  leads  on  her  votary  with  gradual  favors,  till, 
heated  with  suocess,  he  rushes  headlong  and  stakes  his 
all  upon  a  single  cast?  Then  in  the  decisive  moment 
she  forsakes  him,  a  victim  of  his  rashness  —  and  stood 
you  then  unm  tcd^  Oh  my  huvb^id,  think  ^ot  that 
thou  hast  bit  to  show  thyself  among  the  peopte  to  be 
:idored.  'Tis  no  si  ght  Insk  to  rouse  republicans  from 
their  slumbtr  ind  t  irn  them  loose,  like  the  unbridled 
steed,  just  consc  ons  of  his  hoofs  Trust  not  those  trai- 
tors. The)  amoi)«  them  who  are  most  discerning,  even 
while  they  insti^ite  thy  valor  fear  it;  the  vulgar  worship 
thee  with  senseless  and  unprofitable  adoration.  Whiob- 
eier  way  I  look  Fiesco  is  undone. 
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FtBsco  (pacing  the  room  in  great  emotion).  To  be 
irreBolute  ia  the  most  certain  danger.  He  that  aspires  to 
greatnesa  must  be  daring. 

Leomoba.  OreatneBB,  Fiescol  Alaal  thy  towering 
spirit  il]  acords  with  the  fond  wishes  of  my  heart.  Should 
fortune  favor  thy  attempt  —  shouldst  thou  obtain  domin- 
ioD  —  alas !  I  then  shall  be  but  the  more  wretched.  Con- 
demned to  misery  shonldst  thou  fail  —  if  thou  succeedi 
to  misery  still  greater.  Here  is  do  choice  but  evil.  Unless 
he  gain  the  dncal  power,  Fiesco  perishea  —  if  lembrace 
the  duke  I  lose  niy  husband. 

FiKsco.    I  understand  you  not. 

Leoxoba.  Ah  I  my  Fiesco,  in  the  stormy  atmosphere 
that  surrounds  a  throne  the  tender  plant  of  love  must 
perish.  The  heart  of  man,  e'en  were  that  heart  Fiesco^ 
IS  not  vast  enough  for  two  all-powerful  idols  —  idols  so 
hostile  to  each  other.  Love  has  tears,  and  can  sympa- 
thize with  tears.  Ambition  has  e^es  of  stone,  from  which 
no  drop  of  tenderness  can  e'er  distil.  Love  has  but  one 
favored  object,  and  is  indifferent  to  all  the  world  beside. 
Ambition,  with  insatiable  hunger,  rages  amid  the  spoil 
'  of  nature,  and  changes  the  immenae  world  into  one  dark 
and  horrid  prison-house.  Love  paints  in  every  desert  an 
etyaium.  And  when  thou  wouldest  recline  upon .  my 
bosom,  the  cares  of  empires,  or  rebellious  vassals,  would 
fright  away  repose.  If  I  should  throw  myself  into  thy 
arms,  thy  despot  fears  would  hear  a  murderer  rushing  forth 
to  sti-ike  thee,  and  urge  thy  trembling  flight  through  all 
the  palace.  Nay,  blacK  suspicion  would  at  last  o'erwhelm 
domestic  concord.  '  If  thy  Leonora's  tenderness  should 
offer  thee  a  refreshing  draught,  thou  wouldsl  with  horror 
push  away  the  goblet,  and  call  it  poison  - — 

FiESro  {starting).  Leonora,  cease!  These  thoughts 
are  dreadful. 

Leonoka.  And  yet  the  picture  is  not  finished.  Let 
love  be  sacrificed  to  greatness  —  and  even  peace  of  mind 
—  it  Fiesco  but  remained  unchanged.  O  God!  that 
thought  ia  racking  torture.  Seldom  do  angels  ascend  the 
throne  —  still  seldomer  do  they  descend  it  such.  Can  he 
know  pity  who  is  raised  above  the  common  fears  of  man  ? 
Will  he  speak  the  accents  of  compassion  who  at  every 
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wieb  can  lannch  a  bolt  of  thunder  to  enforce  St.  (5%e 
stopa,  then  timidly  at/eance^,  arul  lake*  his  hand  tpith  a 
look  of  tender  rt^oac/i.)  Princes,  Fiesco  —  these  abor- 
tions uf  ambition  and  weakness  —  wbo  presume  to  uit  in 
judgnieDt  'twixt  the  godhead  and  morlality.  Wicked 
servants  —  worse  rulers, 

FiEsco  {walking  about  much  agitated).  Leonora,  cease ! 
The  bridge  is  raised  behind  me 

Leonoba  {with  a  look  of  tendrmee*).  And  why,  my 
busband?  Deeds  alone  arc  irrevocable.  Tliou  once 
didst  Bviear  (fondly  dinging  to  him,  Mid  somewhat  arcMy) 
that  all  tby  jirojects  vanished  bt'fore  my  beauty.  Thoa 
hast  foresworn  thyself,  dissembler  —  or  else  niy  charms 
have  perinaturely  withered.  Ask  thy  own  heart  where 
lies  the  blame  ?  (More  ardently,  analhrovfing  her  amu 
round  him.)  Return,  Fiesco!  Conquer  thyself  I  Re- 
nounce! Love  shall  indemnify  thee.  O  Fiesco,  if  my 
licart  ciinnot  apju-aHe  thy  insatiate  jmj-iiuns,  the  diadem 
will  be  found  still  poorer.  Come,  Pi]  study  the  inmost 
wishes  of  this  soul.  I  will  melt  into  one  kiss  of  love  all 
the  charms  of  nature,  to  retain  forever  in  these  heavenly 
bonds  the  illustrious  captive.  As  tby  heart  is  infinite,  ao 
shall  be  my  passion.  To  be  a  source  of  happiness  to  a 
being  who  places  all  its  heaven  in  thee,  Fiesco  ?  Ought 
that  to  leave  any  void  in  thy  heart. 

Fiesco  (wt (A  great  emotion).  Leonora  —  what  hast 
thou  done  ?  (He  falls,  overcome,  on  hei-  neck.)  I  shall 
never  more  dare  to  meet  the  eyes  of  Genoa's  citizens. 

Leonora  (with  lively  expression).  I^t  ns  fly,  Fiesco! 
let  us  with  scorn  reject  these  gaudy  nothings,  and  pass 
our  future  days  only  in  the  retreats  of  love!  (i>he pretses 
him  to  her  breast  with  rapture.)  Our  souls,  serene  as  the 
unclouded  sky,  shall  never  more  be  blackened  by  the 
poisonous  breath  of  sorrow  ;  our  lives  shall  flow  har- 
monioiislv  as  the  music  of  the  murmuring  brook.  (A 
cannon-shot  is  heard — Fiesco  disengages  himself — all 
the  conspirators  enter.) 

Scene  XV. 
Conspirators.     The  hour  is  coroe! 
FiKsco   (to   Leovoba,  Jirmly).    Farewell!  forever  — 
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oiiless  0«noa  to-morrow  be  laid  prostr&te  at  thy  feet. 
{Going  to  rush  out.) 

BouBO.  (criea  out).  The  couateu  fainta !  (Leomoba 
in  a  tteoon  —  aU  run  to  mj^tort  her.) 

FiBSCO  (kne^inff  before  her,  in  a  toae  of  de^iair). 
Leonora !  Save  her  I  For  heaven's  sake  save  her !  (Kosa 
and  Arubrlla  run  to  her  aesiatance.)  She  lives — ahe 
opens  her  eyes  (jumps  up  retoiuleiy).  Now  to  olow 
Doria's  1     (  Conapiratorg  ruth  ou^) 


ACT   V. 

ScEiTB  I.  —  AJier  midnight.  The  great  ttreet  of  €hnoa, 
A  few  lamps,  which  graduaUy  become  exHnguiahtd, 
In  the  background  is  aeen  the  Gate  of  St.  TTumtat, 
which  is  shut.  Men  pass  over  the  stage  teith  lantemt. 
The  patrol  go  their  round.  j4/teru>ardt,  everything  is 
quiet  except  the  waves  of  the  tea,  which  are  heard  at 
a  distance,  rather  tempestuous. 

PiEsco  (armed,  before  the  I>oria  Palace),  and  Akdbbab. 

F1E8CO.  The  old  man  has  kept  his  word.  The  lights 
nre  all  extinguished  in  the  palace  —  the  guards  dismissed 
—  I'll  ring.  (Rings  at  the  gate.)  Ho!  Halloo!  Awake, 
Dona!    Thou  art  betrayed.     Awake!  Halloo!  Halloo  I 

Andbeas  (appearing  at  the  balcony).  Who  rings 
there  P 

PiESCO  (i«  a  feigned  voice).  Ask  not,  tut  follow  me ! 
Duke,  thy  star  has  set;  Genoa  is  in  arms  agiunst  thee  I 
Thy  executioners  are  near,  and  canst  thou  sleep,  An- 
dreas? 

Andbeas  {with  dignity).     I  remember  when  the  rasing 
sea  contended  with  my  gallant  vessel  —  when  her  xeel 
cracked  and  the  wind  split  her  topmast.     Yet  Andreas 
Doria  then  slept  soundly.     Who  sends  these  execution-  . 
ersi 

P1B8CO.  A  man  more  terrible  than  your  raging  sea  — 
John  Louis  Fiesco. 

AmiKEAfl  (laughs).    You  jest,  my  friend.    Coma  \b. 


the  daytime  to  play  your  tricks.     Midnight  s 
badly. 

FiKsco.     Do9l  tliou  liien  despise  thy  monitor? 

A.s'uiiK.vs.  I  tliank  liim  and  retire  to  rest.  Fiesco, 
wearied  with  his  rioting,  sleeps,  aod  hae  no  time  to  think 
of  Doria. 

FiEsco.  Wretched  old  man!  Trust  not  the  artful 
serpent !     Its  hack  is  decked  with  heauleous  colors  ; 


1  you  would  approach  to  view  it  you  are  suddenly 
ined   within   it«  deadly  folds.      You  despised   the 
perfidious  Moor.   Do  not  despise  the  counsels  of  a  friend. 


A  horse  stands  ready  saddled   tor  you  ;  tly,  while  3 
have  time ! 

AsvKRAS.  Fiesco  has  a  noble  mind.  1  never  injured 
him,  and  he  will  not  betray  me. 

Fiesco.  Fiesco  has  a  noble  mind  and  yet  betrays 
thee.     He  gives  ihce  proof  of  both. 

Andkbas.  There  is  a  guard,  which  would  defy  Fies- 
co's  power,  unless  he  led  against  them  legions  of  spirits. 

F1E8CO  (scornfully).  That  guard  I  should  be  glad  to 
see  to  despatch  it  with  a  message  for  eternity. 

Andreas  {in  an  elevated  manner).  vain  scoffer  ! 
Knowest  thou  not  that  Andreas  has  seen  his  eightieth 
year,  and  that  Genoa  beneath  his  rule  is  happy  ?  (Leaves 
the  balcony. ) 

FiEsro  (looks  after  him  loitk  astonishment).  Must 
I  then  destroy  this  man  before  I  have  learnt  how  difficult 
it  in  to  equal  him  ?  (ffe  waiica  up  and  dmon  some  time  iii 
meditation).  'Tis  past,  Andreas.  I  have  repaid  the  debt 
0/ greatness.  Destruction  take  thy  course !  {He  hastens 
into  a  remote  street.  Drums  are  heard  on  all  sides.  A 
hoi  engagement  at  the  St.  Thomas'  Oate.  The  gate  is 
forced,  and  opens  a  prospect  in  the  harbor,  in  tehieh  lie 
several  ships  with  lights  on  board.) 

Scene  II. 

GiANETTiNO  (inasciirlet mantle).  Lomellino —  (Seroants 
going  be/ore  them  with  torches). 
tiiANET.  (stops).     Who   was   it  that  comiQanded  the 
alarm  to  be  beat? 
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LoKEL.  A  csDDon  WM  fired  on  board  one  of  the 
galleys. 

QiANBT.  The  slaves  perhapn  have  risen  in  mutiny. 
{firing  heard  at  thegatt  of  St.  Tkomat.) 

LoMEL.     Hark !    A  shot ! 

OiANET.  The  gate  is  open.  The  guards  are  in  confu- 
sion. (To  the  servantB.)  Quick,  rascals !  Light  us  to 
the  harbor.     {Proceeding  hastily  towards  the  gate.) 


The  former;  Bourooonino,  viith  some  Cokspiratoxs, 
coming  from  the  gate  of  St.   Thomas. 

BoDRG.    Sebastian  Lascaro  was  a  brave  soldier. 

Zent.     He  defended  himself  like  a  bear  till  he  fell. 

GiANET.  {steps  back  startled).  What  do  I  hearf  {to 
his  servants) .     Stop  ! 

BouRG.     Who  goes  there  with  torches? 

LouEL.  ((oGianet).  Prince,  they  are  eoemics.  Turn 
to  the  left. 

BocRO.  {caUs  to  them  peremptorily).  Who  goes  there 
with  the  torches? 

Zkht.     Stand!     Your  watchword? 

GiANKT.  {draws  his  sword  ferceiy).  Loyalty  and 
Doria ! 

BouRo.  (foaming  with  rage) .  Violator  of  the  republic 
and  of  my  bride  I  (  To  the  Conspirators,  rushing  upon 
GiANST.)  Brothers,  this  shortens  onr  labor.  His  devils 
themselves  deliver  him  into  onr  hands  —  runs  him  through 
Kith  his  sword). 

GiANET.  {failing).  Murder!  Murder!  Murder! 
Revenge  me,  LometUno 

LoHEL.  and  Servants  {flying).  Help!  Murder! 
Murder  I 

Zent.  (hoBoing  with  vehemence).  Doria  is  down.  Stop 
the  Count  Lomellino  !     (LoifEL.  is  taken). 

LoHKL.  {kneeling).  Spare  bnt  ray  life,  I'll  join  your 
party. 

BouBo.  {looking  at  Gianbt).  Is  this  monster  yet  alive  ? 
Let  the  coward  ty.    (Louel.  escapes.) 


Zent.  St.  Thomaa'  gate  our  own !  Gianettmo  slain  ! 
Haste  some  of  you  and  tell  Fiesoo. 

GiANET.  (heaoiiiff  /titiiieif  from  the  grounii  in  agony). 
FieBco!     Damnation!     (_Z*ie*.) 

BotJEG,  {pitfliiiff  t/ie  Mcord  out  of  Giankt.'s  body). 
Fi-eedom  to  (lenoa,  and  to  niy  Bertha.  Your  sword, 
Ztnturioue.  Take  to  my  bride  tliis  bloody  weapon  — 
hei-  dungeon  is  thrown  open.  I'll  follow  thee,  snd  bring 
the  bridal  kiss.     (  They  separate  throuyh  different  streets") 

SCKKK    IV. 
Andbkab  Dobia,  Gbruams. 

Gebhak.  TLe  storm  drove  that  way,  Honat  yoor 
horse,  duke ! 

Andheas.  Lft  me  cast  a  parting  look  at  Genoa's 
towers  !     No  ;  it  is  not  a  dream.     Andreas  is  betrayed. 

German.  The  enemy  is  all  around  us.  Away!  Fly! 
Beyond  the  boundaries ! 

Andrkas  {f/iromng  himsd/tipon  the  dead  body  <jf  hia 
nepheto).  Here  will  I  die.  Let  no  one  talk  of  nieht. 
Here  lies  the  prop  of  my  old  age  —  my  career  is  ended. 
(Calcagno  appears  at  a  distance,  with  Cosspirators.) 

Gkruan.  Danger  is  near.  Fly,  prince!  {Drums 
bear.) 

Amdrrah.  Hark,  Germans,  hark !  These  are  the 
Genoese  whoso  chains  I  broke.  (Hiding  his  face.)  Do 
your  countrymen  thus  recompense  their  benefactors? 

German.  Away  !  Away  !  while  we  stay  here,  and 
notch  their  swords  upon  our  German  bones.  (Calcaqsjo 
comes  nearer.) 

Andrras.  Save  yourselves!  Leave  me!  and  go, 
declare  the  horrid  story  to  the  shuddering  nations  that 
Genoa  slew  its  father 

Gkbman.  Slew !  'Sdeath,  that  shall  not  be.  Com- 
rades, stand  firm!  Surround  the  duke!  (They  draw 
their  swords.)  Teach  these  Italian  dogs  to  reverence  his 
gray  head  

Calc-agno  {caUs  out).  Who  goes  there?  What  have 
we  here ? 


Gexhan.    German  blows  —  (retreat  ^ff/Uiaff,  and  carry 
off  the  body  of  Oianxt.) 


Lbonoba,  in  mcUe  atUre,  Ababxlla  foilowinff  —  they  xoaik 
along  timidiy, 

Arabella.   Come,  my  lady,  pray  let  us  hasten  onward. 

Lkonoba.  This  way  the  tumult  rages  —  hark  !  was  not 
that  a  dying  groan  ?  Ah,  they  snrronnd  him  !  At  Fiesoo'e 
breast  they  point  their  fatal  muskets  —  at  my  breast  they 
point  them.  Hold  !  hold !  It  is  my  husband  !  ( Throws 
her  arms  up  in  agony.) 

Ababklla.     For  heaven's  sake,  my  lady! 

Lbonoba  {\pith  teild  enthtisiaem,  calling  on  all  ttdea). 
0  my  Piesco!  my  Fieeco!    Hia  firmest  friends  desert  him. 
The  faith  of  rebels  is  unsteady  {shuddering).     Rebels!    \ 
Heaven?     Is  Fiesco,  then,  a  chief  of  rebels? 

Arabella.  No,  signora.  He  is  the  great  deliverer  of 
Genoa. 

Lbonoba  {emphaticatty).  Ha!  that  would  indeed  be 
glorious !  And  shall  Leonora  tremble?  — shall  the  brav- 
est republican  be  wedded  to  the  most  timid  womao?  Go, 
Arabella!  WTien  men  contend  for  empires  even  a 
woman's  soul  may  kindle  into  valor.  (Drunu  offoin 
heard.)     I'll  rush  ainon^  tlie  combatants. 

Ababklla  (clamping  Iter  hands  together).  All  grttcions 
heaven ! 

Leonora.  Softly!  What  strikes  my  foot?  Hereita 
hat  —  and  here  a  mantle !  A  sword,  too !  {she  lifts  it  up) 
—  a  heavy  sword,  my  Arabella;  but  I  can  carry  it,  and 
the  sword  shall  not  disgrace  its  bearer.  (  77ie  alarm-bell 
sounds.) 

Ababella.  Hark !  hark !  How  terrible  it  aounda 
yonder,  from  the  tower  of  the  Dominicans!  God  have 
meroy  on  us ! 

Leonora  (enthusiastically).  Rather  eay,  bow  delight- 
ful !  In  the  majestic  sound  of  this  alarm-oell  my  Fiesco 
speaks  to  Genoa.  (Drums  are  heard  louder.)  Ha! 
did  flutes  so  sweetly  strike  my  ear.  Even  these  drums 
•re  animated  by  Fiesco.     My  heart  beats  higher.    All 


FIEMJO. 

Gi'Doa  is  roused ;  the  verv  mercenaries  follow  hia  name 
witli  lrans|>ort  —  and  nhall  his  wife  be  fearful  ?  (Atarni- 
belU  from  three  other  tovrers.)  No — my  hero  utmll 
embrace  a  heroine.  My  Brulos  clas)i  within  bis  &nnn  a 
Roman  wife.  I'll  be  his  Portia,  {Pvttiug  on  Gianet- 
TiNo's  hat  and  throving  hi»  »carUt  month  rvund/ur.) 

Arabella.  My  gracious  lady,  how  wildly  do  you 
lave.     (Alami-bdls  mtd  drunts  are  heard.) 

Leonora.  Cold-blooded  » lelch ;  canst  thou  see  and 
hear  all  this,  and  yet  not  rave?  The  very  Btones  are 
reiidy  to  weep  that  they  have  not  feet  to  run  and  join 
Fiiwo.  These  [)alai-e8  upbraid  the  bnilder,  who  had 
laiil  their  fnundatione  so  firmly  in  tlie  earth  that  they 
cannot  fly  to  join  Fiesco.  The  very  shores,  were  they 
able,  would  forsake  their  office  in  order  to  follow  his 
glorious  banner,  though  by  bo  doing  they  abandoned 
Genoa  to  the  mercy  of  the  ocean.  What  might  shake 
death  himself  out  of  his  leaden  sleep  has  not  power  to 
rouse  thy  courage  ?     Away  !     I'll  find  mv  way  alone. 

Arabella.  Great  God !  You  wilf  not  act  thus 
madly  ? 

Leonora  [with  heroic  haughtiness).  Weak  girl!  I 
will.  (  With  great  aninmtionA  Where  the  tumult  rages 
the  most  fiercely.  Where  Fiesco  himself  leads  on  the 
combat.  Methinks  I  hear  them  ask,  "  fs  that  Lavagna, 
the  unconquered  hero,  who  with  his  sword  decides  the 
fate  of  Genoa?  Is  that  Lavagna?"  Yee,  I  will  say; 
ves,  Genoese,  that  is  Lavagna  ;  and  that  Lavagna  is  my 
liusband ! 

Sacco  (eiUering  with  Conspirators).  Who  goes  there 
—  Doria  or  Fiesco  ? 

Leonora  (wi(A  eiithuHaem).  Fieeco  and  liberty.  {Ke^ 
tires  into  another  street.  A  tumult,  Arabella  lost  in  the 
crowi.) 

SCBWE  VI. 

Sacco,  with  a  number  of  followers.     Calcaqno,  meting 

him  with  others. 

Calcagno.     Andreas  has  escaped. 

Sacco.     Unwelcome  tidings  to  Fiesco. 

Calcauno.     Those  Germans  fight  likefaries!     They 


FIE8CO.  379 

plaDted  themselves  aroand  the  old  man  like  rocks.  I 
ooald  not  even  get  a  elimpM  of  him.  Nine  of  onr  men 
are  done  for  ;  I  myHelf  was  slightly  wounded.  Zounds! 
If  they  thus  serve  a  foreign  tyrant,  how  will  they  guard 
the  pnncee  of  their  country  ? 

gjicco.  Numbers  have  nocked  already  to  our  standard, 
and  all  the  gates  are  ours. 

Calcaqno.  I  hear  they  stUl  are  fighting  desperately  at 
the  citadel. 

Sacco.  Bourgognino  is  amongst  them.  Where  is 
Verrina? 

Calcaono.  He  guards,  like  Cerberus,  the  passage 
between  Genoa  and  the  aea —  an  anchovy  could  scarcely 
pass  him. 

Sacco.     I'll  rouse  the  suburbs  

Calcagno.  I'll  away  to  the  market-place.  Orummen, 
strike  up !    ( They  march  off,  drums  Seating.) 

SCBNB  VII. 
MoOB.  A  trooj*of  Thieves,  inith  lighted  match^. 
Moor.  Now  I'll  let  you  into  a  secret,  my  boys ;  'twas 
I  that  cooked  this  soup,  but  the  devil  a  spoonful  do  they 
give  me.  Well,  I  care  not.  This  hubbub  is  just  to  my 
taste.  We'll  set  about  burning  and  plundering.  While 
they  are  squabbling  for  a  dukedom  we'll  make  a  bonfire 
in  the  churches  tnat  shall  warm  the  frosen  apostles. 
(  Tliey  disperse  themselves  canong  the  neighboring  houses.) 

scENK  vm. 

BouRoooNiNo  —  Bebtha,  disffuised  as  a  hoy. 

BoiTRO.  Rest  here,  dear  youth ;  thou  art  in  safety. 
I>ost  thou  bleed  ? 

Bkstha  (tn  dfei(pwd  voice).    No ;  not  at  all. 

BooRQ.  {with  energy).  Rise,  then,  I'll  lead  thee  where 
thou  niayst  gain  wounds  for  Genoa  —  wounds  beautiful 
like  these.     ( Uhcoveringhis  arm.) 

Bertha  (starting).     Heavens  ! 

BouBG.  Art  thou  frightened,  youth  ?  Too  early  didst 
thou  put  on  the  man.     Wbat  age  hast  thou  f 


Bertha.     Fifteen  years. 

BouRG.     That  k  unfortunate  1    For  this  night's  bun*  I 
noee  thou  art  five  years  too  young.     Who  i§  thy  father  " 

Bektha.     The  truest  citizen  in  Genoa. 

BouKG.  Gently,  boy  !  That  name  belongs  alone  to  the 
father  of  my  betrothed  bride.  Dost  thou  know  the  house 
of  Verrina  ? 

Bertha.     I  shouW  think  bo. 

BouBG.    {eagerly).      And    knowest    thou    hia    lovely.] 
daughter?  | 

Bebtha.     Her  name  is  Bertha. 

BouBG.  Go,  qniokly !  Carry  her  this  rine.  Say  it 
shall  be  our  wedding-ring;  and  tell  her  the  olae  crest 
fighte  bravely.  Now  farewell !  I  must  hasten  yonder. 
The  danger  is  not  yet  over.  {Some  hoiftes  are  seen  on 
fre.) 

Bertha  (hi  a  soft  vtnce).     Scipio  ■ 

BoTTTiG.  (struck  vnlh  aatoniskment).  By  my  sword  t  I 
know  that  voice. 

Bebtra  {faBing  iipon  his  neck).  By  my  heart !  I  am 
well  known  here. 

BouRG.  Bertha !  (Alarm-bells  sound  in  the  aubttrba  — 
a  tumult  —  BouiiGOGNiNO  and  Bkhtha  embrace,  and  are 
loit  in  the  crowd.)  • 

•  In  1l«n  nt  this  K«is  Schiller  tnbMltnted  the  follairliie,  daring  hli  star 
■tLelpilgIn  tlW,  forth*  oaeotthe  ihcktre  there:  — 

A  luAhrmnean  eimW,  iifihlftl  ijr  a  liu^le  lamp.    The  baetir™""!  rrmaitu 

Biitt  dark.    BiCRTITA  U  dacoverrd  xittinff  on  a  ttfyrtf  in  the  fnrrffiwnd :  a 
net  vHlatrert  herfnet.    Afterapaiat  ikf  riin  and  walk$  la  and /rn. 

nf  my  ilBllrersn.  Horrible  gnsperucT'  I'Mrtul  niid  hopelsn  u  thnt  of  on? 
buried  nllTe  beneath  tbe  snd  nf  (tie  rhiiFFhyaM.  Aii'l  for  Tbal  ilnet  thou 
wftIC,  poor  decDLTAil  onp?  An  InvtoUMe  oath  Inimiirea  thee  In  thk  daDovon- 
GlanstMnn  l>orfa  tnoit  tall,  anil  Geons  be  fri'^.  or  Berthn  left  t"  nine  away 
bermlHrableeTlnenoe  — inFhmi  mi  fathers  nalh.  Fnirfal  prlioD-hnDiie 
to  Thloh  there  la  no  ke;  bat  the  dBaTli-Rrnui  of  a  vell-^aarded  ijnnU 
(tior-klng  rnwuf  Iht  vaull.t  Hnv  Awtu\  Is  Ihli  ■tlllnem  '  terrible  u  the 
■UeDoe  of  the  EnTet  How  ftiLrfnllt  the  dariinew  creen  from  Tonrtrr 
•naltal  Mt  lamp,  too,  l«  fllekerlna  in  lt>  ■ockel.  (Waiting  up  an  J  down 
uninnHmitv.l  Cfti.  eome,  oomo,  mj  ^>lloTHl,  "til  horrible  to  Se  here.  I A 
paute  —  tlirn  ihf  'lartt  updnii  nHhtt  la  and  fro.  mriagim,  »(T  handi  if  drrp 
defpair.y  He  hu  fnrulii>n  me.  tie  hiu  hmVen  bin  ouh.  tte  hu  forirntlon 
hli.  Bertha,  The  1 
Hope  no  mnre,  wr  .. 
Almiithly  peryndn  -  Into  Ible  dun 

(h'baTeQiy  dBllierer*  perlihed?    Perehaace  tb*  bold  alteuipl  bus  f^led. 


SCBNB   IX. 

PiBsco  and  Zibo  from  different  eidtt.     AUendarOt, 

Frraco  (in  great  anger).  Who  set  fire  to  those 
hoaees  ? 

ZiBo,     Tbe  citadel  is  takes. 

Fixsco.    Who  set  those  houses  on  fire? 

Zibo  {to  the  attendantt).  D«jpatch  a  guard  to  appre- 
hend the  villains.     {Some  soldiers  go.) 

FiEsco.  Will  they  make  me  an  incendiary  ?  Hasten 
with  the  engines .'  {Attendants  go.)  But  are  you  sure 
that  Gianettino  has  fallen  P 

ZiBO.     So  they  say. 

Fiasco  {ieUdly) .  They  say  so  only !  Who  say  ?  De- 
clare, upon  your  honor,  has  he  escaped  ? 

Zibo  {doubtfully).  If  I  may  tiust  my  eyes  against  the 
assertion  of  a  nobleman,  then  — Gianettino  lives. 

the  dug«r  bill  oranrhfllmed  the  courigfoni  joutb.  O  raibtvn  Bsrtha, 
perh«|M  BTen  now  th«fr  gbona  are  irmiKlfrlDg  tbroudi  tbetm  tbdIU.  uid 
wBBpover  Ihyttln  hopM.  iHkuddrriiig.)  I1«t«ii<  If  thej  ure  dewl  I  un 
IrreTocabl;  lost,  lire roosbly  nbiDdoneiTto  >  hotrltile  denlh.  (Lrani  aganit 
the  iffaJIfor  aumort.    After  a  pavte  shf  crmtiwttt  drtpondmgli/.}    And  If  my 

*■-' lODBBflfl  U»ia-Lf  he  should  retnrn  to  kMp  hl«  word,  to  fetch  hi> 

*■*  In  trlamph.  uid  find  all  here  lonelT  wi  elleot.  and  the  InKHIIDStn 
iwlanEer  eenslhle  to  biB  tnmsporu  —  when  hti  bDming  klMoihan  In 

-"  ■- '-    --"rom  theee  lJ[ie,andhl»le»ni 

link  leeplnfr  on  the  body  of 

DiT  prlson-hoiwB,  Oh,  then  repeat  not  to  them  my  f^jntpu^nie,  ye  while! 
Telt  them  that  I  entrered  like  e  heroine,  and  Ibsc  my  lut  ttgb  wu  foiglTe- 
atm.  iSMu  tiAautIrd  on  Ihe  lUme  —  patae —-  a  confturd  louKd  of  dnant  anil 
ielli  {f  heard froK  Aeilnf  IKe  $lafi  in  rurnTui  dincUoni,    EtlBTBA  ilarti  In 

drckdfuIlT  the  belli  cling  I  That  If  do  laoaA  of  ringing  to  prajen.  ITIie 
luAtamrt  ntarrr  mirf  Iwcnatei:  mIu  tuiIum  Ib  and  /to  alarnrd.)  Loader 
and  louder  jet  I  HeaTeDB.  thar  ire  aluiD-belli!  the;  >re  ilinp-belli  I 
Hare  enemlei  inrprliad  the  city  r  Is  Genoa  In  Bunea?  A  wild  ind  dreadful 
din,  like  tbe  trampling  o(  mfrladi  I  What's  thatf  (Bomt  out  kiHitJc*  loudlf 
at  <Ae  dtor.)  The;  oonie  tbla  way  — the;  draw  tbe  bolta  —  (nuJtiiie  bxHinfi 
tie  baekgroKiid).  Kfen !  Men  I  T.tber^  <  DeltTerance  I  (BorBOOONlKO 
tntert  hattUf  iBilh  a  dmirm  mordjfotloioed  ^  levemi  tonJ^beareri.^ 

BovKO.  irallinii  oiil  ImtdM.  Thon  art  f  ree,  Bertba  I  The  tyrant  l»  dead  1 
Thin  B«ord  btf  pniwed  throngh  hli  heirt. 

BKRTaA  (raanina  info  Itii  armil.    My  dellrerer  I  m;  angel  I 

BOURO.  Exwt  Ihnu  hear  [he  alarnibelle,  and  the  roll  of  the  drnn»7 
Fleeea  hu  copqnered,  Oeooa  ii  free  and  th;  tather'i  cur»  annihilated. 

BiRTHA.  Oh,  heiTeci !  thli  drsadful  nproar,  theM  alann-bellg,  then, 
were  (or  me  7 

Bonao.  Poc  thee,  Bertba !  They  are  onr  Dwrriue  ohlmea.  Leave  thli 
horrid  dangeon  and  fonow  me  to  the  altar. 

BnmiA.  To  the  alUr,  Botirgognlno  7  Now.  at  thle  midnight  honr? 
While  Ihti  awful  tumult  it  raging  m  though  tbe  whole  globe  were  onuhlt^ 


FiEsco  (atartinff).  Zibo,  your  eyes  may  cort  yonr 
head 

Zibo.  'Tis  but  eight  niiniites  since  I  saw  him  io  the 
crowd  dressed  in  his  scarlet  cloak  and  yellow  plume. 

V iRsco  {teildly).  Heaven  and  hell !  Zibo!  Bour^og- 
nino  shall  answer  for  it  with  his  head.  Hasten,  Zilm  1 
secure  the  barriers.  Sink  all  the  boaU  that  be  may  not, 
escape  by  sea.  This  diamond,  Zibo  —  the  richest  in  all 
Italy  —  this  diamond  shall  reward  the  man  who  brings 
me  tidings  of  Qianettino's  death.  (Zibo  fiatUns  aieay.) 
Fly,  Zibo! 

SCBHE   X. 

FtKsco,  Sacco,  the  Moor,  Soldiers. 
Sacco.   We  fotind  this  Moor  throwing  a  lighted  mstdi 
into  the  convent  of  the  Jesuits. 

BOIBH.  la  this  beaulLful.  elorioiia  jiiglit  In  wtilch  all  Qoiion  oelebntH 
It!  trABdom,  wn  bond  at  Imp,  Ibli  tworil.  still  dyed  with  tbe  tyrant's  blood, 
Jliall  be  mv  irclillag  geu  -  this  bund,  (till  warm  from  tba  hirole  dead,  the 

Slett  sliail  lay  lu  tMne.  Pear  not  niy  lore,  and  fnllun'  me  ta  the  churob. 
ERHITT*  oft/iroacAcf ,  iltpl  belarm  bnlh,  aiui  rmtvam  llirm.) 

TebbTHI,    OdJ  bleci  yoD,  uiy  cliildren  t 

BtmruA  AHD  BoiTRo.  (Mllka  at  kit  feet).    O  my  Falber '. 

TRBDTsa  (laisi  Ail  tamft  an  ihejn  batS—a  pmie—fhrn  Kr  Uimt  Milemiil|r  ta 
Boirsauoifcio).  ITeTsr  lorget  how  dearly  than  bast  wan  ber.  Menr  toriet 
that  thy  taaiTlige  dstetfrom  Ihe  day  ofUenoa't  fraedoin.  (T^mifnp  rowonf) 
Bkbtha  in  a  grant  and  digntHed  mannerO  Tbou  art  tbc  danglit«r  or  Ver- 
Ttnn,  and  'tviu  thy  tiiu1<Bnd  nlev  the  tyrant.  \Aflcr  a  pimie  kr  hfrtota  thtm 
to  rlir,  onJ  tav,  leltk  mp/mAied  nnVin'i.l    The  prieiit  awa!I«  jou. 

BEBTlIt  AND  BotrHO.  {IngeHur),  llov,  my  father?  Will  you  not  ao- 
company  oi  Ibllher? 

VESRrvA  (pery  ftravetjf).  A  terrible  dnty  oalli  me  elsewhere  ;  my  prajert 
■hall  accompany  you.  tlirumi  and  tramptli,  iiUtrmixtd  tnitk  acclamatkmi, 
henrd  in  the  dutancr.)    What  meaiie  thie  aboa  '      ' 


w  purple  ; 

son,  1  nin»t  away  with  speed  U 
'  Bouan.  {holdi  Mm  bact  alahiud).''  What  la  yonr  parpoee  !    I'll  go  wtti 


r  alleglaii 


have  conveyed  It  on  board  tbv  ihtp.  Take  Ihy  brldi 
delay.  Ferhapa  I  shall  eoon  follow,  perhau  never. 
and  lemtiraeing  them  with  fmotvm)  Ood  he  with  yon- 


uly  on  BncROooviNn).    Heavens!  what  mean* 
Is  my  rathtr  medluting  ? 

•-  '  -11  my  pnasessloni  Into  gold,  and 

-•--  '--•-  and  embark  withoot 
Hasten  to  Maraeillea, 

May ;    the  danger  ■•  not  yet 


FiKSCo.  Thy  treachery  was  overlooked  when  it  con- 
cerned myself  alone.  The  halter  awaits  the  incendiary. 
Take  hiTti  away  and  hang  him  at  the  church-door. 

Moor.  PlaKue  on  it!  tbat'n  an  awkward  piece  ot 
business.    Is  there  no  way  out  of  it  ? 

FlEBCO.     No. 

HoOR.     Send  mo  awhile  to  the  galleys 

FiESCO  {beckoning  to  the  attendantt).    To  the  gallows. 

Moor  {impudenUy).    Then  I'll  tui-n  Christian. 

FiBsco.    The  church  refuses  the  dregs  of  infidelity. 

MoOB  (in  an  inainuatinff  manner).  At  least  send  me 
drunk  into  eternity  I 

FiEsc'o.     Sober. 

Moor.  Don't  hang  me  up,  however,  beside  a  Christian 
church ! 

FiRBCO.  A  man  of  honor  keeps  his  word.  I  promised 
thee  a  gallows  of  thy  own. 

Sacco.  No  more  prating,  heathen !  we've  business  of 
more  consequence. 

Moor.     But,  stay !     PerhapB  the  rope  may  break  ? 

FiKBCo  (to  Sacco).     Let  it  be  double. 

Moor.  Well,  if  it  must  be  so,  the  devil  may  make 
ready  for  an  extra  eueBt.  (iSoldtera  lead  him  off,  and 
hang  him  at  a  little  aietance.) 

SCBKR  XI. 
FiRsco— Leonora  aqmearing  ai  a  distance,  in  the  scarlet 

doak  of  GlANETTINO. 

FiEsco  (perceiving  her,  rvahet  forward — then  stops). 
Do  I  know  that  crest  and  mantle  ?  (Ruthes  onfurioTisly.) 
Yes,  I  know  them.  {Runs  her  through  with  his  sword.) 
If  thou  hast  three  lives  then  rise  ^ain.  (Lkonora  _/affs 
toith  a  hollow  groan,  the  march  of  victory  is  heard,  with 
drums,  horns,  and  hautboys.) 

SCEHB  XII. 

FiBBco,  Calcasno,  Zkntitsionb,  ZlBO: 

SoLDlKBS,  with  drums  and  colors. 

FiEsco  (advancing  towards  them  in  triumph).  Genoese 

^tbe  die  is.  cast.    Here  lies  the  viper  of  my  houI,  the 


ablioired  food  of  my  reEentment.  Lift  high  your  Hwordel 
Gianettino  't»  no  TDore  ! 

Caiaauno.  And  1  come  to  inform  you  that  two-thirdfi 
of  Genoa  have  declared  for  our  party,  and  swear  obe- 
dience to  Fiesco's  standard. 

ZiBij.  By  me  Verrina  eeoda  hie  greeiiDg  to  you  from 
the  admiral  B  galley,  with  the  domioioD  of  the  sea. 

Zkst,  By  me  the  goveinor  of  the  city  sends  his  keys 
and  staff  of  office. 

SAt^co.  And  in  me  {kneeiing)  the  leas  and  greater 
senate  of  the  republic  kneel  down  before  their  master, 
and  Bni»|tlitale  for  favor  and  protection. 

Calcagno.  I^el  me  be  the  firat  to  welcome  the  illus- 
ti-ioua  conqiierer  within  the  walla.  Bow  your  colors  1 
Hai),  Dukcof  Genoa  1 

All  {taking  offthetr  hat»).  Hail  t  Rail,  Diike of  Gettoft! 
{March  of  tri'iviph  —  FiKSCO  atandu  Me  irhole  time  trttA 
his  /leii'l  siiiii-  fyJOM  his  fireoxf,  in  a  >iif<lita'ii'tj  jw.ftttre.) 

Calcagno.  The  people  and  the  senate  wait  to  see  their 
gracious  Bovcreign  invested  in  the  robes  of  dignity. 
Great  duke,  permit  us  to  follow  you  in  triumph  to  the 
senate-house. 

FiEsco.  First  allow  me  to  listen  to  the  dictates  of  my 
heart.  I  was  obliged  to  leave  a  most  deni'  person  in 
anxious  apprehension — a  person  who  will  share  with 
me  the  glory  of  this  night.  (To  the  compatii/.)  Will 
you,  my  friends,  attend  me  to  yonr  amiable  duchess  I 
(  Going.) 

Calcaono.  Shall  this  murderous  villain  lie  here,  and 
hide  his  infamy  in  obscurity  ? 

Zent.    Plant  his  head  upon  a  halberd. 

ZiBO.  Let  his  mangled  carcass  sweep  the  Btreeta ! 
(  The;/  hold  lights  lottard  the  body.) 

Calcagno  {lerrijied  and  in  a  low  voice).  Look,  Geno- 
ese !  By  heavens,  this  is  not  the  face  of  Gianettino ! 
{All  look  at  the  body.) 

FiEsco  {fitea  hie  eyes  upon  it  with  an  eager  look.,  which 
he  irithilratot  alowlu  —  lhen,  with  convulsive  trildness,  ex- 
claims). No  !  ve  devils  !  That  is  not  the  face  of  Gianet- 
tino —  Oh,  maficious  fiend  !  Genoa  is  mine,  say  you  ? 
nine  ?     (Ruehing  forward  icith  a  drea^ul  shriek.)     Oh, 


trickery  of  hell !  It  is  my  wife!  (He  si»i»  to  the  ground 
fa  agony  —  The  Conspibatorb  stand  around  in  groups, 
aJuiddering  —  a  dead  silence.) 

Fiasco  (Raising  htmse^  exhausted —  in  a^aint  voice). 
Bat  tell  me  truly,  Genoeite,  have  I  iudeed  alain  my  wife  ? 
I  conjure  you  look  out  so  ghastly  upon  this  illusion ! 
Heaven  be  praised  I  there  are  fntes  which  man  haa  not  to 
fear,  because  he  is  but  man.  This  must  l>e  one  of  them. 
He  who  is  denied  the  joys  of  heaven  can  scarce  be 
doomed  to  bear  the  pains  of  hell.  This  dread  infliction 
would  be  even  more.  God  be  praised !  It  must  be 
eo.  And  this  is  naught  but  the  chimera  of  a  disordered 
brain. 

Scene  XIII. 

7%e  /former  —  Arabella  enters  weeping. 

Arabella.  Let  them  kill  me !  What  have  I  now  to 
dread?  Have  pity  on  me,  Genoese.  'Twas  here  I  left 
my  dearest  mistress,  and  nowhere  can  I  lind  her. 

FiKsco  (approaching  Iter  —  loith  a  low  and  trembling 
voice.)     Was  Leonora  thy  mistress? 

Arabella  (with  pleasure).  Are  you  there,  my  most 
gracious  and  dear  good  lord  ?  Be  not  displeased  with 
us.     We  could  no  longer  restrain  her. 

FiEsco  (in  altirm).  Restrain  her !  Wretch  !  From 
what? 

Arabella.     From  following ' 

FiESCO  (oioUndy).     Ha!     From  following  what? 

Arabella.     The  tumult 

Fresco.     What  was  her  dress? 

Arabella.    A  scarlet  mantle. 

FiEsco  (ill  a  transport  of  rage).  Get  thee  to  the  abyss 
of  hell !    The  mantle? 

Arabella.     Lay  here  upon  the  ground. 

Some  of  the  Conspirators  (talking  apart).  'Twas 
here  that  Gianettino  was  killed. 

FiBSco  (ready  to  faint,  to  Arabella).  Thy  mistress 
is  found  —  (Arabella  advances  anxiously  —  Fiesco 
casts  his  eyes  round  t/te  whole  circle  —  then,  with  a 
faltering  voice)  —  'Tis  true  —  'Tis  true  —  And  I  aja  \.\\o 


instnirDent  of  thie  liorrid  deed.  {MiuSy.)  Batrk  !  hack  ! 
ye  humun  forms  t  Oli !  (ffiutshing  Ms  teeth  teittUy^  and 
iookinr/  lip  Coward  heaven)  iiad  I  but  tltis  created  orb  be- 
I  tweeii  my  teetb  —  I  feel  as  though  I  could  tear  the  uni- 
verse to  fragments,  till  nature's  face  was  hideous  as  the 
pain  that  gnaws  iny  soul  f  (  To  the  ot/iera,  that  stand 
armi/id,  trembling.)  See,  bow  they  atand  aghast  there, 
miserable  creatures!  blessing  themselves  and  rejoic- 
ine  that  they  are  not  as  I  am.  I  alone  feel  the  blow. 
{WU^y.)  I!— why  i?  Why  not  these  as  well? 
Why  is  my  soitow  denied  the  balm  of  being  shu^ 
with  others? 

CkvcAQUo  {titnidlt/).    M(»t  gracious  duke ! 

FiEsco  (rushuH  on  him  vith  a  look  of  fiendlike  joy). 
Ha !  Welcome !  Here,  Heaven  be  thanked,  is  one  whom 
the  same  thunderbolt  has  struck  !  (Pressing  CALCAnyo 
furiously  in  his  arms.)  Brother  of  ray  sorrows!  Wel- 
come to  your  share  of  destruction!  She's  dead.  Didst 
thou  not  also  love  her  ?  {Forcing  him  tmoard  the  dead 
body.)  Behold  her  and  despair !  She's  dead.  {Fixing 
his  eyes  earnestly  on  one  part  of  the  stage.)  Oh,  that  I 
could  stand  upon  the  brink  of  the  infernal  gulf,  and  view 
below  all  hell's  variety  of  torments  I  —  could  hear  the 
horrid  shrieks  of  damned  souls !  {Approaching  the  body, 
trembling.)  Here  lies  my  murdered  wife.  Nay  —  that 
says  too  little  —  the  wife  that  I  myself  have  murdered. 
Oh!  'Tis  the  cunningest  of  hell's  devices  —  first  I  was 
allured  to  the  topmost  pinnacle  of  joy  — to  the  very 
threshold  of  heaven  — then  —  in  an  instant  hurled  head- 
long down  —  and  then  —  oh  that  my  breath  could  send  a 
pestilence  to  hell !  And  then  was  made  the  murderer  of 
my  wife  —  fool  that  I  was  to  trust  two  erring  eves?  Oh, 
fiends,  th  is  is  your  masterpiece  of  torture !  {A6  the  Con- 
8P1RATOKS  lean  upoti  their  swords  much  affiicted  —  a 
pause.) 

FiKSCO  {exhausted,  and  looking  moumfiRy  round  the 
circle).  Yks,  by  heavens  !  They  who  feared  not  to  draw 
their  swords  against  their  prince  are  shedding  tears! 
(  With  dejection.)  Speak  !  Do  you  wee|>  over  this  havoc 
caused  by  treacherous  death,  or  do  you  bewail  the  fall  of 
your  leader'a  spirit  ?     (  Turning  toward  the  dead  body  in 
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Where  iron-hearted  warriora  were 
melted  into  tears,  Fieaco  uttered  only  imprecatioDS  of 
despair.  {KtteeU  down,  wetping,  by  her  tide.)  Pardon 
me,  Leonora —  the  decrees  of  heaven  are  immutable ; 
they  yield  not  to  morUl  anger.  {With  a  mdandwly 
tenaemesa.)  O  Leonora,  years  ^o  my  fancy  painted 
that  trinmphaut  hour  when  I  should  present  thee  to 
Genoa  as  her  duchese  —  methought  I  saw  the  lovely  blush 
that  tinged  thy  modest  cheek  — the  timid  heaving  of  thy 
beauteous  bosom  beneath  the  snowy  gauze —  I  heard  the 

Eitle  murmurs  of  thy  voice,  which  died  away  in  rapture ! 
ore  lioely.)  Ah,  now  intoxicating  to  my  soul  were 
proud  acclamations  of  the  people  I  How  did  my 
iove  rejoice  to  see  its  triumph  marked  in  the  sinking 
envy  of  its  rivals!  Leonora!  The  hour  which  should 
confirm  these  hopes  is  come.  Tliy  Fieeco  is  Duke  of 
Genoa  —  and  yet  the  meanest  be^;ar  would  not  ex- 
change  his  poverty  for  my  greatness  and  my  sufferings. 
(More  affected.)  He  has  &  wife  to  share  his  troubles  — 
with  whom  can  I  share  my  splendor  ?  (He  weeps  fntter- 
ly,  and  throws  himsdf  on  tlie  dead  body.  Compaa»i07i 
marked -upon  the  co-unteiiancea  of  aU.) 

Calcagno.     She  was,  indeed,  a  most  excellent  lady. 

ZiBO.  This  event  must  be  concealed  from  the  people, 
"fwould  damp  the  ardor  of  our  parly  and  elevate  the 
enemy  with  hope. 

FiKsco  (riaeg,  collected  and  Jirmy  Here  me,  Genoese  ! 
Providence,  if  rightly  I  interpret  its   designs,  has  struck 


me  with  this  wound  only  to  try  my  heart  for  my  approach- 
ing ^eatness.  The  blow  was  terrible.  Since  1  have 
felt    it,  I    fear  neither  torture  nor   pleasure.    Come! 


Genoa,  you  say,  awaits  me  —  I  will  give  to  Genoa  t 
prince  more  truly  great  than  Europe  ever  saw.  Away  ! 
—  for  this  unhappy  princess  I  will  prepare  a  funeral  so 
splendid  that  life  shall  lose  its  charms,  and  cold  corrup- 
tion glitter  like  a  bride.     Follow  your  duke  \ 

\^£keunt,  with  music  and  colors. 


Andbeas,  Ldueixeko. 


AmtaBAB.    Yonder  ttiey  go,  with  shouts  of  exultation. 

LoMKL.     They  are  iuioKicated  with  Hiiocess.  The  gates 

ari?  deserted    and   all  are   liasteniiig   toward   the  senate- 

AifDUSAs.     It  was  my  uephew  only  whom  Genoa  could 

not  hroak.     My  nephew  in  no  more.     Hear,  LomelUno  I 

LoMBU     What,  duke  —  still  —  do  you  Btill  hopet 

Andbkas  (ttendy).     And  dost  thou  tremble  for  my 

life,  and  mock  me  with  the  name  of  duke  the  while  thou 

wouldst  forhid  me  hope. 

LuiiKU  My  gracious  lord,  a  raging  nation  lies  tn 
Fiesco's  scale  ;  what  counterpoiBP  ui  yours  ? 

Andbbas  (with  dignitij  awl  animation).     Heaven  I 
LoUKL.  (shrugging  up  his  shoidflera).  The  times  are  past, 
my  lord,  when  armies  Fought  under  tlie  guidaoce  of  celes- 
tial leaders.     Since  gunpowder  was  invented  angels  have 
ceased  to  tight. 

Axdrkas.  Wretch  that  thou  art!  Wouldst  thou  bereave 
an  ^ed  head  of  its  support,  its  God.  (In  an  eamtat 
and  commanding  Itme.)  Go  !  Make  it  known  throughout 
Genoa  that  Andreas  Horia  is  still  alive.  Say  that  Andreas 
entreats  the  citizens,  his  children,  not  to  drive  him,  in  bis 
old  ^e,  to  dwell  with  foreigners,  who  ne'er  would  pardon 
the  exalted  state  to  which  he  raised  his  country.  Say 
this  —  and  further  say,  Andreas  begs  butsomuch  ground 
within  hia  fatherland  as  mav  contain  his  bones. 

LoiiEi..  I  obey  ;  but  I  despair  of  auccess.  ( Going.) 
.\niiBra9.  SUy;  take  with  thee  this  snowy  lock,  and 
say  it  was  the  last  upon  my  head.  Say  that  I  plucked  it 
on  that  nizht  when  ungrateful  Genoa  tore  itself  from  my 
heart.  For  fourscore  years  it  liunc;  upon  my  temples, 
and  now  has  left  my  bald  head,  chilled  with  the  winter  of 
age.  The  lock  is  weak,  but  'twiil  suffice  to  fasten  the 
purple  on  th.it  young  usurper. 

[_Mint  —  LdMEi.u^o  hastens  into  another  street — • 
Shoutt  are  heard,  toilk  tntn^eU  and  drums. 


Yebkina  (coming  from  the  harbor),  Bsbtha,  and 

BOURGOGNINO. 

VsBBiNA.    What  mean  these  shouts  ? 

BouRO.    They  proclaim  Fiesco  duke. 

Bsbtha  {to  Boukgognino,  timidly).  Scipiol  My 
father's  looks  are  dreadful 

Vbbbina.  Leave  me,  my  childreD.  O  Genoa  I 
Genoa! 

BouBG.  The  populace  adore  him,  and  with  transports 
hailed  him  as  their  duke.  The  nobles  looked  on  with 
horror,  bat  dared  not  oppose  it. 

VzBBiNA.  My  son,  Ihave  converted  all  my  possessions 
into  gold,  and  conveyed  it  on  board  thy  vessel.  Take 
thy  wife  with  tliee,  and  set  sail  immediately.  Perhaps  I 
soon  shall  follow.  Perhaps  —  never  more.  Hasten  to 
Marseilles,  and  —  (embracing  them  mournfully  and  with 
energy)  —  maj-  the  Almighty  guide  you,      \_ltxit  hastily. 

Bertha.  I  beseech  thee,  say,  on  what  dreadful  project 
does  my  father  brood  ? 

BouRG.     Didst  thou  understand  thy  father  ? 

Bbrtra.  He  bade  us  fly.  Merciful  Heaven!  Fly 
on  our  bridal  day  ! 

Bouro.     He  spoke  it,  and  we  must  obey. 

[.Kceuni  towards  the  harbor. 

Scene  XVI. 
Vebbina,  and  Fiesco  (in  the  ducal  hadit),  meeting. 

Ptksco.  Welcome,  Verrina !  I  was  anxious  to  meet 
thee. 

Vebbika.    I  also  sought  Fiesco. 
•  Fiesco.    Does  Verrina  perceive  no  alteration  in  his 
friend  ? 

Yebrina  (teith  reserve).     I  wish  for  none. 

Fiesco.     But  do  you  see  none? 

Vebrina  (without  looking  at  him).     I  should  hope  not  I 

Fiesco.     I  ask,  do  you  perceive  none? 

Verbina  (ajler  a  slight  glance).     None ! 


FiEtno.  See,  then,  bow  idle  is  the  observation  Uint 
power  tuakee  a  tyrant.  Since  we  p»rt«c[  I  aiu  become 
tlio  Duke  of  Geuoa,  and  yet  Verrina  (presainy  him  to  his 
boKom)  tiuda  my  embrace  still  glowing  as  before, 

Vkrkina.  I  grieve  that  I  must  return  it  coldly.  The 
sigtit  of  majesty  falls  like  a  keen-edged  weapon,  cut- 
ting off  all  affection  between  the  duke  nnd  me.  I'o 
John  Louis  Fieaco  belonged  the  territory  of  my  heart. 
Now  he  liaa  conquered  Genoa  I  resume  that  poor 
posseftsion. 

FiEsco  (mi(A  aitonwfiment).  Forbid  it,  Heaven !  That 
price  is  too  enormous  even  for  a  dukcdoiu, 

Vekkina  (muttering).  Hum  !  Is  liberty  then  out  of 
fashion,  that  republics  are  so  lightly  thrown  away  apon 
the  first  that  offers  himself  ? 

i-'iKsco  (bitcn  his  lipg).  Verrina,  say  this  to  noone  bnt 
Fiesco, 

Verrina.  Oh,  of  course  !  Great  indeed  must  be  that 
mind  which  can  hear  the  voice  of  trutii  without  offence. 
But  alas  !  the  cunning  gamester  has  failed  in  one  single 
card.  He  calculated  all  the  chances  of  envious  oppo- 
sition, bnt  unfortunately  overlooked  one  antagonist — 
the  patriot — (verif  eigmfionitly).  But  perhaps  the  op- 
pressor of  liberty  has  still  in  store  some  scheme  for  ban- 
ishing patriotic  virtne.  1  swear  by  the  livinp  God  that 
posterity  shall  sooner  collect  my  mouldering  bones  from 
off  the  wheel  than  from  a  sepulchre  within  that  country 
which  is  governed  by  a  duke. 

Fiesco  {taking  htm  tenderly  by  the  hamJ).  Not  even 
when  that  duke  is  thy  brother?  Not  if  he  should  make 
bis  principality  the  treasury  of  that  benevolence  which 
was  restrained  by  his  domestic  poverty  ?  Not  even  then, 
Verrin.i. 

Vkkrina.  No  —  not  even  then  !  We  pardon  not  the 
robber  because  he  made  gifts  of  his  jilunder,  nor  doe* 
such  generosity  suit  Verrina.  I  might  permit  my  fellow- 
citizens  to  confer  a  benefit  on  me  —  because  I  should  hope 
some  day  to  make  them  an  adequate  return.  That  which 
a  prince  confers  is  bonnly ;  but  bounty  undeserved  I 
woulil  receive  alone  from  God. 
fiUHi:'.)  (a?>i/rily).     It  were  as  easy  to  tear  Italy  from 
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the  bosom  of  tlie  ocean  aa  to  abake  tliu  atnbbom  entha- 
nast  from  hia  preiudices. 

Vbkbiita.  W^  mayst  thoa  talk  of  tearing :  thoa  hast 
torn  the  repabUo  from  Doria,  aa  a  lamb  from  the  jawa 
of  the  wol^  only  that  thoa  migbteat  deroar  it  IhjaeiL 
Bat  enough  of  this  —  jnst  tell  me,  duke,  what  crime  the 
poor  wretch  oommitted  whom  jod  ordered  to  be  bung  up  > 
at  the  churob  of  the  Jeanita  ? 

FiBBOo.    The  Booundrcl  aet  fire  to  the  oity. 

VsuBUTA.    Yet  the  Bcoimdrel  left  the  lawa  nntoached. 

FiBBCo.    Verrina  presumea  upon  my  friendahip. 

Vebbiita.  Away  with  friendship  I  I  tell  thee  I  no 
longer  love  thee.  lawear  to  tlieethat  I  hatetfaee — hate 
thee  like  the  serpent  of  Paradise,  that  first  distorbed  the  v^ 
happiness  of  creation,  and  brought  npon  mankind  an- 
bounded  sorrow.  Hear  me,  Fiesco,  I  speak  to  thee  not 
as  a  subject  to  his  master,  not  as  a  friend  to  bis  friend, 
bnt  afi  man  to  man  —  {with  bittemets  and  vt/ianence). 
Thou  hast  oommitted  a  crime  against  the  majesty  of  the 
eternal  Qod  in  permitting  virtue  to  lead  thy  hands  to 
wickednesB,  and  in  suffering  the  patriots  of  Genoa  to 
violate  their  country.  Fiesco,  )iad  thy  villany  deceived 
me  also !  —  Fiesco,  by  all  the  horrors  of  eternity  I  with  my 
own  hands  I  would  have  strangled  myself,  and  on  tliy 
head  spurted  the  veuom  of  my  departing  soul.  A  princely 
crime  may  break  the  scale  of  human  justice,  but  thou 
hast  insulted  heaven,  and  the  last  judgment  will  decide 
the  cause.  (Fiesco  remaitu  gpeecfuaa,  looking  at  him 
with  attonishment.)  Do  not  attempt  to  answer  me.  Now 
we  have  done.  (-</l«r  walking  several  timet  vp  and 
down.)  Duke  of  Genoa,  in  the  veaaels  of  yesterday's 
tyrant,  I  have  seen  a  miserable  race  who,  at  every  stroke 
of  their  oars,  ruminate  npon  their  long-expiated  gnilt, 
and  weep  their  tears  into  the  ocean,  which,  like  a  rich 
man,  is  too  proud  to  count  them.  A  good  prince  b^ins 
hia  reign  with  acts  of  mercy.  Wilt  thon  release  the 
ganey.elavea  ? 

Fiesco  (sharply).     Let  them  be  the  firet  fruits  of  my 
tyranny.     Go,  and  announce  to  them  their  deliverance. 

Vkbbima.    You  will  enjoy  but  half  the  pleasure  unless 
yon  yee  their  happiness.      Perform  this  deed  thyself. 

\ 


The  great  arc  seldom  witnesses  of  the  evils  which  they 
caiiae.  And  tihail  they,  too,  do  good  by  steultb  and 
in  obscurity  ?  Methink§  the  duke  is  not  too  great  to 
eympathise  with  a  beggar. 

t'lESCO.  Man,  thou  art  dreadful;  jet  I  know  Dol  why 
I  must  follow  thee.     {Both  go  toward  the  sea.) 

Vbbkina  (itopx,  much  affected).  But  once  more  em- 
brace me,  Fiesco.  Here  is  no  one  by  to  see  Verrina 
weep,  or  to  behold  a  printje  give  way  to  feelmg  —  {he 
ema-aces  him  eageHy).  Surely  never  beat  two  greater 
hearts  together  —  we  loved  each  other  so  fraternally  — 
{loeeping  violently  on  Fikhco's  neck).  Fieecol  Fiesco! 
Thou  makeet  a  void  in  my  bosom  which  all  mankind, 
thrice  numbered,  could  not  fill  up. 

F1R8CO  {much  affected).     Be  still,  my  friend. 

Verrina.  Throw  off  this  hateful  purple,  and  I  will 
be  BO.  The  tirst  prince  was  a  murderer,  and  aasamcd  the 
purple  to  hide  the  bloody  stains  of  his  detested  deeds. 
Hear  me,  Fiesco!  I  am  a  warrior,  little  used  to  weeping 

—  Fiesco  —  these  are  my  first  tears  —  throw  off  this 
purple ! 

Fiesco.     Peace. 

Vkkrina  {niore  vehemently).  Fiesco,  place  on  the  one 
aide  all  the  honors  of  this  gieat  globe,  on  the  other  all  its 
tortures ;  thev  should  not  make  me  knee!  before  a  mortal 

—  Fiesco  {fculing  on  his  knee),  this  is  the  first  bending  of 
my  knee  —  throw  off  this  purple  ! 

Fiesco.    Rise,  and  no  lonj^r  irritate  me  ! 

Verrina  {in  a  determined  tone).  I  rise  then,  and  will 
no  longer  irritate  thee.  {  They  stand  on  a  hoard  leading 
to  a  galley.)    The  prince  must  take  precedence. 

Fiesco.     Why  do  you  pull  my  cloak  ?     It  falls 

Vekrisa  {with  bitter  irony).  If  the  purple  falls  the 
duko  must  after  it.     {He  pushes  him  into  the  sco.) 

Fiesco  (caffs  out  of  the  waves).  Help,  Genoa !  Help ! 
Help  thy  duke!     (Sinks.) 


Sosira  XVII. 
Caucaqso,  Sacco,  Zmo,   Zsktcbiohx,  Cotupiratorst 


C^ucAGSo  {ayinff  out).    Fieaool    Fieeool    Andreas  ia 
returned  —  half  Genoa  joins  Andreas.    Where  ia  Fieeoo  ? 

Ybbbina  {in  ajirm  tone).     Drowning. 

Zbht.    Doee  hell  or  maaneBS  prompt  thy  answer? 

Vbkbina.    Drowned  —  if  that  sound  better.    I  go  to  ^ 
Join  Andreas.     {Th^  Cokspikatobs   ttand  in  grot^t^ 
attonia/ud.     The  curtain /ails.) 
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Miller  —  Mrs.  Milleb. 

MiLLEK  (walkiitff  quickly  up  and  down  the  room). 
Once  for  all!  The  affair  ie  becoming  seriouB.  My 
daughter  an<l  the  baron  will  soon  be  the  town-talk -^^my 
house  loeu  its  character  —  tlie  president  will  get  wind  of 
it,  and  —  the  short  and  long  of  the  matter  is,  I'll  show 
the  younker  the  door. 

Mrs.  Mill.  You  did  not  entice  him  to  your  house  — 
did  not  thrust  yonr  daughter  upon  him ! 

Mill.  Didn  t  entice  him  to  my  house  —  didn't  thrust 
the  girl  upon  him!  Who'll  believe  mc?  I  was  master 
of  my.  ovn  house.  I  ought  to  have  taken  more  care  of 
my  daughter.  I  should  have  bundled  the  major  out  at 
once,  or  have  gone  straight  to  his  excellency,  his  papa, 
sod  diaclosed  all.     The  young  baron  will  get  off  merely 


with  a  eimbbiiig,  I  know  that  well  crumgli,  .an.!  nil  tin- 
blame  will  fall  Ulioii  the  tiildlt^r. 

Mils.  MiLi,,  (sijjpitiff  fwr  coffee).  Puuli !  nonsense! 
How  can  it  fail  ujion  yau?  Wliat  liave  pii^jilo  to  do 
with  you?  You  follow  your  |nx>foHsioii,  and  piok  up 
puriila  wherovev  you  can  tind  tlioin. 

MILL.  Alt  very  tiiio,  but  please  Ui  tell  me  wliat  will  hv 
the  ufialiot  of  tlio  whole  affair  f  He  caii't  marry  the  girl 
—  marriage  is  out  of  the  ijucation,  and  to  mako  her  liis — 
God  hel(.  us  !  "  Good-by  t'y«  1 "  No,  no  —  wliun  Buth  a 
Hprig  of  nubility  has  boeu  nibbling  lieri^  and  there  and 
everywhere,  and  has  glutted  hiniHolf  with  tliti  devil 
knows  what  all,  of  oonrse  It  will  be  a  relish  to  my  young 

¥!ntlenian  to  get  a  mouthful  of  ssvi'et  water.  Take  liewl  1 
E^e  heed!  It  yoa  were  dotted  witli  eyea,  and  tjuuld 
place  a  sentinel  fur  every  linir  of  ymir  liend,  lie'll  bam- 
boozle her  under  yuiir  vltv  nosf  ;  ailil  oiiif  tu  Iiit  ri'ik- 
oning,  take  himself  off,  and  the  girl's  mined  f.ir  life,  leli 
in  the  lurch,  or,  liavin;^  once  ta.sled  the  trade,  will  euny 
it  on.  {.SlriAiii-/  Ms /urc/ica-f.)  Oh,  horrible  llionglit: 
Mi:s.  Mii.L.  God  in  his  meny  [■roteet  us! 
Mill.  Wc  uliall  want  his  [irolection.  You  may  well 
say  that.  What  other  object  eaii  sneh  a  ycapegrat-c 
have  ?  The  girl  is  handsome  ~  well  inade  —  can  show  a 
pretty  toot,  llow  the  npper  stoty  is  fnrnislied  mailers 
little.  Tiiat's  blinked  in  you  women  if  nature  has  n..t 
playe.1  the  niggard  in  olhcr  resi.e.-ls.  I.el  lljis  harimi- 
scnruni  but  turn  over  this  cliapler  —  ho!  bo!  his  eves 
will  glisten  like  Kodiiey's  when  be  got  scent  of  a  Freneli 
frigate;  then  up  with  all  sail  and  at  her,  and  I  don't 
blanic  biin  for, it  —  HesU  is  flesh.  I  know  that  very 
well. 

Mks.  Mill.  You  should  only  read  tlic  beautiful  billv- 
doux  which  the  banm  writes  to  your  daiii;liler.  (iracic.ns 
nie!  Why  it's  as  clear  as  tbe  sun  at  noondiiy  that  he 
loves  her  purely  for  her  virtuous  soul. 

Mill.     That's  the  right  strain!     We  be.it  the  sack, 
I  the  ass's  bairk.     He  who  wishes  to  pay  his 

I'sb   needs   only  a  kind    heart   for  a  go- 

-d  I  myself?    When  we've  once  so  far 
I  that  tbe  affections  cry  ready  !  slap! 
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the  bwlies  follow  ttieir  example,  the  appetitea  are  obe- 
dient, and  the  diver  moon  kindly  plays  the  pimp. 

Mhk.  Mill.  And  then  only  think  of  the  beautiful 
books  that  Uiu  iiiiijur  has  K^nt  uu.  Your  daughter  always 
]>rayB  out  of  thuin. 

Mill,  (whist/ea).  Priiys  !  You've  hit  the  mark.  The 
plain,  simple  fuuil  of  niitiiie  is  much  too  raw  and  indi- 
getitiiile  for  thm  inaci-iiruiii  gentleman's  stomach.  It  must 
be  cooked  for  him  aitiHciully  in  the  infenial  pestilential 
pitcluT  of  your  novel-wiitcrs.  Into  the  fire  with  the 
rubbish!  I  shiill  have  the  girl  taking  up  with  — God 
knoH'S  what  all  —  al>out  heavenly  fooleries  that  will  get 
into  her  blood,  like  S{>ani>jh  flics,  and  scatter  to  the  winds 
the  handful  of  Christianity  that  cost  lier  father  so  much 
trouble  to  keep  togetlier.  Into  the  fii'c  with  them  I  say ! 
The  girl  will  takethe  devil's  own  nonsense  into  her  head ; 
aniidKt  the  di'canis  of  her  fool's  paradise  she'll  not  know 
her  own  home,  but  forget  and  feel  ashamed  of  her  father, 
the  musitMuaster ;  and,  lastly,  1  shall  lose  n  worthy, 
honest  son-in-law  who  might  have  nestled  himself  so 
snugly  into  my  connections.  No  !  damn  it !  {iJvmps  vp 
in  a  jMiaaio)!.)  I'll  break  the  neck  of  it  at  once,  and  the 
major  —  yes,  yes,  the  major!  ebiill  be  shown  where  the 
carpenter  made  tlie  door.     (  Guin//.) 

MiiM.  Mill.  He  eivil,  Miller!  How  many  a  bright 
shilling  liave  bis  pres<>nts 

Mill.  {r.„„es  Ixn.-k,  timl  if»e«  up  to  her).  The  blood- 
money  of  my  tlauf^htir?  To  lluelxcbiib  with  tliee,  thou 
infamous  bawd  !  Sooner  will  I  vagabondize  witli  my 
violin  and  fiddle  for  a  bit  of  bread  —  sooner  will  I  break 
to  pieces  my  instrument  and  carry  dung  on  the  sounding- 
board  than  tiisle  a  mouthful  earned  by  my  only  child  at 
the  jirice  of  her  soul  and  future  happiness,  (iive  up  your 
cursed  coffee  and  snuff-Caking,  and  there  will  be  no  need 
to  carry  your  daughter's  face  to  market.  I  have  always 
lia<l  niy  bellyful  and  a  gooil  shirt  to  my  back  before  this 
confounded  scamp  put  his  noso  into  my  crib. 

Mas.  Mill.  Mow  don't  be  so  ready  to  pitch  the  house 
out  of  win<loH'.  How  yon  flare  up  all  of  a  sudden.  I 
only  meant  to  say  that  we  shouldn't  offend  the  major, 
because  he  is  the  son  of  the  president. 


If 
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Mill.  TLere  lies  the  root  of  llie  raischief.  For  that 
reason  —  for  that  very  roison  tlie  thing  must  be  put 
H  Stop  to  this  very  day!  The  preBitietit,  if  he  is  a  just 
and  upright  fattier,  will  givo  me  his  thuuks.  You  must 
bruuh  up  niv  red  plush,  and  I  will  go  Htrni^ht  to  his 
excetlenuy.  I  shali  say  to  iiini,  —  "  Your  excellency's  sou 
has  an  eye  to  tny  daughter ;  my  daughter  is  not  good 
enough  Ui  be  your  excelleiiey's  son's  wife,  but  too  good 
to  be  your  exotilleitoy's  son's  Htriim|iet,  and  there's  an  eiid 
of  the  matter.     My  naino  is  MUier." 

S'.'KNK  II.  ^H 

JSnlir  SmuiiTAKT  Woum.  H 

Mill.    Ah  I     (ilood   morning,  Mr.  Seclcertsryl 
'&  indoed  the  pfeasure  of  seeing  vvu  again  F 

M.     All  un  my  side  — on  tflv  side,  foiiwin  Miller! 
a  high-horn  wivalier's  viHil?.  uio  rfcejvi^.lmine  c:in 


Have  1 

Wol 

Whure 
e  of  n 


■  I'VnIi 


,  Mr.  Se< 


ktrlary  ? 

iiuid,  eortainly  do^^s 
;  but,  for  all  thai,  wk 


■,  for  the 


Mks.  Mill.     Hoiv  <i.ii 
\\\»  lunlsbip  the  h^trou,  ISli 
us  the  honor  to  look  iu  no 
don't  undcrvaiuo  others. 

Mill.  (t»;m/).    A  chai 
seated,  kiriKniim. 

WiiiiM  {I'lys  fishJe  lu.tt  and  xtk-k,  hh<1  nmt»  himself). 
Willi,  well  — ami  how  then  is  niy  future— or  piisi — 
bride?  I  hope  she'll  not  be  —  may  I  not  have  the  honor 
ofseoin-— MissLouisu? 

Mies.  .^Ih.l.  Tiiiiuks  for  iutiuirii's,  Mr.  Scckert.iry,  but 
niv  d.tiight^r  is  not  at  all  [iroiid. 

'MiLJ.;  {'i„(j,->j,j...jx  l,.:r  with  l.i^  M,.,r).     W.my.m  ! 

,Mus.  Mii.i..'  Sorry  she  ciitrt  have  lliat  honor,  Mr.  Seo- 
kert:irv.     My  diuigbtor  is  now  at  mass. 

Wouu.  I  am  glad  lo  he.ir  it,  — jrlad  to  hear  it.  I 
sh:ill  have  in  her  a  pious,  Christian  wife  ! 

.Mus.  Mill.  {Kiniltni/  in  a  xt'ipidl;/  tr^ectetl  ni<tiiii<.r). 
Yes  — but,  Mr.  Meckertary 

Mill,  {i/rmttiy  innenseii,  pulh  tier  eitn).     Woinnn  ! 

Mrs.  SItLL.  !f  our  family  vnn  serve  you  in  .luy  other 
way  —  jvitli  the  greatest  pleasure,  Mr.  Se(;kertary 
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WoEK  {frowning  angrily).  In  any  other  way  ?  Much 
obliged  !  much  obliged !  —  hm  !  lim !  hm  ! 

Mrs.  Mill.  But,  as  you  yourself  must  see,  Mr.  Sec- 
kertary 

Mill,  (in  a  tatje,  shaking  his  fist  al  her).     Woman  ! 

Mrs.  Mill.  Good  is  good,  and  better  U  better,  and  one 
does  not  like  to  stand  between  fortune  and  one's  only 
child  (yoith  vulgar  pririe).  You  underBtand  me,  Mr. 
B(;ekertary  ? 

Worm.    Understand.    Not  exac .    Oh,  yes.     But 

what  do  you  really  mean  ? 

Mrs.  Mill.  Why  —  why  —  I  only  think  —  I  mean  — 
(couglis).  Since  theu  Providence  has  detcriuined  to  make 
a  great  lady  of  my  daughttir 

Worm  (jumping  from  hia  cliair).  What's  that  you 
say?  what? 

Mill.  Keep  your  seat,  keep  your  scat,  Mr,  Secretary  ! 
The  woman's  an  out-.iiul-out  fool!  Where's  the  great 
lady  to  come  irom  ?  How  you  show  your  donkey's  ears 
by  talking  such  stuff. 

Mrs.  A^IiLL.  (Scold  as  long  as  you  will.  1  know  what 
1  know,  and  what  the  major  said  lie  said. 

Mill,  (snatches  up  his  fidiJle.  in  anger).  Will  you 
bold  your  tongue?  Shall  I  throw  my  fiddle  at  your 
head  ?  What  can  yon  know?  What  ran  he  have  said  1 
Take  no  notice  of  her  claek,  kinsman  !  Away  with  you  to 
your  kitchen  !  You'll  not  think  mo  first  cousin  of  a  fool, 
and  that  I'm  looking  out  so  high  for  the  girl?  You'll 
not  think  that  of  me,  Mr.  Secretary? 

WiiRM.  Nor  have  I  deserved  it  of  yon,  Mr,  Miller! 
You  have  always  shown  yonrself  a  m.an  of  vour  word,  and 
my  contract  to  your  daughter  was  as  pood  as  signed.  1 
ho'ld  an  office  that  will  maint.iin  a  tliHfty  m.^ni^er;  the 
president  befriends  me  ;  the  door  to  advancement  is  open 
to  me  whenever  I  may  choose  to  take  advantage  of  it. 
You  see  that  my  intentions  towards  Miss  Louisa  are 
serious;  if  you  have  been  won  over  by  a  fop  of  rank 

Mrs.  Mill.    Mr.  Seckertary  !  more  respect,  I  beg 

Mill.  Hold  your  tongue,  I  s.ay.  Never  ininii  her, 
kinsman.  Things  remain  as  they  were.  The  answer  I 
gave  you  last  harvest,  I  repeat  to-day.     I'll  not  ^nxiie  to^ 
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daughter.  If  yon  suit  ber,  well  nnd  i^od ;  tb«n  it's 
fur  Ikt  to  Bee  that  slie  cim  be  hajipy  tvith  you.  If  sbe 
alinkefi  ber  head — still  betlev  —  b«  it  so,  I  eliouM  say — 
tben  you  must  be  content  Ui  i>oclcet  the  ri'fuRHl,  and  part 
in  good  fellowehip  over  a  biittle  with  her  falhtT,  -^'is 
the  girl  who  is  to  live  with  you  —  not  I.  Why  should  I, 
Out  of  sheer  eB|>riee,  fasten  a  husband  upon  the  girl  for 
whom  she  hn«  no  inelinationf  That  the  evil  one  may 
haunt  me  (town  like  a  wild  beast  in  my  old  »ge  —  that  in 
every  dro})  I  d link  —  in  etory  hit  of  bread  I  bile,  I  might 
swallow  the  hitter  reproach :  Thou  art  the  villain  who 
destroyed  his  child's  nappinessl 

Mict*.  Mill.  TIib  flhoitiind  thelon^of  it  is —  I  refiiau 
my  consent  dowuright;  tiiy  daughler'a  inleiided  for  a 
lofty  station,  and  Til  go  to  law  if  my  hoshand  is  going  to 
he  talked  over. 
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he  who  oan't  bring  matters  to  that  pitch  with  a  petticoat 
may  —  elick  the  goose  feather  ia  his  cap. 

WoBU  (seizes  hat  and  stick  and  hurria  out  of  the 
room).    Much  obliged,  Mr,  Miller ! 

Mii.L,  (going  afUr  him  slowly).  For  what?  for  what? 
You  haven't  taken  anything,  Mr.  Secretary!  (Cotms 
back.)  Ho  won't  liear,  and  off  he's  gone.  The  very  sight 
oE  that  quill-driver  is  like  poison  and  brimstone  to  me. 
Aa  agly,  oontraband  knave,  smuggled  into  the  world  by 
some  lewd  prank  oE  the  devil  —  with  his  malicious  little 
pig's  eyea,  Eozy  hair,  and  nut-crauker  chin,  just  as  if  Nature, 
enraged  at  such  a  bungled  piece  of  goods,  had  sebwd  the 
ogly  monster  by  it,  and  filing  him  aside.  No !  rather 
than  throw  away  my  daughter  on  a  vagabond  like  him, 
she  may  —  Qod  forgive  me  ! 

Miia.  Mill.  The  wretch  I  — but  you'll  be  made  to  keep 
a  clean  tonpufi  in  your  head  ! 

Mill.  Ay,  and  yon  too,  with  your  pestilential  haron  — 
you,  loo,  must  put  my  bristles  up.  You're  never  more 
stupid  tliaii  ttin'n  you  have  tlie  most  occasion  to  show  a 
little  sonMe.  Wliat's  the  meaning  of  all  that  trash  about 
your  daughter  being  a  great  lady  1  It  it's  to  be  cried 
out  about  the  town  to-morrow,  yon  need  only  let  that 
fellow  get  scent  of  it.  ITe  is  one  of  your  worthies  who 
go  sniffing  alx»ut  into  people's  bouses,  dispute  upon  every- 
thing, and,  IE  a  slip  of  the  tongue  hap]>en  to  you,  skurry 
with  it  straight  to  the  prince,  mistress,  and  minister,  and 
then  there's  the  devil  to  pay. 

SCKNE  III. 

£kiter  I^uiSA  ("tV/i  ii  liook  in  her  hand. 

LoiTisA.    Good  morning,  dtiar  father ! 

Mill.  (<i_(l'''-ctionatdij).  JJI ess  thee,  my  Louisa!  I  re- 
joice to  ae<!  thy  thoughts  are  turned  so  diligently  to  thy 
Creator.     Continue  so,  and  his  arm  will  support  thee. 

Louisa.  Oh!  1  am  a  great  sinner,  father  I  Was  he 
not  here,  mother? 

Mrs.  Mill.     Who,  my  child? 

LotrisA.     Ah  !  I   foi^ot  that  there  are  others  in   the 
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world  be§iileB  Itim  — my  bead  wanders  so.  Wu  he  not 
here?     Ferdinand? 

Mill,  (wiiA  melawJioly,  teriout  voice),  I  thought  my 
IjOuUa  had  forgolton  that  name  in  her  devotions  ? 

Louie*  (<tft€r  looking  at  him  atefuff imUi/ /or  aonw  time). 

I  undersUnd  you,  father.    I  feel  the  knife  which  etab§ 

my  conscience  ;  but  it  oomes  too  late,     I  can  no  longer 

pray,  father.    Heaven  and  Ferdinand  divide  ray  bleeding 

I    Boul,  and  I  fear  —  1  fear  —  {'{ftfr  a  panne).     Yet  n<s  no, 

Sood  father.  The  painter  is  bent  praised  when  we  forget 
im  in  the  contempUuion  of  Mh  picture.  When  iu  tfae 
contemplation  of  hts  masterpiece,  my  delight  makes  me 
forget  the  Creator,  —  is  not  that,  father,  Uie  true  praiae 
of  God  ? 

Mill,   (t/iroirs  himself   iti   <Hepieaanre    on   a   chair). 
There  we  have  it  1     Those  ore  llie  fr.iits  of  your  ungodly 
•   reading, 

LoviBk  (uneasy,  ffoes  to  the  ieiti(h>r).  Where  can  he 
be  now  ?     Ah  !  the  high-l)orn  ladieH  who  see  liim  —  listen 

to  him I  am  a  poor  forgotten  maiden,     (i^lartlet  at 

that  word,  <ni(f  riia/iee  to  her  father.)  But  no,  no  !  foi^ve 
me.  I  do  not  repine  at  my  lot.  1  ask  but  little  —  to 
think  on  htm  —  that  can  harm  no  one.  Ah!  thatlmight 
breathe  ont  this  little  npark  of  life  in  one  soft  fondling 
zephvr  to  cool  his  cheek  !  That  this  fragile  floweret, 
youth,  were  a  violet,  on  wljioh  he  might  tread,  and  I  die 
modestly  beneath  his  feet!  I  ask  no  more,  father!  Can 
the  proud,  majestic  day-star  punish  the  gnat  for  basking 
in  its  rays  ? 

Mill,  (deepli/  affected,  leans  on  the  arm  of  his  chair, 
and  covers  his  face).  Aly  child,  my  child,  with  joy  would 
I  sacrifice  the  remnant  of  my  days  hadst  thou  never  seen 
the  major. 

Lov  ISA  (lerrifed.)  How;  how?  What  did  you  say? 
No,  no!  that  could  not  be  your  meaning,  good  father. 
You  know  not  that  Ferdinand  is  mine!  You  know  not 
that  God  created  him  for  me,  and  for  my  delight  alone ! 
{.After  apause  of  recollection.)  The  first  moment  that  I 
beheld  him  —  and  the  blood  rushed  into  my  glowing 
cheeks  —  every  pulse  beat  with  joy  ;  every  throb  told  me, 
every  breath   whispered,  "'Tis   lie!"     And   my   heart, 
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recognizing  tlte  long-<lesired  one,  repeated  "  'Tis  he  1 " 
And  the  whole  world  was  as  one  melodiouB  echo  of  my 
delight  I  Then  —  oh !  then  was  the  first  dawning  of  my 
Boal !  A  thousand  new  aentiraents  arose  in  my  bosom, 
as  flowers  arise  from  the  earth  when  spriiif^  approaches. 
I  forgot  there  was  a  world,  yet  never  had  I  felt  that 
worlaso  dear  to  me !  I  forgot  there  waa  a  God,  yet 
never  had  I  so  loved  him  ! 

AIiLL.  {runs  to  her  and  clasps  Iter  to  his  boBom).  Loniaat 
my  heloved.  my  admirable  child  1  Do  what  thou  wilt. 
Take  all  —  all  —  my  life — the  baron  —  God  is  my  wit- 
ess  —  him  I  can  never  give  thee  1  \_Exit. 

Louisa.  Nor  would  I  have  him  now,  father  1  Time 
on  earth  is  but  a  stinted  dewdrop  in  the  ocean  of  eter- 
nity. 'Twill  swiftly  glide  in  one  delicious  dream  of  Fer- 
dinand. I  renounce  him  for  this  life  I  But  then,  mother 
—  then  when  tlie  bounds  of  separation  are  removed  — 
when  the  hated  distinctions  of  rank  no  longer  part  us  — 
when  men  will  be  only  men  —  I  shall  bring  nothing  with 
mesavemy  innocenc^l  Yet  often  has  my  father  told 
me  that  at  the  Almighty's  coming  riches  and  titles  will 
be  worthless ;  and  that  hearts  alone  will  be  beyond  all 
price.  Oh !  then  shall  I  be  rich !  There,  tears  will  be 
reckoned  for  triumphs,  and  purity  of  soul  be  preferred  to 
an  illustrious  ancestry.  Then,  then,  mother,  shall  I  be 
noble!  In  what  will  he  then  be  superior  to  the  girl  of 
his  heart  ? 

Mrs.  Mii.i,  {starts  from  fier  seat).  Louisa!  the  baron  ! 
He  is  jumping  over  the  fence  !  Where  shall  I  hide 
myself  ? 

Louisa  {beging  to  tremlAe).  Oh  I  do  not  leave  me, 
mother  ! 

Mbb.  Mill.  Mercy !  What  a  figure  I  am.  I  am 
quite  ashamed  !  I  cannot  let  his  lordship  see  me  in  this 
state  I  l^Exit. 


M 
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Scene   IV. 


LonsA  —  FKKDtNAXD.     (lie  fliw  towmtls  fur »lU!f<tUt 

iMivk  intu  h«r  ofiuir,  paiv  u/»rf  trrnnhlini/,     tie  remaim 

utaiidiHff  before  her  —  th^y  look  at  each  other  for  tvtne 

tnomentu  in  «ikti<^.     A  patiee.) 

PRRDiNAN'ri.    Rii  pab,  IjOuiiiaF 

LiiuiSA  (risinff,  tmd  embmciuff  Aim).  It  is  nottiilig  — 
notliing  now  tlial  you  are  iiere  —  it  ib  over. 

Ferd.  (takea /ler  fuirid  and  rainet  it  to  hin  Hjm).  And 
does  my  Loniaa  still  love  me  ?  My  heart  ia  yesterday's  ; 
18  tliiiie  the  same?  I  Sew  liitlier  to  see  if  thou  wert 
liappy,  thitt  I  might  return  and  be  so  too.  But  I  find 
thee  whelmed  in  sorrow ! 

LomsA.    Not  BO,  ray  beloved,  not  ao ! 

FKiti>.  Confess,  Lonisa  !  yon  are  not  happy.  I  gee 
through  your  soul  aa  olearly  an  throiigli  the  transparent 
liistn;  of  this  brilliant.  No  fi]iot  can  liarlior  here  unmarkeil 
by  me  —  no  thought  can  cloud  your  brow  tliat  docs  not 
reach  your  lover^s  heart.  Whence  comes  this  grief? 
Tell  me,  I  beseech  you !  Ah!  could  I  feel  assured  this 
mirror  still  remained  nnsullied,  tliere'd  aeeni  to  me  no 
cloud  in  all  the  universe!  Tell  me,  dear  Louisa,  what 
afflicts  you  ? 

Lf»ui8E  {lockinp  at  fiiin  tfith  nnxkti/  for  n  few  mo- 
ments).  Ferdinand!  eouhlst  thou  but  know  how  such 
discourse  cxalta  the  ir.aiU^nnian's  daughter 

Fkbp.  {sm-prhcf).  What  say'st  thou?  Tell  me, 
girl!  how  caiuost  thou  by  thai  thought?  Thou  art  my 
Louisa!  who  toM  thee  thou  couldst  be  .awght  else ?  See, 
false  one,  sec,  for  what  coMiieRS  I  must  chide  thee !  Were 
indeed  thy  whole  soul  .absorbed  by  love  for  me,  never 
hadst  thou  found  time  to  draw  comparisons!  When  I 
am  wilh  thee,  my  prudence  is  lost  in  one  look  from  thine 
when  I  am  absent  in  a  dream  of  thee  1  IJut  thou  — 
canst  harbor  ]>rudon('o  in  the  same  bre.ast  with 
love!  Kio  on  thee!  Every  miimenl  bestowed  on  this 
sorrow  w.i.«  a  robbery  from  aFfcclion  .and  from  me! 

Louisa  (jiri-initif/  fiin  liniiil  und  nhaK-iiif!  her  head  irith 
a  mdiiiivlioli/  iiir).  Ferdinand,  you  would  lull  my  appre- 
hensions to  sleep;  you  would  divert  my  eyes  from  the 
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precipice  into  which  I  am  falling.  I  can  see  the  fntnre  I 
The  voice  of  honor  — your  prospects,  your  father's  anger 

—  my  nothingness.  {■Ultuddering  and suddeniif  drop*  hU 
hands.)  Ferdhiand!  a  sword  hangs  over  us!  They 
woaUl  separate  us ! 

Feed,  {Jumps  up).  Separate  us!  Whence  these  ap- 
prehensions, I^uisu?  Who  can  rcn<9  the  bonds  tiiat 
bind  two  henrts,  or  separate  the  tones  of  one  accord? 
True,  I  am  a  nobleman  —  but  show  me  that  my  patent 
of  nobility  is  ohier  than  the  eternal  laws  of  the  universe 

—  or  my  escutcheon  more  valid  than  the  handwriting  of 
heaven  in  my  I/>ui8a's  eyes?  "This  woman  is  for  this 
man?"  I  am  son  of  the  prime  minist«r.  For  that  very 
reason,  what  but  love  enn  soften  the  curses  which  my 
father's  extortions  from  the  country  will  entail  upon  me? 

Louisa.     Oh  !  how  I  fear  that  fntlier! 

Kerd.  I  fear  nothing  —  nothin,<r  but  that  your  affec- 
tion should  know  bounds.  I^et  obstacles  rise  between  us, 
hii;4e  as  mounlain)',  I  will  look  upon  them  •«  a  ladder  by 
which  to  fly  into  the  arms  of  my  l^uiisa!  The  tempest 
of  opposinp;  fiite  shall  but  fan  the  flame  of  my  affection  : 
dangers  will  only  serve  to  make  I^iiiisa  yet  more  charm- 
ing.   Then  speak  no  more  of  terrorK,  my  love !    I  myself 

—  I  will  watch' over  thee  carefully  as  the  enchanter's 
dragon  watches  over  buried  gold.  Trust  thyself  to  me! 
thou  nhalt  need  no  other  imgel.  I  will  throw  myself 
between  thcu  and  fiite  —  for  thee  receive  each  wound. 
For  thee  will  I  catch  each  drop  distilled  from  the  cup  of 
joy,  and  brinir  thee  in  the  liowl  of  love.  {Embracing 
fitr  affrrtiniKili'h/.)  Tliis  arm  shall  support  mv  Loniaa 
throui,'h  life.  Kairer  than  it  dismissed  thee,  shall  henven 
receive  thee  back,  and  confess  with  delight  that  love 
alone  can  give  ])erfection  to  tlic  soul. 

•  I^uiHA  {dismiffiii/liiii liersrlffrom liim,ifrca(l}/  af/Uated), 
No  more  !  I  beseech  tliec,  Ferdinand  !  no  more !  Conldst 
thon  know.  Oh  !  leave  me,  leave  me  !  Little  dost  thou 
feel  how  these  hopes  rend  my  heart  in  pieces  like  fiends! 
( ifoinff.) 

Fkkd  {detniiiiii;/  her).  Sijiy,  Louisa !  stay!  Why  tl lis 
agitation  1    Why  those  anxious  looks? 

Louisa.     I  had  forgotten  these  dreams,  and  was  ha^ipy. 
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Now — now  —  from  thia  day  is  the  tranquilliiy  of  oiy 
bean  no  more.  Wild  imj>oliious  wishes  will  torment  my 
bosom  I  Go  I  God  forgive  thee !  Thou  host  hurled  a 
firebrand  into  my  young  peaceful  heart  which  nothing 
can  extinguish!  (oAe  br^akti  from  hint,  utiil  ritit/ie« jYovt 
the  apartment,  fall' twed  by  Fkrdinand.) 

ScKNK  V.  —  A  Chatiiber  in  the  Prksibsnt's  Jlome. 

The  Persident,  iciVA  the  grawl  ortfer  of  the  crosn  about 

hu  ned;  and  a  ^Ittr  at  /iiV  breast  —  Ski  ketary  Worm. 

Prksidknt.  a  serious  attachment,  say  you  ?  No,  no, 
Worm ;  that  I  never  can  believe. 

Worm.  If  your  excellency  pleases,  I  will  bring  proofs 
of  my  assertions. 

Pres.  That  he  has  a  fjincy  for  the  wench — flatterB 
h.T~3iid,  if  you  will,  |.r<-t(iiils  lo  l„vo  her— iill  lliie  is 
very  possible — nay  —  excusjibje^liut — iiml  tlic  daughter 
of  a  musician,  you  say? 

Worm.     Of  Miller,  the  miisic-ninstur. 

Fbks.     Handsome?     But  thiil,  of  course. 

Worm  (teith  warmth).  A  most  ciiptivating  and  lovely 
blondine,  who,  without  sayiui;  too  much,  njight  figui-e 
advantageously  beside  the  griatt'st  beauties  of  the  court. 

PuEs.  {Iaiigli«).  It's  very  jilaiii.  Worm,  that  you  have 
an  eye  ujKin  the  jade  youiwlf  — I  see  that.  lint  listen, 
Worm.  That  my  son  has  a  jiassion  for  the  fair  sex  git  es 
me  hope  that  he  will  find  favor  with  the  ladies.  He  may 
make  his  way  at  court.  The  girl  is  handsome,  you  say  ; 
I  am  glad  to  think  my  son  has  taste.  C'an  he  deceive  the 
silly  wench  by  holding  out  honorable  intentions  —  still 
better;  it  will  show  that  he  is  shrewd  enough  to  play  the 
hypocrite  when  it  serves  his  purpose.  lie  may  become 
prime  minister  —  if  he  accomplishes  his  purpose  I  A^ 
mirable!  thai  will  jirove  to  me  that  fortune  favoi-s  him. 
Should  the  farce  end  with  a  chubby  grandchiUl  —  incom- 
parable !  I  will  drink  an  extra  bottle  of  Malaga  to  the 
prospects  of  my  pedigree,  and  cheerfully  pay  the  wench's 
lying-in  expenses. 

\\  iiRU.  All  I  wish  is  that  your  excellency  may  not 
have  to  drink  that  bottle  to  drown  your  sorrow. 
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pRES.  (atsridy).  Worm !  remember  that  what  I  oiice  ^ 
believe,  I  believe  obstinately  —  tliat  I  am  furious  when 
angore<i.  I  am  willing  to  pass  over  as  a  joke  this  attempt 
to  stir  my  blood.  That  yuu  are  desirous  of  getting  nd 
of  your  rival,  I  can  very  well  conipreliend,  and  that, 
because  you  might  have  some  ditHculty  in  supplanting  the 
son,  you  eiideavur  t<>  make  a  cat's-]>aw  of  the  father,  I 
can  also  understand  —  I  am  even  delighted  to  find  that 
you  are  master  of  3U<!li  excellent  (juallli cations  in  the  way 
of  roguery.  Only,  friend  Worm,  piay  don't  make  me, 
too,  the  butt  of  your  knavery.  Understand  me,  have  a 
care  that  your  cunning  trench  not  upon  my  plans! 

WoBM.  Pardon  me,  your  excellency  !  If  even  —  as 
you  suspect— jealousy  is  concerned,  it  is  only  with  the 
eye,  and  uot  with  the  tongue. 

Pres.  It  would  be  better  to  dispense  with  it  alto- 
gether. What  can  it  matter  tw  you,  simpleton,  whether 
yon  get  your  coin  frash  fi'om  tliu  mint,  or  it  comes  through 
a  banker?  Ci)nsole  yourself  with  the  example  of  our 
nobility.  Whether  known  to  the  bridegroom  or  not,  I 
can  a.ssure  you  that,  amongst  us  of  rank,  scarcely  a  mar- 
riage takes  place  hut  what  at  least  half  a  <lo7.en  of  the 
guests  —  or  the  footmen  —  c:in  stale  the  geometrical  area 
of  the  bride^^rooiu'a  para<li8e. 

Woitsi  (Aoiot'f.v).  My  lord!  Upon  this  head  I  confess 
myself  a  plebeian. 

Prks,  And,  besides,  you  may  soon  have  the  satisfac- 
tion of  turning  the  laugh  most  handsomely  a^inst  your 
rival.  At  this  very  moment  it  is  under  consideration  in 
the  cabinet,  that,  ujion  the  arrival  of  the  new  duohess, 
Lady  Milford  shall  apparently  be  discarded,  and,  to  com- 
plete the  deception,  form  .in  alliance.  You  know.  Worm, 
how  tjreatly  my  influence  depends  upon  this  lady  —  how 
my  mightiest  prospects  hang  upon  tlie  passions  of  the 
prince.  The  duke  is  now  seeking  a  partner  for  Lady 
Milford.  Rome  one  else  may  step  in  —  conclude  the  bar- 
g.iin  for  her  ladyship,  win  the  confidence  of  the  prince, 
and  make  hiniNcIf  indispensable,  to  my  cost.  Now,  to 
retain  the  prince  in  the  meshes  of  my  family,  I  have  re- 
solveil  that  my  Ferdinand  shall  marry  Ijidy  Milford.  Is 
ftiat  clear  to  you  ? 
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Worm.  Quite  diuizling!  Yuiir  i-xcdkiniif  liia  Ht  least 
conviiicod  mu  tljal,  csompurvO  with  tlio  prosidoat,  the 
father  in  but  a  novioe.  ijhuulil  tliu  mitjor  prgvt;  as  uttth 
dicot  fl  soil  as  you  show  yoiirsLlf  n  tuiidur  fntlior,  your 
demand  may  chunu;  to  be  rctunicd  with  a  protect. 

PuKS.  1< orliiiiately  I  hnv«  uvviT  yut  bsd  tu  fear  Qjipo- 
flilioil  to  my  will  when  oncu  I  have  pi'ououiiced,  "  It 
aliaJl  be  so !  '  But  now,  Wonii,  that  brings  ua  back  1,0 
our  furmer  aubjiKit!  I  will  propuae  Lady  Milfuiil  lo 
my  sun  tliix  very  day.  The  face  which  he  ]iul8  uprni  it 
uliall  eillifr  cuTibriii  your  Huspieions  or  entirety  cuiifulc 

WoMM.  I'ardon  mo,  my  lord  !  The  sulleii  faoe  whicii 
be  must  asHun-ctly  will  put  upuit  it  may  be  placed  etiiiidtjr 
to  the  account  of  tbc  bride  you  offer  to  lilin  as  of  tiiir 
from  whom  yon  wish  to  Menaratc  Lira.    I  would  beg  <*f 

yuu  a  iiiuri'  positivi'  tc>i !  rn.|",sii.o  liini  »orm' iicrfucily 
uuexcejitiuiiable  wwiuiiii.  Tlieti,  if  lie  coiisi'tils,  let  Si.'i''- 
retiiry  Worui  brcali  sIoir'm  on  the  higliway  for  llie  iii\t 
tlirec  years. 

PitES,  {bitinij  hU  fij>x).     The  ilevil ! 

WoKM.  Such  is  llie  ensi',  you  may  ri'sl  assured  !  Tlic 
mother — Htupidlty  ilsflC — has,  iu  her simjil icily, betrayed 
all  to  mc. 

I'liKH.  (  /mnitf/  t/ie  roimi,  nmf  try  hi;/  to  nfireia  his  riii/cj. 

WoKM.  Yet^  let  me  eiUreat  your  oxitllcmy  not  l<) 
forjiet  that  tlie  major  —  is  my  luaster's  suti 

PitEs.     No  barm  shall  come  to  hiiu.  Worm. 

WoiiM.  And  that  my  service  iu  ridding  you  of  ;m 
unwelcome  daufrhlcr-in-law 

Pkes.  Should  be  rewai-ded  by  mc  bcljiiuL;  you  to  a 
wife?     That  too,  Wonu  ! 

WoitM  (li.mui'/  fill,  ■kli.,ht).  Eternally  your  lorilsbiji's 
slave.     {fiol„i,:) 

PuES.  {thrmtenhi;/  him).  As  to  what  I  have  confided 
to  vou.  Worm!  'if  yoti  dare  but  to  whisj.er  a 
Bylluble 

W..KM.  (I'jui/hs).  Thtn  y.Hir  ctcellency  will  no  doubt 
expose  my  forgeries!  [Ej-it. 

Pni:s.     Yes,  yes,  you  are  safe  enough  !     I  bold  you  in 
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the  fc'ttcni  of  your  owu  knavery,  like  a  trout  ou  the 
hook! 

EiUer  Sekvant. 

Skrvast.    Marshal  Knlb 

Pres.  Thu  very  iiiiiti  I  uiHlied  to  see.  Introduce 
him.  \_£knt  Skbtant. 

SCKNK  VI. 

Mabhhal  Kalr,  in  a  rich  but  tasttless  coitrUilreas,  with 
ChamberUiitCa  keija,  two  watdteH,  stoord,  tltree^ornereU 
httt^  and  hair  tlrenhed  a  la  Jlen'ssoii.  JJe  Imstlts  uji  to 
the  I'kksiuknt,  a>id  iliff'usee  a  atrvn</  accnt  of  ntuak 
through  the  whole  theatre — l'KEiiii>iiNT. 

Maksual.  Ah !  good  inoniinir,  my  ik'.ir  baron  t  Quite 
delighted  to  see  you  again  —  ].iray  forgive  my  not  hav- 
ing paid  my  rea|iceta  to  you  at  an  e.'irlier  hour  —  the 
most  iTessiiig  business  —  the  (hike's  bill  of  fare  —  invita- 
tion cards  —  arraii^'enients  for  the  sledge  party  to-day  — 
ah  !  —  besides  it  was  necessary  for  me  to  be  at  the  levee, 
to  inform  his  highness  of  tiie  state  of  the  weatlier. 

i'uKs.  True,  mai-ahal!  Such  weighty  concerns  were 
not  to  be  neglected  ! 

Maqsiial.    Then  a  rascally  tailor,  too,  kept  me  wait- 

Vkks.     And  yet  ready  to  the  moment? 

Marsiiai..  Nor  is  that  all  I  One  misfortune  follows 
at  the  heels  of  the  other  to-day !     Only  hear  nie  ! 

I'kes.  {'ibsKut).     Can  it  be  possiljle? 

Makkiiai..  Just  listen !  Scarce  had  I  quitted  my  car- 
riage, when  the  horaes  became  restive,  and  began  to 
plunge  and  rear —  only  imagine!  — sjdashed  iny  breeches 
all  over  with  uitul !  Vvhat  was  to  be  doiie'i'  Jancy,  my 
dear  baron,  just  fancy  yourself  for  a  moment  in  my  pre- 
dicament! There  I  stood!  the  hour  was  late!  a  day's 
journey  to  retuni  —  yet  to  appear  before  his  highness  in 
this  — good  heavena:    What  did  I  bethink  me  of?    I 

fretended  to  faint !     They  bundle  me  into  my  carriage  ! 
drive    home   like    mad — change   my   dress — hasten 
back  —  and  only  think  !  —  in  spite  of  all  this  I  was  tlie 
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firat  persoD  in  the  anteobamber  I    What  say  yon  to  that  ? 

Pkes.  a  most  admirable  impromptu  of  mortal  wit  — 
but  tell  me,  Kalb,  did  you  speak  to  the  iliike? 

Ma&sual  {importantly).  Full  twenty  minutes  and  a 
half. 

Preb.  Indeed?  Then  doubtless  you  have  im|N)rtant 
news  to  impart  to  me  ? 

Marshal  {seriously,  ajler  a  pause  of  reflection).  His 
higliness  wears  a  Merde  d'Oje  beaver  to-day. 

Prrs.  Uod  bless  me !  —  and  vet,  marshal,  I  have  even 
git^ater  news  to  tell  you.  Lady  Milford  will  soon  beeomo 
my  daughter-in-law.     That,  I  think  will  be  new  to  you? 

Marshal.  Is  it  possible!  And  is  it  already  agreed 
upon  t 

I'res.  It  is  settled,  marshal  —  xaA  you  would  oblige 
me  by  forthwith  waiting  upon  her  ladyship,  and  prepar- 
ing her  to  receive  Ferdiuiuid's  visit.  \  cw  !i;ivp  full 
liberty,  also,  to  circulate  the  news  of  my  son's  a|>- 
proaching  nuptials. 

Marshal.  My  dear  friend  !  With  consummate  pleas- 
ure !  What  can  I  desire  more  ?  I  lly  to  the  baroness  this 
moment.  Adieu  !  {Embracing  him.)  In  less  than  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour  it  shall  he  known  throughout  the 
town,  ['Sit/w  o/f. 

Pkes.  {amilini/  contemptiwiialy).  How  can  peojile 
say  that  such  creatures  are  of  no  use  in  the  world  't  Now, 
then,  Master  Ferdinand  must  either  consent  or  give  the 
whole  town  the  lie.  {Rings — Worm  enters.']  Send  my 
son  hither.  (Worm  retires ;  C/te  Presii>ext  walks  up 
and  down,  full  of  thoiig/U.) 

ScE.VE  VIT. 

I'ltumDE^jT  — Ferdinand. 

Fekd.     In  obedience  to  your  commands,  sir 

Pkes.  Ay,  if  I  desire  the  presence  of  my  son,  I  must 
command  it  — Ferdinand,  I  have  observed  you  for  some 
time  past,  and  find  no  longer  that  open  vivacity  of  youth 
which  once  so  delighted  nie.  An  unusual  sorrow  broods 
upon  your  features  ;  you  shun  your  father ;  you  shun  so- 
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ciety.  For  sluimc,  Ferdiiiaiid  !  At  yimv  age  a  ihuiisaiKi 
irregularities  are  easier  forgiven  tliaii  one  instant  of  idk 
melancholy.  Leave  this  to  me,  my  son  !  Leave  the  car< 
of  your  future  happiness  to  my  direction,  and  study  onl) 
to  co-operate  with  my  designs  —  come,  Ferdinand,  em- 
•^         brace  me ! 

Fbrd.     You  are  most  gracious  to-day,  father ! 

Pbes.  "  To-day,"  you  rogue  ?  and  your  "  to-day  "  with 
such  a  vinegar  look  ?  {iSeriotisly,)  Ferdinand !  For 
whose  sake  have  I  trod  that  dangerous  path  which  leads 
to  the  affections  of  the  prince  ?  For  whose  sake  have  I 
forever  destroyed  my  peace  with  Heaven  and  my  con- 
science? Hear  me,  Ferdinand — I  am  speaking  to  my 
son.  For  whom  have  I  paved  the  way  by  the  removal  of 
my  predecessor  ?  a  deed  which  the  more  deeply  gores  my 
inward  feelings  the  more  carefully  I  conceal  the  dagger 
from  the  world !  Tell  me,  Ferdinand,  for  whose  sake 
have  I  done  all  this  ? 

FsRD.  {recoiling  with  horror).  Surely  not  for  mine, 
father,  not  for  mine  ?  Surely  •  not  on  me  can  fall  the 
bloody  reflection  of  this  murder?  By  my  Almighty 
Maker,  it  were  better  never  to  have  been  bom  than  to  be 
the  pretext  for  such  a  crime ! 

Pbes.  What  sayest  thou  ?  How?  But  I  will  attrib- 
ute these  strange  notions  to  thy  romantic  brain,  Ferdi- 
nand ;  let  me  not  lose  my  temper  —  ungrateful  boy ! 
Thus  dost  thou  repay  me  for  my  sleepless  nights  ?  Thus 
for  my  restless  anxiety  to  po-oraote  thy  good?  Thus  for 
the  never-dying  scorpion  of  my  conscience  ?  Upon  me 
must  fall  the  burden  of  responsibility ;  upon  me  the  curse, 
the  thunderbolt  of  the  Judge.  Thou  receivest  thy  for- 
tune from  another's  liand  —  the  crime  is  not  attached  to 
the  inheritance. 

Ferd.  {extending  his  right  ha  fid  towards  heaven).  Here 
I  solemnly  abjure  an  inheritance  which  must  ever  remind 
me  of  a  parent's  guilt ! 

Pbes.   Hoar  me,  sirrah !  and  do  not  incense  me !  Were 

Iron  left  to  your  own  direction  you  would  crawl  through 
ife  in  the  dust. 

Feed.  Oh !  better,  father,  far,  far  better,  than  to 
crawl  about  a  throne  ! 
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pREH.  (rqwegging  his  amger).     !^o !     Then  cotnpnlfiioD 

ust  make  you  Bensible  of  your  ^ood  fortune  I  To  that 
It,  which,  with  tlie  utmost  strtviug  a  thousiiml   others 

lil  to  reach,  you  have  beeu  exalted  m  your  very  Bleep. 
At  twelve  you  received  a  uommissiou ;  at  twenty  a  com- 
mand. I  have  succeeded  in  obtaining  for  you  the  duke'a 
patrona^.  He  bida  you  lay  auidti  your  uniform,  and 
share  with  me  hie  favor  and  his  tontidence.  He  nyiJkv  of 
titles  —  embassies  —  of  honors  bestowed  but  upon  few. 
A  glorious  jtrospect  spreads  itself  b«for«i  you  I  The 
direct  path  to  the  place  next  the  throne  lies  open  to  you ! 
Nay,  to  the  throne  itself,  if  the  actual  power  of  ruling  is 
equivalent  to  the  mere  symbol.  Docs  not  thai  idea  awaken 
your  ambition? 

Fksd.  No!  My  ideas  ot  greatness  and  happiness 
differ  widely  from  yours.  Your  bi^iness  is  but  s^dom 
known,  except  by  the  misery  of  others.  Knvv,  terror, 
haired  ;ire  the  nifUtucboly  nunois  in  which  ihf  Vniiles  of 
princes  are  reflected.  Tears,  curses,  :m(l  ibc  wiiilingi-  of 
despair,  the  horrid  banquet  that  feasts  your  supposed 
elect  of  fortune ;  intoxicated  with  these  they  rush  bead- 
long  into  eternity,  staggering  to  the  throne  of  judgment. 
■  '     •    '     '  sfou       ■    ' 


My  ideas  of  happiness  teach  nie  to  look  for  its  ft 
mvself !     All  my  wishes  lie  centered  in  my  heart! 

Pres.  Masterly!  Inimitable!  Admirable!  The  first 
schooling  I  have  received  these  thirty  years!  Pity  that 
the  brain  at  fifty  should  be  so  dull  at  learning!  But  — 
that  such  l.ilent  may  not  rust,  I  will  place  one  by  your 
side  on  whom  you  can  pr.tctise  your  harlequinade  follies 
at  pleasure.  You  will  resolve  —  resolve  this  very  day  — 
to  take  a  wife. 

Ferd.  (starting  back  amazed  ).     Father  ! 

Pres,  Answer  me  not.  I  have  made  proposals,  in 
yotir  name,  to  Lady  Milford.  You  will  instantly  deter- 
mine upon  going  to  her,  and  declaring  youi'scif  her  bride- 
groom. 

Ferk.     Lady  Milford!  father? 

Pres,     I  jiresume  she  is  not  unknown  to  yo'i ! 

Ferd.  (pansionately).  To  what  brothel  is  she  unknown 
through  the  dukedom  ?  But  pardon  me,  dearest  father ! 
It  is  ridiculous  to  imagine  that  your  proposal  can   be 
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Mrioiu.  Would  you  call  yourself  father  of  that  infunons 
son  who  married  a  licensed  prostitute? 

Pbes.  Nay,  more.  I  would  ask  her  hand  myself,  if 
she  would  take  a  man  of  fifty.  Would  not  you  call  your- 
self that  infamous  father's  son  ? 

Fbrd.     No!  as  God  lives!  that  would  I  not! 

Pbss.  An  audacity,  by  my  honor !  whioh  I  pardon  for 
its  excessive  etngnUrity. 

Fb&u.  I  entreat  you,  father,  release  me  from  a  demand 
which  would  render  it  insupportable  to  call  myself  your 

Pbbs.  Are  you  distracted,  boy  ?  What  reasonable 
man  would  not  thirst  after  a  distinction  which  makes 
him,  as  one  of  a  trio,  the  equal  and  co-partner  of  his  sov- 
ereign ? 

Fesd.  You  are  quite  an  enigma  to  me,  father!  "A 
distinction,"  do  you  call  it?  A  distinction  to  share  that 
with  a  prince,  wherein  he  places  himself  on  a  level  with 
the  meanest  of  his  Bubjecls  ?  (  Tht  I'kksidknt  bursts  itUo 
a  loud  laugh.)  You  may  scoff —  I  must  submit  to  it  in 
a  father.  With  what  countenance  should  I  support  the 
gaze  of  the  meanest  laborer,  who  at  least  receives  an  un- 
divided person  as  the  portion  of  bis  bride  ?  With  what 
countenance  should  I  present  myself  before  the  world  ? 
before  the  prince  ?  nay,  before  the  harlot  herself,  who 
seeks  to  wash  out  in  my  shame  the  brandmarks  of  her 
honor  ? 

Pbes.  Where  in  the  world  couldst  thou  collect  such 
notions,  boy  ? 

Fkkd.  I  implore  you,  father,  by  heaven  and  earth ! 
By  thus  sacrificing  your  only  son  you  can  never  become 
so  happy  as  you  will  make  him  miserable  !  If  my  life 
can  be  a  step  to  your  advancement,  dispose  of  it.  My 
life  you  gave  me;  and  I  will  never  hesitate  a  moment  to 
sacrifice  it  wholly  to  your  welfare.  But  my  honor,  father  I 
If  you  deprive  me  of  this,  the  giving  me  life  was  a  mere 
trick  of  wanton  cruelty,  and  I  must  equally  curse  the 
parent  and  the  pander. 

Pber.  {faffing  him  on  the  shoulder  in  a  friendly  man- 
ler).  That's  as  it  should  be,  my  dear  boy!  Now  1  see 
that  you  are  a  brave  fmd  noble  fellow,  and  worthy  of  the 
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first  womftn  in  the  dukedom.     You  ehnll  linve  her.    Thia 


very  day  you  shall  bo  affiaaced  to  the  Countess  of 
Ostheim. 

Fkro.  (in  fi«to  diaoriUr).  Is  thiu,  tlieii,  dcetlned  to  bv 
the  liour  of  my  desLrtfutioii  ? 

Pkes.  {regan'diitff  him  irifh  mi  eyo  nf  Btafpiciun).  In 
this  uuion,  I  iniagioc,  you  uaii  havn  no  objeclion  ou  the 
score  of  honor  ? 

Fekd.  None,  father,  none  whatever.  Fredt-ricn  of 
Ostheim  would  make  any  other  the  happiest  of  men. 
(^stife,  i»  t/m  greatest  ayittitioji,)  liis  ItindnoBS  rends  in 
pieces  that  remnant  of  uiy  heart  whidi  his  cruelty  left 
unwounderl. 

PiUi».  (his  eye  ttill  fixnd  upon  Mm).  I  expect  your 
gratitude,  Ferdinand ! 

Pkbd.  (iimAm  toioarda  kim  and  kiasea  hia  Aaruis), 
Father,  your  goodness  nwakens  every  spark  of  sentiment 
in  myljosorri.  Fiithfr!  luveivr  loy  w.'iriii.st  lli'iiiks  for 
voiir  kind  intentions.  Yoiir  elioice  Is  unexceptionable  ! 
but  I  cannot — I  d:iro  not  —  ]>ity  nie,  faliier,  1  never  can 
love  the  countess. 

pREK.  (draws  buck).  Ha!  ha!  now  I've  caught  you, 
young  gentleman !  The  cunning  fox  h.iH  Inmbied  into 
the  trap.  Oh,  you  artful  hypocrite !  It  w.ib  not  then 
honor  which  made  you  refuse  Lady  Milford  ?  It  w.is  not 
.  the  woman,  but  the  nuptials  which  alarmed  you  !  (Fkr- 
wiNASD  stmnh  jreli-ifi'eil  for  a  moment ;  that  reconers 
hitnself  and  prepares  to  quit  tfie  chamber  /msIi/i/.) 
Whither  now  V  Stay,  sir.  Is  this  the  respect  due  to  your 
father?  (Ferdinano  Mkwwi  sloHy.)  Her  ladyship  ex- 
pects you.  Tjie  duke  has  my  promise  !  liotli  court  and 
city  believe  all  is  settJCil,  If  tliou  niakest  me  appear  a 
liar,  boy!  If,  before  the  duke  —  the  lady  — llie  court 
and  city  —  thou  shouldst  make  me  appear  a  liar!  — 
tremble,  boy!  —  or  when  I  have  gained  information  of 
certain  circumstances  —  how  no*w  ?  Why  does  the  color 
BO  suddenly  forsake  your  cheeks  ? 

FERn.  (p<de  and  trenibliii;/).  How?  What?  Noth- 
ing—  it  is  nothing,  my  father! 

Pres.  (lytstinff  vpon  him  a  dreadful  look).  Should 
there  be  cause.     If  I  should  discover  the  source  whence 
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tbia  obstinacy  proceeds !  Boy  I  boy  I  tbe  very  gQBpicion 
drives  me  distracted!  Leave  ine  Una  moment.  'Tis  now 
Uie  hour  of  pnraile.  As  rooh  as  tiie  word  is  given,  go 
thoato  her  ladyship.  At  my  nod  a  dukedom  trembles; 
we  sliall  flee  whether  a  (1iso)K:diunt  son  dare  dispute  my 
will  !  ( Qoiny,  returns.)  Remember,  sir !  fail  not  to 
wait  on  Lady  Milfoixl,  or  drea<l  my  anger  !  [.£in't. 

Fjcbi).  {metiAetm,  tfs  if  from  a  dream).  Is  he  gone? 
Was  tliat  a  fatiicr's  voice?  Yes,  I  will  go —  I  will  see 
her —  I  will  say  auch  tilings  to  her  —  hold  such  a  mirror 
before  lier  eyes.  Tlien,  base  woman,  sliouldst  thou  still 
demand  my  hand  —  in  the  presence  of  the  assembled 
nobles,  the  military,  and  the  people  —  gird  thyself  with 
all  the  pride  of  thy  native  Britain  —  I,  a  German  youtli, 
will  spurn  thee!  [Ji^l. 


ACT  IL 

SfENE  L  —  A  room  in  Lauy  AIii.fokd'b  house.  On  l/ie 
rii/lit  of  the  Htaye  stands  a  sofa,  on  the  left  a  piano- 
forte. 

L.MiY  MiLKORi),  ?H  a  loosr  hilt  ehi/ant  ne</lif/ee,  is  running 
her  hand  over  the  kei/x  of  the  pUuioforte  us  Sophv 
udi-inices  from  the  mi!'h>w. 

Soriiv.  Tbe  parade  is  over,  and  the  officers  are  separ- 
ating, but  I  see  no  signs  of  the  major. 

I^Aiiv  HL  (,rhcs  and  ti^tids  up  and  duimi  tlie  room  in 
yisiliie  a'jilalkin).  I  know  not  what  alls  me  to-day, 
Sopbv  !  I  never  felt  so  before  —  you  say  you  do  not  see 
him  !  It  in  evident  enough  that  be  is  by  no  meims  im- 
patii'Ht  for  this  meeting  —  my  heart  feels  opjiressed  as  if 
by  some  heavy  erimo.  <io !  Sojiby,  order  the  most 
Hjiiritud  horse'  in  the  stable  to  be  saddled  for  me  —  I 
must  away  into  tbe  open  air  where  I  may  look  on  the 
blue  sky  and  hear  ibc  busy  bum  of  man.  I  must  dispel 
this  gloominess  by  change  aud  motion. 

Soi'HV.  If  you  feel  out  of  spirits,  my  lady,  why  not 
invite  company!  Let  the  prince  give  an  entertainment 
here,  or  have  the  ombre  table  brought  to  you.     If  tbe 
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prince  and  all  lii§  court  were  at  my  beck  and  call  I  would 
let  no  whira  or  fancy  trouble  lue ! 

Ladv  JM,  (throwi/iff  Aertelf  on  the  cowc/i).  Pray,  spare 
ine.  I  would  gladly  give  a  ^ewel  in  exchange  for  »very 
hour's  respite  from  the  intiiction  of  such  company  !  I 
alwtiys  have  my  rooms  tapestried  with  these  creatures! 
Narrow-minded,  miserable  beings,  who  are  quite  shocked 
if  by  chance  a  candid  and  heartfelt  word  should  escape 
one's  lips!  and  stand  t^hasL  ae  tbongh  they  saw  an 
Apparition;  slaves,  moved  by  a  single  pnppet-wire,  which 
I  can  govern  as  easily  as  the  threads  of  my  embroidery  I 
What  can  I  bave  in  common  with  snch  insipid  wretches, 
whose  souls,  like  their  watches,  are  regulated  by  machin- 
ery ?  What  pleasure  can  I  have  in  the  society  of  people 
whose  answers  to  my  questions  t  know  beforehand  ? 
How  can  I  bold  communion  with  men  who  dare  not 
venture  on  fin  opinion  of  their  own  lest  it  should  differ 
from  mine !  Away  with  tiiem  —  I  care  not  to  ride  a 
liorse  that  has  not  spirit  enough  to  champ  the  bit !  (  Goes 
to  the  loindow.) 

SoHHv.  But  surely,  my  lady,  you  except  the  prince, 
the  banilsomest,  the  wittiest,  and  the  most  gallant  man 
in  all  his  ducby. 

Lady  M.  (returning).  Yes,  in  his  duchy,  tliat  was 
well  said — and  it  is  only  a  royal  duchy,  Sophy,  tliat 
could  in  the  least  esccuse  my  weakness.  You  say  the 
world  envies  me  !  Poor  thing  !  It  should  rather  pity  me  ! 
Believe  me,  of  all  wlio  drink  of  tbe  streams  of  royat 
bounty  there  is  none  more  miserable  than  the  sovereign's 
favorite,  for  he  who  is  great  and  mighty  in  the  eyes  of 
others  comes  to  her  but  as  the  Initnble  supplinul !  It  is 
tme  that  by  the  talisman  of  liisi  greatness  he  can  realize 
every  wish  of  my  heart  as  readily  as  tbe  magician  calls 
forth  the  fairy  palace  from  the  depths  of  tbe  earth  !  He 
can  place  the  luxuries  of  both  Indies  upon  my  table, 
turn  the  ban-en  wilderness  to  a  para<liac,  can  bid  the 
broad  rivers  of  bis  land  play  in  triumphal  arches  over  my 
path,  or  expend  all  tbe  hard-earned  gains  of  his  subjects 
in  a  single  feu-de-joie  to  my  honor.  But  can  he  school 
his  heart  to  respond  to  one  great  or  ardent  emotion? 
Can  he  extort  one   noble   thought  from  his  weak  and 
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incUgent  brain?  Alas!  my  heart  is  thirsting  amid  all 
this  ocean  of  splendor;  what  avail,  then,  a  thonsand 
virtuous  sentiments  when  I  am  only  permitted  to  indulge 
in  the  pieasures  of  tlie  senses. 

SoPBT  {regarding  her  with  turpnse).  Dear  lady, 
you  amaze  me  I  how  long  is  it  since  I  entered  yonr 
service? 

Lady  M.  Bo  you  ask  because  this  is  the  first  day  on 
vhicli  you  have  learnt  to  know  me?  I  have  sold  my 
honor  to  the  prince,  it  is  true,  but  my  heart  is  still  my 
own  —  s  heart,  dear  Sopliy,  which  even  yet  may  be 
worth  the  acceptance  of  an  honorable  man — a  heart  over 
which  the  peattlential  blast  of  courtly  corruption  has 
passed  as  the  breath  which  for  a  moment  dims  the 
mirror's  lustre.  Believe  me  my  spirit  would  long  since 
have  revolted  against  this  miserable  thraldom  could  my 
ambition  have  submitted  to  see  another  advanced  to 
my  place. 

SopHV,  And  could  a  heart  like  yours  so  readily  sur- 
render itself  to  mere  ambition  ? 

Lady  M.  (with  energy).  Has  it  not  already  been 
avenged  ?  nay,  is  it  not  even  at  this  very  moment  making 
me  pay  a  heavy  atonement  {with  emphasis  laying  her 
hand  on  Sopijy's  shoulder)  ?  Believe  me,  Sophy,  woman 
has  but  to  choose  between  ruling  and  serving,  but  the 
utmost  joy  of  power  is  »  worthless  possession  if  the 
mightier  joy  of  being  slave  to  the  man  we  love  be  denied 
as. 

Sophy.  A  truth,  dear  laily,  which  I  could  least  of  all 
have  expected  to  hear  from  your  lips  !  -^ 

Lady  M.  And  wherefore,  Sophy?  Does  not  woman 
show,  by  her  ehiMisli  mode  of  swaying  the  sceptre  of 
power,  that  she  is  only  tit  to  go  in  leading-strings  !  Have 
not  my  fickle  liuinors  —  my  eager  pursuit  of  wild  dissa- 
pation  —  betrayed  to  you  that  I  sought  in  these  to  stifle 
the  still  wilder  throbbings  of  my  heart? 

Sophy  (starting  back  Kith  surprise).  This  from  you, 
my  lady  ? 

Lady  M,  (continuing  with  increasing  energy).  Appease 
these  throbbings.  Give  me  the  man  in  whom  my  thoughts 
are  centered  —  the  man  I  adore,  without  whom  life  wer« 
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worse  thou  death.  Let  me  but  liear  from  hia  lips  tfaat 
the  tears  of  love  with  which  my  eyes  are  bedewed  outvie 
the  gems  tliat  B{jarkie  in  my  hair,  aud  I  will  throw  at  the 
feci  of  the  prince  tiis  heart  and  his  dukedom,  and  flee 
to  the  Dttermost  parts  of  the  earth  with  t)ie  man  of  my 
love ! 

fSoPHY  {looking  at  her  in  aUirtti).  Heavens  1  my  lady  ! 
control  your  emotion 

Lady  M.  (in  e^tryrite).  You  cbang:e  color!  To  whiit 
have  I  given  utterance?  Yet,  since  1  have  said  thus 
much,  let  me  say  still  more  —  let  my  confidence  lie  a 
pledge  of  your  fidelity, — I  will  tell  you  all. 

Soi'iiv  {looking  aTixioasli/  aroutid).  I  fear  my  lady  — 
I  dread  it  —  I  have  heard  enough  ! 

Lady  M.  This  alliance  with  the  major  —  you,  like  the 
rest  of  the  world,  believe  to  be  the  result  of  a  court 
intrigue  —  Sophy,  blush  not — be  not  ashamed  of  me  — 
il.  is  the  workof  — niy  love-! 

Sophy.     Heavens!    As  I  suspecled! 

Lady  M.  Yes,  Sophy,  (hey  are  ail  deceived.  The 
weak  prince  —  the  diplomatic  hiirou  —  the  silly  mai'shal 
—  each  and  all  of  these  arc  firmly  convinced  that  this 
marriage  Is  a  most  infallible  means  of  preservinj;  me  to 
the  prince,  and  of  uniting  us  still  more  firmly  !  But  this 
will  prove  the  very  means  of  seimraling  us  forever,  and 
bursting  asunder  these  execrable  bonds.  The  cheater 
cheated  —  outwitted  by  a  weak  woman.  Yo  yourselves 
are  leading  me  to  the  man  of  my  heart  —  tliis  was  all  I 
sought.  Let  him  but  once  be  mine  —  be  but  mine  — 
then,  oh,  then,  a  long  farewell  lo  all  this  <lcs]ii<':iblc 
pomp ! 

Scene  IL —  Jin  old  valet  of  the  Dvhe's,  trit/t  a  casket  of 
jewels,      the  former. 

Valet.  ITis  serene  highness  begs  your  ladysblj/s 
acceptance  of  these  Jewels  as  a  nuptial  jiresent.  They 
have  just  arrived  from  Venice, 

Lauy  M.  {open»  the  casket  and  starts  back  in  astonish- 
ment).   What  did  these  jewels  cost  the  duke  ? 

Valbt,     Nothing! 
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Lady  M.  Nothing  I  Are  yon  beside  yourael 
(retreating  a  step  or  two.)  Old  man  I  you  fix  on  me  a  la 
aa. though  you  would  pierce  me  through.  Did  you  » 
these  precious  jewels  cost  nothing  ? 

Valet.  Yesterday  seven  thousand  children  of  ti 
land  left  their,  homes  to  go  to  America  —  they  pay  f 
all. 

Lady  M.  (sets  the  casket  sudilody  dotouy  and  paces  t 
and  dor/on  the  room;  after  a  pausey  to  the  Valet).  Wh 
distresses  you,  old  man  ?  you  are  weeping ! 

Valet  (wipi?ig  his  eyes^  arid  tremming  violently 
Yes,  for  these  jewels.  My  two  sons  are  among  tl 
number. 

Lady  M.     But  they  went  not  by  compulsion  ? 

Valet  {laughing  bitterly).  Oh !  dear  no  !  they  we 
all  volunteers !  There  were  certainly  some  few  forwai 
lads  who  pushed  to  the  front  of  the  ranks  and  inquin 
of  the  colonel  at  what  price  the  prince  sold  his  subjec 
per  yoke,  upon  which  our  gracious  ruler  ordered  the  re^ 
ments  to  be  marched  to  the  parade,  and  the  malconten 
to  be  shot.  We  heard  the  report  of  the  muskets,  and  sa 
brains  and  blood  spurting  about  us,  while  the  whole  bar 
shouted  —  "  Hurrah  for  America !  " 

Lady  M.  And  I  heard  nothing  of  all  this!  sa 
nothing ! 

Valet.  No,  most  gracious  lady,  because  you  ro< 
off  to  the  bear-hunt  w^ith  his  liighness  just  at  the  moinei 
the  drum  was  beating  for  the  marcli.  'Tis  a  pity  yoi 
ladvship  missed  the  pleasure  of  the  sight  —  here,  cryir 
children  might  be  seen  following  their  wretched  father - 
there,  a  mother  distracted  witli  grief  was  rushing  forwai 
to  throw  her  tender  infant  among  the  bristling  bayone 
—  here,  a  bride  and  bridegroom  were  separated  with  tl 
sabre's  stroke  —  and  there,  graybeards  were  seen  to  star 
in  despair,  and  fling  their  very  crutches  after  their  soi 
in  the  New  WoHd — and,  in  the  midst  of  all  this,  tl 
drums  were  beating  loudly,  that  the  prayers  and  lament 
tions  might  not  reach  the  Almighty  ear. 

Lady  M.  {rising  in  violent  emotion).  Away  wii 
these  lewels  —  their  rays  pierce  my  bosom  like  theflam^ 
of  hell.     Moderate  your  grief,  old  man.     Your  childrc 


sliall  be  restored  to  you.  Tou  sball  ^ain  clasp  them  to 
your  ItoBom. 

Valkt  (wiffi  i/^n/Uh).  Yes,  heaven  knows!  We 
shall  meet  aeam !  As  they  passeii  the  city  gates  they 
turned  rouna  and  cried  aloud :  "  God  bless  our  n-ives  ana 
children  —  long  life  to  our  gracious  sovereign.  At  tlie 
d»y  of  judguiMit  we  ahall  all  meet  again  I  " 

Lauv  M.  {tealks  up  atitl  down  the  room  in  <freat  at/ila- 
tioti).  Horribiti  1  moat  horrible  I  —  and  lliey  would  per- 
suade me  that  I  had  dried  up  all  the  teare  in  the  land. 
Now,  indeed,  mv  eyes  are  fearfully  opened  !  Go  —  tell 
the  prince  that  1  will  thank  him  in  person  !  [As  the  vtdet 
is  going  she  drope  the  purse  into  his  hut.)  And  take 
this  as  a  recompense  for  the  truth  you  have  revealed 
to  me. 

Valet  {throvt  the  pune  with  corOemjpt  on  the  uMe). 
Keep  it,  with  your  other  treasures.  ^Fhnt. 

Laoy  M.  (Itjokinii  ujter  him  in  itatonishnmt).  Sorhy, 
follow  him,  and  inquire  bis  name.  His  sons  shall  be 
restored  to  him.  (Sophy  goes.  I,.»dt  Milford  becomes 
absorbed  in  thought.  Pause.  Then  to  Sophy  aa  she  re- 
turns.) Was  there  not  a  report  that  some  town  on  the 
frontier  had  been  destroyed  by  fire,  and  four  hundred 
families  reduced  to  beggary  ?     {She  rings.) 

Sophy.  What  has  made  your  ladyshi]>  just  think  of 
that  ?  Yes  —  such  was  certainly  the  fact,  and  most  of 
these  poor  creatures  are  either  compelled  to  serve  their 
creditors  as  bondsmen,  or  are  draggmg  out  their  miser- 
able days  in  the  depths  of  the  royal  silver  mines. 

Enter  u  Servant.  What  are  your  ladyship's  com- 
mands ? 

Lady  M.  [givinfi  him  the  eiise  of  Jetrth).  Carry  this 
to  my  treasurer  without  delay.  Let  the  jewels  be  sold 
and  the  money  distribut(?d  among  the  four  hundred  fami- 
lies who  wore  mined  liy  the  fire. 

Sophy.  Consider,  my  lady,  the  risk  you  run  of  dis- 
pleasing his  highness. 

Lady  M.  (with  digniti/).  Should  I  encircle  my  brows 
with  the  curses  of  liis  subjects  ?  (Mules  a  sign  to  the 
servant,  who  goes  airag  vrith  the  Jeirel  cnse.)  Wonldst 
thou  have  me  draped   to  the  earth  by  the  dreadful 
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weight  of  the  tears  of  misery?  Nay !  Sophy,  it  1h  bet- 
ter Tar  to  wear  false  jewels  on  the  brow,  and  to  have  the 
GonBciousnesB  of  a  good  deed  within  the  breast ! 

Sophy.  But  diamonds  of  such  value !  Why  not 
rather  give  soma  that  are  less  precious  t  Truly,  my  lady, 
it  is  an  unpardonable  act. 

Z^DT  M.  Foolish  girl !  For  this  deed  more  brilliants 
and  pearls  will  flow  for  me  in  one  moment  than  kings 
ever  wore  in  their  richest  diadems  I  Ay,  and  infinitely 
more  beautiful  I 

Servant  enters.    Major  von  Walter! 

SoPHT  (nmning  hastily  to  the  hdp  of  Ladt  Milfobd, 
who  eeema  faintivg).  Heavens,  tny  lady,  you  obsnge 
color! 

Lady  M.  The  first  man  who  ever  made  me  tremble. 
{To  the  Sebvant.)      lam  not  well  —  but  stay  —  what 

said  the  major  ?  —  how  ? 0  Sophy !     I  look  sadly  ill, 

do  I  not  ? 

Sophy.     1  entreat  you,  my  lady,  compose  yourself. 

Sektant.  Is  it  your  ladyship's  wish  that  I  should 
deny  you  to  the  major? 

IJady  M,  {hesitating).  Tell  him  —  I  shall  be  happy 
to  see  him.  {Exit  Servant.)  What  shall  I  say  to  him, 
Sophy  ?  how  shall  I  receive  him  ?  I  will  he  silent — alas! 
I  fear  he  will  despise  my  weakness.  He  will  —  ah,  roe  I 
what  sad  forebodings  oppress  my  heart  I  Yon  arc  going 
Sophy!  stay,  yet  —  no,  no  —  he  cornea  —  yes,  slay,  stay 
with  me 

SoriiY.    Collect  yourself,  my  lady,  the  major 

Scene  III.—  Ferdinand  von  Walter.     The  former. 

Ferii.  (jnVA  a  sHyfit  boie).  I  hope  I  <lo  not  interrupt 
your  lailysliip? 

Lapy'M.  (with  visible  emotion).  Not  at  all,  barOn  — 
not  in  the  least. 

Ferd.  I  wait  on  your  ladyship,  at  the  command  of 
my  father. 

Lady  M.     Therein  I  am  his  debtor, 

Fkrd.  And  I  am  charged  to  announce  to  yon  that 
our  niarriage  is  determined  on.  Hins  far  I  inlfil  the 
commission  of  my  father. 
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Lady  M. 

(c/tanaing  colorand  tremilina). 

And  not  of 

your  own  Iicail  ? 

Frro.     Ministers  and  panders  iiave  no 

coiicerii 

wiUi 

hearu. 

Lai.v  M. 

{almost  epeecIJens  \rith  emotion 

).    And 

y«ii 

yourself  — 

liavi-  you  nothing  lo  add  ? 

Fkiu).  (Io 

uking  at  ^way).     Much  !  iiiv  In 

uly.  mm 

■h! 

Ubv  M. 

.     Mny 

Ib*.g 

you  to  take 

a  seat  by  my  side  ? 
will  be  brief,  lady. 

F««i,.    I 

Laov  M. 

Wdl ! 

F«B1..      I 

am  a  man  of  honor  ! 

^ 

Lakv  M. 

Wlioae  worth  I  know  how  lo 

apprccia 

t«fl 

Fkri>.     I 

am  of  nohle  birth  ! 

^H 

Ladt  M. 

Noble  w  any  in  tbelttndl 

FiBD.    Asoldierl       ' 

Lady  M.  {in  a  noft,  nfecUonale  manner).  Thw 
you  have  only  fiLiiiiiL'r:iU'rl  ;u1vliliI;i;,'l'S  HJiioli  ymi  <li;iiv 
in  common  with  many  others,  Wliy  are  you  so  sileut 
regarding  ihose  noblu  qualities  which  are  ]>ecutiarly  yimr 

Fero.  {coUlljf).     Here  they  woulil  be  out  of  place. 

Lahv  SC.  (with  iiicreaxhtff  at/itation).  In  what  liir'it 
am  1  to  uiidt-rstand  this  prelude? 

Fkbd.  (HluifJt/,  iiml  irit/t  em/i/innig).  As  the  proli'sl  i.f 
the  voice  of  honor  —should  you  think  j.roper  to  eiifiuve 
the  possession  of  my  hand  ! 

Lady  M.  (stnrting  wilk  hxfii/nitti'n/)  Major  ion 
Walter!     Wliat  lanjiiiaf,'c  is  tiiis  ? 

Fkrii.  {c'lhiili/).  The  language  of  my  heart  —  oi  my 
unspotted  name  —  and  of  this  true  sword. 

Lai.v  M.  Voiir  sword  was  given  to  ymi  liy  tli.. 
j>rin<re. 

Fkkd.  'Twas  the  stii 
the  prince,  (iod  b.-st.>i 
nobility  is  deriveii  froi 
through  eenturius. 

Lai>v  M.     IJnt  the  authorily  of  the  prince 

Fer».  {leith  irtmntli).  Can  he  subvert  tlielaws  of  hft- 
manity,  or  stamp  glory  on  our  at^liuns  as  easily  as  he 
stamj)s  v.ahie  on  the  coin  of  his  i-ealm  ?     He  himself  is 
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not  raised  above  ihe  laws  of  hoDor,  although  he  may 
stifle  its  whispers  with  gold  —  and  shroud  his  infamy  in 
robes  of  eriuiiiu  !  But  eoough  of  this,  lady !  —  it  is  too 
late  now  to  talk  of  blasted  ]>rospects  —  or  of  the  desecra- 
tion of  ancestry  —  or  of  that  nice  sense  of  honor — 
girded  on  with  my  sword  —  or  of  the  world's  opinion. 
All  these  I  am  rea<]y  to  trample  under  foot  as  soon  as 
you  have  proved  to  nie  that  the  reward  is  not  inferior  to 
the  sacrifice. 

Lady  M.  (in  extreme  distress  turning  away).  Major ! 
I  have  not  deserved  this ! 

Ferd.  (taking  her /taiid).  Pardon  me,  lady  —  we  are 
without  witnesses.  Tiio  circumstance  which  brings  iia 
ti^iether  to-day  —  and  only  to^ay — justifies  me,  nay, 
compels  me,  to  ruveal  lo  you  my  inost  secret  feeling.  I 
cannot  comprehend,  lady,  how  a  being  gifted  with  so 
mnch  beauty  and  spirit  —  <|ua1ities  which  a  man  cannot 
fail  to  admire  —  could  throw  herself  away  on  a  prince  in- 
capable of  valuing  aught  beyond  her  mere  person  — and 
yet  not  feel  some  visitings  of  shame,  when  slie  steps  forth 
to  offer  her  heart  to  a  man  of  honor  ! 

Lady  M.  (looking  at  him  with  an  air  of  pride).  Say 
on,  sir,  without  reserve. 

Fekd.  Yon  c.ill  yourself  an  Englishwoman  —  pardon 
me,  lady,  I  can  hardly  believe  you.  The  free-bom  daughter 
of  the  freest  people  under  heaven  —  a  people  too  proud 
to  imitate  even  foreign  virtues  —  would  surely  never 
have  sold  herself  to  foreign  vices !  It  is  not  possible,  lady, 
that  you  should  bo  a  native  of  Britain,  unless  indeed 
your  heart  1)0  as  much  below  as  the  sons  of  Britannia 
vaunt  theii's  to  be  above  all  others  ! 

L.w.v  AI.     Have  you  done,  sir? 

Feud.  Womanly  vanity  —  passions  —  temperament 
—  a  natural  a]jjietite  for  ple.asure  —  all  these  might, 
perhaps,  be  pleaded  in  extenuation  —  for  virtue  often 
survives  honor  —  and  many  who  once  trod  the  paths  of 
inf.amy  have  subseipiently  reconciled  themselves  to  so- 
ciety by  the  performance  of  noble  deeds,  and  have  thus 
thrown  a  halo  of  glory  round  their  evil  doings  —  but  if 
this  were  so,  whence  comes  the  monstrous  extortion  that 
now  oppresses  the  people  with  a  weight  never  before 


known  ?    This  I  would  ask  in  the  anme  of  my  (alher- 
Und  —  and  now,  lady,  I  linve  done  1 

Lady  M.  (ioi(A  getiUenaaa  a>td  dignity).  This  is  the 
first  lime,  Barun  von  Walter,  tbat  words  hucI)  as  these 
have  been  addieased  to  me  —  and  you  are  the  only  man 
to  whom  I  would  in  return  have  vouchsafed  an  anawer. 
Your  rejectiou  of  my  hand  commands  my  esteem.  Your 
iDvectives  against  my  heart  Lave  my  full  forgiveness,  for 
I  will  not  believe  you  sincere,  since  he  who  dares  LoIH 
such  language  to  a  woman,  that  could  ruin  him  in  an  in- 
slant  —  must  either  believe  that  she  possesses  a  great 
and  noble  heart  —  or  muBt  be  the  most  dcs[ierate  of 
madmen.  Tbat  yon  ascribe  the  misery  of  this  land  to 
me  may  He  forgive,  before  whose  throne  you,  and  I,  and 
the  prince  shall  one  day  meet !  But,  as  in  my  person 
you  have  insulted  the  daughter  of  Britain,  so  in  vmdica- 
lion  of  my  couiilry'tj  honor  you  mufil  hear  my  ex- 
culpation. 

Fkbd.  (leaning  on  his  sword).  Lady,  I  listen  with 
interest. 

Ladv  M.  Hear,  then,  that  which  1  have  never  ytt 
breathed  to  mortal,  and  which  none  but  yourself  will  ever 
learn  from  my  lips.  I  am  not  the  low  adventurer  you 
suppose  me,  sir  !  Nay  !  did  I  listen  to  the  voice  of  pride, 
I  might  even  boast  myself  to  be  of  royal  birth;  1  am 
descended  from  the  unhappy  Thomas  Norfolk,  who  paid 
the  penally  of  his  adherence  to  the  cause  of  Mary,  Queen 
of  ScoU,  by  a  bloody  death  on  the  scaffold.  My  father, 
who,  as  royal  chamberlain,  had  once  enjoyed  his  sovereign's 
confidence,  was  accused  of  maintaining  treasonable  rela- 
tions with  France,  and  was  condemned  and  executed  by  a 
decree  of  the  Parliament  of  Great  Britain.  Our  estates 
were  confiscated,  and  our  family  banished  from  their 
native  soil.  My  mother  died  on  the  day  of  my  father's 
execution,  and  I  —  then  a  girl  of  foiirteen  —  fled  to  Ger- 
many with  one  faithful  attendant.  A  casket  of  jewels, 
and  this  crucifix,  plac«d  in  my  bosom  by  my  dying  mother, 
were  all  my  fortune  ! 

[Feed.,  absorbed  in  thought,  survei/n  Lady  Milford 
with  looks  of  compassion  and  sgmjxiihy. 

Lady  M.  (continuing  with  increased  emotion).    With- 
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out  ft  name  —  without  protection  or  property— a  foreigner  - 
and  an  orphan,  I  Teached  Hamburg.  I  had  learnt  noth- 
ing bat  a  little  French,  and  to  run  my  fiueera  over  the 
embroidery  frame,  or  the  keya  of  my  harpsichord.  But, 
though  I  was  igDorant  of  all  nseful  arts,  1  bad  learnt 
full  well  to  feast  oS  gold  and  silver,  to  sleep  beneath 
silken  hangings,  to  bid  attendant  p^es  obey  my  voice, 
and  to  listen  to  the  honeyed  words  of  flattery  and  adnla- 
tioD.  Six  years  passed  away  in  sorrow  and  in  sadnew  — 
the  remnant  of  my  scanty  means  was  fast  melting  away 

—  my  old  and  faithful  nurse  was  no  more  —  and  —  and 
then  it  was  that  fate  brought  your  sovereign  to  Hamburg. 
I  was  walking  beside  the  shores  of  the  Elbe,  wondering, 
as  I  gazed  on  its  waters,  whether  they  or  my  sorrows 
were  the  deeper,  when  the  duke  crossed  my  path.  He 
followed  me,  traced  me  to  my  humble  abode,  and,  casting 
himself  at  my  feet,  vowed  that  he  loved  me.  (SAe  pauaea, 
and,  after  stnigyliiig  with  her  anolion,  co)itiimee  in  a- 
voice  choked  6y  tears.)  All  the  images  of  my  happy 
childhood   were  revived   in   hues  of   delusive  brightness 

—  while  the  future  lowered  before  me  black  as  the  grave. 
My  heart  panted  for  communion  with  another — and  I 
sank  into  the  arms  opened  to  reoeive  me!  {Tttming 
away.)     And  now  you  condemn  met 

F£RD.  {(freatl'i  agitated,  f<Mov>a  her  and  leads  her  back). 
Lady  I  heavens!  what  do  I  hear!  What  have  I  done? 
The  guilt  of  niy  conduot  is  unveiled  in  all  its  deformity  ! 
It  is  impoHsibte  you  should  forgive  me. 

Laby  M.  (eiiaeavorini/  to  overcome  her  emotion).  Hear 
me  on  !  The  prince,  it  is  true,  overcame  ray  unprotected 
youth,  but  the  blood  of  the  Howards  still  glowed  within 
my  veins,  ami  never  ceased  to  reproach  me ;  that  I,  the 
descendant  of  royal  ancestors,  should  stoop  to  be  a 
prince's  paramour!  Pride  and  destiny  still  contended  in 
my  bosom,  when  the  duke  brought  me  hither,  where 
scenes  the  most  revolting  burst  upon  my  sight!  The 
Toluptnousness  of  the  great  is  an  insatiable  hyena — the 
craving  of  whose  appetite  demands  perpetual  victims. 
Fearfmly  had  it  laid  this  country  waste —  separating 
bridegroom  and  bride  —  and  tearing  asunder  even  the 
holy  Ewnda  of  marriage.     Here  it  had  destroyed  the 
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tranquil  happinMB  of  »  whole  family — there  the  blights 
ing  I'fSt  bad  seitxd  on  a  young  and  inexperienced  heart, 
and  enpiring  victims  called  down  bitter  imprecationa  on 
tbe  hoadit  of  the  undoers.  It  was  then  that  1  stepped  forth 
between  the  lamb  and  the  tiger,  and,  in  a  iiioment  of 
dalliance,  extorted  from  the  duke  his  royal  promise  that 
this  revolting  licentiousness  should  cease. 

Fkrh.  (jmcinff  Che  room  in  violent  agitation).  No 
more,  My  I    No  more ! 

Lai>y  M.  This  gloomy  period  was  succeeded  by  one 
fltill  more  gloomy.  The  court  swarmed  with  French  and 
Italian  adventurers  —  the  royal  sceptre  became  the  play- 
thing of  Parisian  harlots,  and  the  people  writhed  and  bled 
beneatli  tlieir  capricious  rnle.  Each  had  her  day.  I  sav 
them  siiik  before  me,  one  by  one,  for  I  was  the  most 
skilfnl  coauetto  of  all !  It  was  then  that  I  seized  and 
wielded  the  tyrant's  sceptre  wliilst  he  sliimheifd  volup- 
tuously in  my  embrace  —  then,  Walter,  thy  country,  for 
the  first  time,  felt  the  hand  of  humanity,  and  reposed  in 
confidence  on  my  bosom.  (-1  patise,  auritig  which  she 
f/azei  upon  him  with  tenderness.)  Oh  !  that  the  man,  by 
whom,  of  all  others,  I  least  wish  to  be  misunderstood, 
should  compel  me  to  turn  braggart  and  parade  my  unob- 
trusive virtues  to  the  glare  of  admiration  !  Walter,  I 
have  burst  open  the  doors  of  prisons  —  I  have  cancelled 
death-warrants  and  shortened  many  a  frightful  eternity 
upon  the  galleys.  Into  wounds  beyond  my  power  to  heal 
I  have  at  least  poured  soothing  balsam.  I  have  hurled 
mighty  villains  to  the  earth,  and  oft  with  tlie  tears  of  a 
harlot  saved  the  cause  of  innocence  from  impending  min. 
Ah  !  young  man,  how  sweet  were  then  my  feelings  !  How 
proudly  did  these  actions  teach  my  heart  to  support 
the  reproaches  of  my  noble  blood  !  And  now  comes 
the  man  who  alone  can  repay  me  for  all  that  I  have 
suffered  —  the  man,  whom  perhaps  my  relenting  destiny 
created  as  a  compensation  for  former  sorrows  —  the  man, 
whom  with  ardent  affection,  I  already  clasped  in  my 
dreams, 

FERn.(interuptin</her).  Hold,  lady,  hold  !  You  exceed 
the  bounds  of  our  conference !  You  undertook  to  clear 
yourself  from  reproach,  and  you  make  me  a  criminall 
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Spsre  me,  I  beseech  you  I  Spare  ft  heart  already  over 
WDelmed  by  oonfuaion  and  remorse  t 

Lady  M.  {ffraaping  his  hand).  You  muet  hear  mo, 
Walter!  hear  me  now  or  never.  Ix>ng  enough  has  the 
heroine  suBtained  me ;  now  you  must  feel  the  whole 
Teigfat  of  these  tears !  Mark  me,  Walter !  Should  an 
unfortunate  —  impetuously,  irresistibly  attracted  towards 
yon — clasp  you  to  her  bosom  full  of  unutterable,  inex- 
tingaishable  love  — should  this'  unfortunate  —  bowed 
down  with  the  conscioiisnesi  of  shame  — disgusted  with 
vicious  pleasures  —  hcroicatly  exalted  by  the  inspiration 
of  virtae  —  throw  herself  —  thus  into  your  arms  (embrttc- 
ing  Aim  in  an  eager  and  supplicalifig  manner)  ;  should 
she  do  this,  and  you  still  pronounce  the  freezing  word 
**  Manor /"  Should  she  pray  that  throagh  you  she  might 
be  saved  —  that  through  you  she  might  be  restored  to 
her  hopes  of  heaven!  (Turning  away  her  head,  and 
gpeaking  in  a  hoUoic,  /alterini/  voice.)  Or  should  she, 
her  prayer  refused,  listen  to  the  voice  of  despair,  and  to 
escape  from  your  image  plunge  herself  into  yet  more  fear- 
ful deptlis  of  infamy  and  vice 

Ferd.  (leaking /rom  her  in  great  emotion).  No,  by 
heaven  !  This  is  more  than  I  can  endure !  Lady,  I  am 
compelled  —  Heaven  and  earth  compels  me  —  to  make 
the  honent  avowal  of  my  sentiments  and  situation.  - 

Lady  M.  {hastening  front  him).  Oh  !  not  now  !  By 
all  that  is  holy  I  entreat  you  —  spare  me  in  this  dreadful 
moment  when  my  lacerated  heart  bleeds  from  a  thousand 
wounds.  Be  your  dedsion  life  or  death  —  I  dare  not  — 
I  will  not  hear  it! 

Fkbd.  I  entreat  you,  lady  !  I  insist!  What  I  have 
to  say  will  mitigate  my  offence,  and  warmly  plead  your 
foi^veness  for  the  past,  I  have  been  deceived  in  you, 
lady.  I  expected  —  nay,  I  wished  to  find  you  deserving 
my  contempt.  I  i-aine  determined  to  insult  you,  and 
to  make  myself  the  object  of  your  hate.  Happy  would  it 
have  been  for  us  both  had  my  purpose  succeeded !  (He 
pauses ;  then  proceeds  in  a  gentle  and  faltering  voice.) 
Lady,Ilove!  —  I  love  a  maid  of  humble  birth — Louisa 
Uiller  is  her  name,  the  daughter  of  a  music-master. 
(Lapy   M.  turiu   uirag  pale  and  greatly  agitated.)     I 


know  into  what  an  aliyns  I  plunge  myself ;  but,  thottgi) 
nnidbiiue  bids  me  conceal  my  imesion,  honor  overpowero 
ks  precepts.  lam  the  criminal  —  I  first  destroyed  liie 
golden  c!ilm  of  Louisa'a  innneence — I  lulled  hop  heart 
with  .-jspiiniig  hopes,  and  ^urtendered  it,  like  *  betrayer, 
a  prey  to  the  wildcKi  of  passions.  Yon  will  bid  me 
remember  my  rank  —  my  Iwrlh  —  my  father — 'Schemes 
of  aggrandisement.  But  in  vain  — I  love!  My  liopus 
become  more  fervent  ns  the  breaeh  widens  between 
nature  and  the  more  conventions  of  society  —  between 
my  resolution  and  worldly  prejudices!  We  shall  seo 
whether  love  or  inUrrusl  is  victorious.  (I.AnY  M.  darinr/ 
this  has  retired  to  the  ttxtrenut  etui  of  the  apitrttnent,  ami 
couerg  Aer^fhtx  leitJi  hotJi  hands.  KKRnisAifu  ai^rronehfn 
Aer.)     Have  ymi  anglit  to  anHwer,  ladyV 

Lahy  M.  (in  a  tone  nf  iutense  gufferinrf).  Nothing! 
Notliingl  hut  that  you  destroy  yourself  iiml  uic  —  and, 
with  us  yet  a  third. 

Fiiitu.     A  third:' 

Lmiv  M.  Neviir  e;ui  you  marry  Tjonisa;  never  can  you 
be  liappy  with  mu.  We  shall  all  he  the  victims  of  your 
father's  rashness.  I  can  never  hope  to  jiosfiess  the  heart 
of  a  hn  i'»and  who  has  heoii  forced  to  give  me  his  hand. 

FEm>.  Forced,  lady?  Forced?  Ami  yet  given?  Will 
yon  enforce  a  hand  without  a  iieart  ?  Wdl  yon  tear  from 
a  maiden  a  man  who  is  the  whole  world  to  her?  Will  yon 
tear  a  maiden  from  a  man  who  has  cfnlerucl  all  his  hopes 
of  happiness  on  her  alone?  Will  you  do  this,  lady?  you 
who  but  a  moment  befi>ru  were  the  lofty,  nolile-mindod 
daughter  of  Britain? 

LahvM.  I  will  hecanse  1  uuisi !  (cinu'^tli/fiixlfrml;/). 
My  passions,  Walter,  overcome  my  tenderness  for  you. 
My  honor  lias  no  alternative.  Oiir  union  is  the  talk  of 
the  whole  city.  Kvery  eye,  every  sh;ift  of  ridicule  is  bent 
against  me.  'Twei-e"  astnin  which  time  conld  never 
eflaeo  should  a  subject  of  the  prince  reject  my  hand  ! 
Appease  your  father  if  yon  have  the  (>ower !  Defend 
yourself  .is  yon  best  mav  !  niv  resolution  is  taken.  The 
mine  is  Hred  and  I  ahide'lhe  i.ssuc 

^£!jcU.  Frkpixami  rfinininx  in  speerhless  asfimishment 
for  x'ime  momf.nt^;  then  rushes  wUdli/  out. 
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S<-ENB  IV. —  sailer's  Hovge. 
Miller  miceung  Luuis:V  and  Mrs.  Miller. 

MiLi.Rit.     Ay  !  ny  !    I  told  you  how  it  woiil<l  bn! 

LouiH.v  (li'ixlfni)iy  to  lihii  with  anxiety).  Wli;it,  fatlier? 
What? 

Miller  (rvni'in;/  up  tiinl  dovtti  the  room).  My  cloak, 
there.  Quick,  ([uick  !  I  must  h*^  In-forehand  with  him. 
My  cloak,  I  snyl  Yes,  yes]  this  was  just  what  I 
expected ! 

LoriHA.     For  (iod'M  Bake,  father  !  tell  me? 

Mrs.  M.  What  i«  the  matter.  Miller?  What  alarms 
you  ? 

MiLLKK  (t/irryfitii/ <finr)i  Ms  wiy).  Let  that  go  to  the 
frifxer.  What  is  tlie  matter,  iiiilced?  And  my  beard, 
too,  is  nearly  half  uti  iiieh  long.  What's  the  matter? 
What  do  you  tliiuk,  yoii  old  carrion.  The  devil  has 
broke  louse,  niid  v<iu  may  look  out  for  §(|uall8. 

Mrs.  M.  Tlif're,  now,  that's  just  the  way  !  When 
nuytliini;  goes  wrong  it  is  alway«  my  fault. 

Miu.KR.  Your  fault?  Yes,  yon  brimBtone  fagot!  and 
whose  cine  should  it  lieV  Thm  very  morning  when  you 
were  holding  forth  aliout  that  confounded  major,  did 
J  not  say  then  what  would  be  the  consequenuo?  That 
knave,  Worm,  has  blabbed. 

Mits.  M.  Gracious  heavens  !  ]Jut  how  do  you 
know  ? 

M1L1.KH.  How  do  I  know?  IxH)k  yonder!  a  messen- 
ger of  the  Mittiister  is  ali'eady  at  the  dour  inquiring  for 
the  tiddler. 

Iail'isa  (tiiriiiiiij  jiiik,  and  sittimj  down).     Oh!  God! 

Mii.T.Kii!  And  vcui,  too,  with  that  languishing  air? 
{I'liiijliHfM'ti-Hy).  "Jbit,  riijlit !  Right!  There  is  an  old 
saying  that  where  the  devil  keeps  a  breed ing^cage  he  is 
sure  to  hateh  :i  handsome  daughter. 

Mrs.  JI.     Ibit   how  do  you   know   that  Louisa  is  in 

Question?      Yuu   may   have  been    recommended  to  the 
nku;  he  may  w;uit  you  in  his  orchestra, 
Afii.T.KR  (ji'iiip'>'ff  I'p,  nui/  si'lziiiff  /lin ^fiddlestick).  May 
the  sulphurous  latn  of  hell  consume  thee!     Orchestraj 
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indeed !  Ay,  where  you,  you  old  priKureae,  efaall  howl 
the  treble  whtlst  my  emarting  batk  groans  the  h«sf. 
(  Throwing  himsdf  u/ion  a  chaif.)     Oh  !  God  in  heaven  ' 

Louisa  (mi'm*«  un  tAe  eo/a,  pale  (w  death).  Father! 
Mother  I     Oh  !  my  heart  Binka  within  nie. 

Miller  (^utartiuff  vp  with  anger).  But  let  me  only  lay 
handa  on  that  infernal  iiuitl-driver  I  I'll  make  him  skip  — 
be  it  in  this  world  or  tlio  next;  if  I  don't  pound  him  to  a 
jelly,  body  and  soul ;  if  I  don't  write  nit  the  Ten  Com- 
mandmcntit,  the  seven  Penilenlial  Psnlms,  the  live  books 
of  Moses,  and  the  whole  of  the  Prophets  upon  his  raecnlly 
hide  80  distinctly  that  the  blue  hieroglypbicB  shall  be 
legible  at  the  day  of  judgment  —  if  I  don't,  may  I 

Mrs.  M.  Yea,  yea,  curse  and  swear  your  hardest! 
That's  the  way  to  frighten  the  devil!  Oh,  dear  !  Oh, 
dear  1  Oh,  gracious  heavens !  What  ahall  we  do  ?  Who 
can  adviee  usP  Speak,  Miller,  speak;  this  siltnce  dis- 
tracts   mo!      (Me    runs     t^vre-iinintj    iqi    fi:«l    doim    tlit 

Miller.  I  will  instantly  to  the  minister!  I  will  open 
my  mouth  boldly,  and  tell  liim  all  from  beginning  to  end. 
You  knew  it  before  uie,  and  ought  to  have  given  nio 
a  hint  of  what  was  going  on  !  The  girl  might  yet  have 
been  advised.  It  might  still  have  been  time  to  save  her ! 
But,  no!  There  was  something  for  your  meddling  and 
making,  and  you  muat  needs  add  fuel  to  the  fire.  Now 
you  have  made  your  bed  you  may  lie  on  it,  Aa  you 
have  brewed  so  you  may  drink  ;  I  sliall  take  my  daughter 
under  my  arm  and  be  off  with  her  over  Uie  bordei's. 

Scene  V. 
Miller,  Mrs.  Miller,  Loi'iha,   Fekihsanii. 

Ferd.  {rushes  in,  Urrified,  and  out  of  breiUh). 
Has  my  father  been  here  ? 

Ix>ui8A   (starts  back  in   horror).     His    father? 
Gracious  heaven  ! 

Mrs,  M.  {wringing  her  hands).     The  minister 
here?    Then  it's  all  over  with  us! 

Miller  {laughs  bitlerly).     Thank  God  1     Thank 
God !     Now  comes  our  benefit ! 
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FxKD.  (rushing  towardt  Louisa,  and  elaaping  her  in 
his  amu).  Mine  thou  art,  though  heaven  and  hell  were 
placed  between  uh  ! 

LouiBA.  I  am  doomed !  Speak,  Ferdinand  1  Did  yon 
not  utter  that  dremled  name?    Your  father? 

Ferd.  Be  not  alarmed !  the  danger  ha§  pamed !  I 
have  thee  again !  again  thou  haat  me !  Let  me  regain 
my  breath  on  thy  dear  bosom.     It  waa  a  dreadful  hour! 

Louisa.  What  was  a  dreadful  hour?  Answer  me, 
Ferdinand  !     1  die  with  apprehension  ! 

Fkrd.  {draioing  back,  yazing  upon  her  earnesUy,  then 
in  a  solemn  lone).  An  hour,  Louisn,  when  another's 
form  stepped  between  my  heart  and  thee  —  an  hour  in 
which  my  love  gi-ew  pale  before  my  conscience  —  wlien 
Louisa  ceased  to  be  nil  in  all  to  Ferdinand ! 

[Louisa  sin&s  back  upon  /ler  chair,  atui  conceals 
her  face. 
{Fkbdinand  stanits  before  her  in  speechless  affitation,^ 
then  turns  ainay  from  her  suddenig  and  exclaitns).  Never, 
never!  Baroness,  'tis  impossible!  you  ask  too  much! 
Never  can  I  sacrifice  this  innocence  at  your  shrine.  No, 
by  the  eternal  6od!  I  cannot  recall  my  oatli,  which 
speaks  to  me  from  thy  soul-thrtllins  eyes  louder  than  the 
thunders  of  henven  !  Behold,  lady!  Inhuman  father, 
look  on  this!  Would  you  have  me  destroy  this  angel? 
Shall  my  perfidy  kindle  a  hell  in  this  heavenly  bosom? 
(tuminff  Cowards  Iter  with  firmness).  No !  I  will  bear 
her  to  thy  throne,  Almighty  Judge!  Thy  voice  shall 
declare  if  my  affection  be  a  crime.  (Jfe  grasps  her  hand, 
and  raises  Iter  from  the  sofa.)  Courage,  my  beloved  !  — 
thou  liast  conquered  —  and  I  come  forth  a  victor  from 
the  terrible  conflict  1 

Louisa.  No,  no,  Ferdinand,  con ce;il  nothing  from  me! 
Declare  boldly  the  dreailful  decree!  You  named  your 
father  !  You  spoke  of  the  baroness !  The  shivering  of 
death  seizes  my  heart !  'Tis  said  she  is  about  to  be 
married  ! 

Ferd.  (quite  overcome,  thrwrs  himself  at  her  feel). 
Yes,  and  to  me,  dear  unfortunate.  Such  ia  my  father's 
will! 

Louisa  (a/ler  a  deep  pause,  in  a  tremulous  voice,  but 
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totf/t  asKumsd  rctiffnation).  Woll  I  Why  atri  I  thus 
iiffi-ightiid  ^  Hm  not  m^  duar  fiitlicr  (jftt-n  tol'l  mc  tli.at 
ymi  never  could  lie  iiniifV  But  I  was  obstinate,  anJ 
beiieve<)  him  not.  (A  setond  jxnt^e;  »he  f(dl»  weefHmj 
into  hrr  J'atlier'g  arm*,)  Fathor.  tliy  daughter  ia  \h\nv 
own  agiiiu  1  Fath«r,  forgivi*  )uh  !  'Twiis  not  your  cbild's 
fault  tliat  the  dream  was  so  hoiivenly  —  thu  waking  bo 
terriUc  I 

M1LI.BU.  Tioaisa!  LouUft!  O  niLTtiiful  heaven  1  she 
han  lost  her  sonaesl  My  dauglitt^rl  My  i>oor  child! 
Cursea  upon  thy  seducer!  Curties  upon  the  }>and«rmg 
mothw  wliu  threw  then  hi  ht&  way  I 

Mbh.  M,  (rr(*yy(«y  ou  ]j(WI8a'8  itifck).  Daughter,  do  I 
deserve  tliis  curse?  God  ftii-give  yim,  tnajurl  What 
lias  this  jioov  lanib  done  that  you  bring  this  naaarf  • 
upon  her  r 

Vy.m,.  Orith  rr->:.,h>Hu,.).  r  will  uiiv:.v<'l  th<-  moslit-s  of 
lliL'se  intri^iii's.  I  uill  hiir^t  iisuuclcr  thi'se  iron  clintns 
of  prejudice.  Aa  n  fi-ee-h.ini  man  will  1  miiku  luy  choice, 
:uid  crush  these  insect  souls  with  the  colossal  force  of 
uiy  love !  [  Goi/i;/. 

Louisa  {ri«es  trettUillntf  from  the  sofa,  and Htteinpls  to 
f Mow  him).  Stay,  <ih,  stay!  Whitlier  are  you  going? 
Father !    Motlier !     He  ileseris  «a  in  this  fearful  hour ! 

Mi{».  M-  {huMiMfi  loicanlx  him,  and  detains  him).  Tlie 
president  ia  coining  hither?  lie  will  ill-use  my  cliihl! 
lie  will  ill-use  us  all,  —  and  jet,  major,  you  are  going  to 
leave  uh. 

Miller  (lauffhx  ht/ntericui/i/).  Leave  us.  Of  course 
he  is;  What  should  liimlcr'him?  The  irirl  has  given 
liini  all  she  had.  (  (irttapititj  Ferjunand  with  one  htuid., 
mid  Louisa  ic(Y/i  the  nther.) '  Listen  to  me,  young  gentle- 
man. The  only  way  out  of  my  house  is  over  luy  daugh- 
ter's hody.  If  you  possess  one  single  sjiark  of  honor 
await  your  father's  coming;  tell  him,  deceiver,  how  you 
,  stole  her  voung  and  inexperienced  heart ;  or.  hy  the  (aod 
who  inaJp  me  ^  {thi-ii.iti-i;/  L'lnsA  towards  Aim  with 
violence  mid piission  )  you  shall  crush  beforcniy  eyes  this 
Irenihling  worm  whom  love  for  you  has  brought  to  shame 

Fkbii,  iniiirnn,  iitid  iriiUx  to  and  fro  in  detfi  lli<iii</ht). 
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'Tis  trne,  Uie  Prentdent'e  power  ia  great — parental 
authorily  is  a  luiglity  word  —  even  crimes  claim  resj>ect 
when  concealed  within  its  foldn.  He  tnaj  push  that 
authority  far  —  ver^  far!  But  love  goes  beyond  it. 
Hear  me,  Lou  is  a ;  give  mt' tliy  hand  !  {clasping  it  Jirtniy'). 
As  surely  aa  I  liopu  foi-  llt^aven's  mercy  in  my  dying  hoar, 
I  swear  that  the  moment  which  separates  these  liands 
shall  also  rend  asimder  the  thread  that  binds  me  to  exist- 
ence! 

Louisa.  You  terrify  me  !  Turn  from  me!  Your  lips 
tremble  I     Your  eyes  roll  fearfully  ! 

Fekd.  Kay,  Louisa  I  fear  nothing !  It  is  not  madness 
which  prompts  my  oath!  'tis  tlie  choicest  gift  of  Ileaveu, 
decision,  sent  to  my  aid  at  tliat  critical  moment,  when 
an  oppressed  bosom  can  only  find  find  relief  in  some  des- 
perate remedy.  I  love  thee,  Louisa!  Thou  shall  be 
mine  I    'Tia  resolved !    And  now  for  my  fatlier ! 

[7/e  rushes  oul,  and  is  met  fiy  the  1'kesident, 

Scene  VI. 

Miller,  Mkb.  Miller,  Tjouisa,  Feedinand,  Pkesidknt, 
Moith  Servants. 

pRE8.  {as  he  enters).  So !  here  he  is !  {AU  start  in 
terror.) 

Feed,  (retiring  a  few  paces).  In  the  house  of  inno- 
cence ! 

Pees.     Where  a  son  Icai-ns  obedience  to  his  father ! 

Fekd.     Permit  nie  to 

Pees,  (hitemtpting  liim,  turns  to  Millki;).  The 
father,  I  pi-esiimel' 

M1L1.EK.     I  am  Miller,  the  musician. 

Peks.  {to  Mbh.  MiLi.Kii)-     And  you,  the  mother? 

Mrs,  M.     Yes,  alas !  Iier  unfortunate  mother ! 

Feui).  {to  MiL[.RK.)  Father,  take  Louisa  to  her 
chambtTr  —  she  is  fainting. 

Pres.  An  unnecessary  jirecaution  !  I  will  soon  arouse 
her.  {To  T..OUISA.)  lluw  loiiir  have  you  been  acquainted 
Vith  the  President's  son  ? 

Louisa  (jri/A  thnktil-j).     Of  the  President's  80n  I  have 
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n«v«r   thought.      Ferifinanil    vud    Wultttr    \i»9    pattl  liin 
atldrKwea  to  me  Hince  NuvemVier  last. 

fKBu.     And  hi^  adores  lier ! 

Pbks.  {to  Louisa),  lias  lie  giv^n  you  any  nssunuice  of 
ilia  love  ? 

Fbrd.  But  X  few  tuiRUt«M  since,  tlt«  moat  aolemn,  and 
(rod  was  my  witness. 

Prbs.  (to  hii son anffrilif}.'  Silence!  Toil  shall  IiKve 
opportunity  enough  of  conftiMing  your  folly.  (  To  Louwa.) 
I  swnjt  your  answer. 

LouiHA.     He  swore  eternal  lore  to  me. 

Fkrd.     And  1  will  keep  my  oath. 

Pbk8.  {to  FsKDiyAiiD).  Must  loomniandyoursilenoe?  . 
(Zb  Louisa).    Did  you  accept  liis  rash  vowa? 

LotnsA  (teitk  tendemtM}.  I  did,  and  gave  him  none 
in  exchange. 

Fkrd.  (regotuU/i/).     The  hnnd  is  irrevocahlc- — — 

PRKS.  (ft.  FKRi'isANr.K  H  yijti  .hm'  to  im,iiii|'t  mo 
j^ain  I'll  tc-adi  you  better  ninnners.  (  To  Louisa,  sneer- 
iugli/.)     And  lie  paid  handsomely  every  time,  no  doubt? 

Louisa.     I  do  not  undei'staiid  your  question. 

Pbes.  (with  an  iiisultinff  laugh).  Oh,  indeed!  Well, 
I  only  meant  to  hint  that  —  as  everything  has  its  price 
—  1  hope  you  have  been  more  provident  than  to  bestow 
your  favors  gratis  —  or  perhaps  you  were  satisfied  with 
merely  participating  in  the  pleasure  ?    Eh  ?    how  was  it  ? 

FsRD.  (infuriaUnl).  Hell  and  confusion  !  What  does 
this  mean  ? 

Louisa  {to  Febdi.vaxu,  with  dignity  and  emotion). 
Baron  von  Walter,  now  you  are  free  1 

FeitD.  Father!  virtue  though  clothed  in  a  be^ar's 
garh  commands  rtspect ! 

Pres  {lauifliiiig aloud).  A  most  excellent  joke  !  The 
father  is  commanded  to  honor  his  son's  strumpet ! 

Louisa.  Oh!  Heaven  and  earth  !  (Si'ikt  dovsn  in  a 
twoon.) 

Perd.  {draining  his  sword ).  Father,  vou  gave  me  life, 
and,  till  now,  I  acknowledged  your  claim  on  it.  That 
debt  is  cancelled.  (Replaces  his  sieord  in  the  scabbard, 
andpoi?its  to  Louisa.)  There  lies  thtj  bond  of  filial  duty 
torn  to  atoms  I 


LOVE    AND    INTHiOUB.  45 

MtLLBB  (miAo  has  stood  apart  trembling,  note  comet  for- 
ward, bt/  turns  gnanhing  Afa  teeth  in  rage,  and  thrifJcing 
hack  in  terror).  Your  excellency,  tht  child  is  tlie  father's 
Becoad  self.  No  olTence,  I  hope !  Who  strikes  the  child 
hits  the  father  —  blow  for  blow — that's  oiir  rule  here. 
No  offence,  I  hope  I 

Mrs.  M.  God  have  mei-cy  on  iw !  Now  the  old  roan 
has  b^un  —  we  shall  all  catch  it  with  a  vengeance ! 

Pbks.  (uAo  has  not  underHood  lehat  Millxr  aaid). 
What?  is  the  old  pander  stirred  up?  We  shall  have 
something  to  settle  together  presently,  Mr,  Pander! 

MiLLKK.  You  mistake  mc,  my  lord.  My  name  is 
Miller,  at  your  service  for  an  adagio  —  but,  as  to  lady- 
birds, I  cannot  serve  you.  As  loii<i;  as  there  is  such  an 
■Morttnent  at  court,  we  poor  citizens  cau't  afford  to  lay 
in  stock  I     No  offence,  I  hope  ! 

Me8.  M.  For  Heaven's  sake,  man,  hold  your  tongue  t 
would  yon  ruin  both  wife  and  child  ? 

Febd.  (to  Ms  father).  You  play  but  a  sorry  part 
here,  my  lord,  and  might  well  have  dispensed  with  these 
witnesses. 

MiLLEB  (coming  nearer,  with  increasing  confidence). 
To  be  plain  and  above  board  —  No  offence,  1  hope  —  your 
excellency  may  have  it  all  your  own  way  in  the  Cabinet 
— but  this  is  my  house.  I'm  your  most  obedieat,  very 
humble  servant  when  I  wait  upon  you  with  a  petition, 
but  the  rude,  unmannerly  intruder  I  have  the  right  to 
bundle  out  —  no  offence,  I  hope  ! 

Pbes.  (}Mle  ttith  anger,  and  approaching  Mii.lbb). 
What  ?    What's  that  you  dare  to  utter? 

iiiLLSR  {retreating  a  fe^f  steps).  Only  a  little  bit  of 
my  mind  sir  — no  offence,  I  hope! 

"Pbks.  (furiously).  Insolent  villain !  Youi-  imperti^ 
nence  shall  procure  you  a  lodging  in  prisim.  (To  his 
aeroants).  Call  in  the  officers  of  justice !  Away ! 
(Home  of  the  attendurUs  go  out.  The  Prbsiiiicnt  paces 
the  stage  with  a  furious  air.)  The  father  shall  to 
prison ;  the  mother  and  her  strumpet  daughter  to  the 
pillory  1  Justice  shall  lend  her  sword  to  my  rt^l  For 
this  insult  will  I  have  ample  amends.  Shall  such  con- 
temptible creatures  thwart  my  plans,  and  set  father  and 
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i-mml»!     I  will  glut  in'    _ 

whole  liriiod  of  you  —  laiher,  n 
be  fiacriliitod  tu  my  vengeaucu  ! 

Kekd.  {to  MiLi.RK,  i>t  a  eolUcted  and  Jinn  wnnitrr). 
Oil!  nut  Eo  !  Kcar  not,  frieiulN  !  I  niii  your  prnTuch)!*. 
( 'J\irtiinff  to  tho  Prksidest,  tri7A  dpfemner).  Ij«  in>t  tio 
nish,  fiLlli^r  1  For  your  own  iwke  let  nM<  lic};  of  yoii  tin 
violeiioe.  'JTmjtp  is  a  corticr  nf  my  hpnrt  wliere  tliL-n»iii<! 
o(  fatlier  has  iwvcr  yel  Itt-i-n  tuarH.  Oil!  [iress  no't  iiitu 
that ! 

Pkes.  Sil*ncc,  unworthy  lioy!  Itou^c  wot  my  angpr 
lu  iircater  fnry  I 

Mii.LKR  {recovering  fivm  a  »tiipnr).  Wife,  look  yon 
to  your  dauglitef!  I  fly  to  tlie  ilnkc.  Hifl  liighilMs' 
tailor  —  God  be  prflieed  for  r«mindin£r  m«  of  it  »t  tliia 
iiinment — learno  the  flute  of  me  —  I  ran  not  fiiit  of  suf- 
ocss.     {If  hnntcmi-ij  of.) 

1'ki:s.  Ti>  the  iluko,  will  you?  Have  you  forgotten 
tliat  I  am  tljo  tlin-nhold  over  which  yim  iniiBt  pa«s,  or 
fiiiliiif;,  I'pi-ish  V  To  the  dukt',  you  fool?  Try  to  roach 
liini  with  youi-  lamentations,  when,  reduced  to  a  living 
skeleton,  you  lie  liuned  in  a  dungeon  five  fiithoms  deep, 
where  IJ^'lit  and  Round  never  enter;  where  dnrknecs 
fiogijles  at  h«>ll  witli  gloating  eyes!  There  gnasti  thy 
leetii  in  anguish  ;  Iheir  rattle  thy  chains  in  di'spnir,  and 
groan,  "  Woe  is  me  I  This  is  beyond  human  endurance  ! " 


ScKNK  VII. 

Officfru  of  Junlke — Ihc/ornicr. 

Fkrd.  (_fli'eM  to  I.odisA,  trfio,  orercome  with  fear,  fainlit 

in  hi-''  arms.)    Ixiuisa  ! Help,  for  God's  Bake!    Terror 

Over]iO»vers  her! 

[Mir.i.KK,  eiirr/iiti,/  up  /lis  rime  a»<f  putting  on  /tin 

lint,  yn-fjiiri-x  for  il>frn»e.    Mns.5liM.EK  tfirotea 

/leme/fo/'  her  knetx  before  the  1'rksioent, 

I*RES.    (to    the     ojlii;erR,    shviring   his    star).     Arrest 

these  offenders  in    the  duke's  name.     Hoy,  let  go  that 

strumpet !      Fainting   or  not  —  when  once  her  neck    is 
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fitted  with  tbe  iron  collar  the  mob  will  pelt  her  till  she 
revives. 

Mk9.    Millkr.      Mercy,    your    excellency!       Mercy! 

MiLLBB  (inatcMnt/  her  from  the  t/rowtd  with  violence). 
Kneel  to  God,  you  howlin:^  fool,  and  not  to  —  villains  — 
since  I  must  to  jirisoTi  any  w:iy  ! 

Prks.  (biting  hin  lips.)  You  may  be  out  in  your 
reckoning,  scoimtlrei !  Tiiei-e  aru  still  gallowa  to  spare! 
( To  the  oncers.)     Must  I  repent  my  orders  ? 

{^They  approach  Louisa  —  V ekmis wo pUtces  hinuelf 
before  her. 

Fkkd.  (_fierceli/).  Touch  her  who  dare!  (Ffe  draws 
his  stoord  and  JtoHrinhes  it.)  Let  no  one  presume  Ut  lay 
a  finger  on  her,  whose  life  is  not  well  insured.  (  To  t/te 
President.)  As  yon  valuu  your  own  safety,  father,  urge 
rne  no  further ! 

Pres.  (to  the  officem  in  a  IhrvUexing  voice).  At  your 
j)eril,  cowards  !     (  Thei/  iiijuia  attempt  to  neize  Louisa.) 

Ferd.  Hell  and  turies  I  Back,  I  say  !  (^Drieing  them 
aieaif.)  Once  mon.',  futlier,  I  wavn  you  —  have  some 
thought  for  your  own  safety  !    Drive  me  not  to  extremity ! 

pRES.  (enniffeil  to  the  ajficern).  Hcoundrels !  la  this 
your  obeiliencc?     (The  oncers  retief  their  efforts.) 

Fkkd.  Well,  if  it  must  he  so  (nttavkiug  uiul  grounding 
several  of  them),  .Justice  forgive  ine  ! 

pRES.  (exasperated  to  the  ulinont).  Let  mo  see  whether 
L  too,  must  feel  your  weapon!  (He  seizes  Louisa  and 
lidioers  her  to  an  oJficfT.) 

Fbrb,  (lantfhing  Oitti'rli/).  Father !  father !  Your 
conduct  is  a  galhiig  satire  upon  Providence,  who  has  so 
ill  understood  her  peoitio  as  to  make  bad  statesmen  of 
excellent  executioners  ! 

pRES.  (to  t/te  oJKcrs).     Away  with  her ! 

Kerd.  Father,  if  f  catiTiot  preveiit  it,  she  must  stand  in 
the  pillory  —  bnt  by  her  side  will  also  stand  the  son  of 
the  pi-esicient.     Do  you  stiil  insist  ? 

Pkbs.  The  more  entertaining  will  be  the  exhibition. 
Away  with  her! 

Frrd.  I  will  pledge  the  honor  of  an  officer's  sword 
for  her.     Do  you  utill  insist? 


Your  Bword  ie  already  fainiUar  with  di^gntcp. 
Away!  away!     Voii  know  my  will, 

Fekd.  (teresU  I^ciflA  J^om  tht  officer  and  hoidt  luir 
viith  one  arm,  with  thu  other  points  his  sifoi-d  at  her 
boaotn.)  Fatb«r,  ratii«r  tliaii  tamely  nee  my  wife  brandeil 
with  infamy  I  will  ptiiiige  tliis  aword  into  lier  boaoiu. 
Do  you  stilf  iusist  ? 

PuEs.     Do  it,  if  the  poiiit  tie  sharp  eiiougli ! 

Fkku.  (releuwn  Louisa,  <mdloifk»  Ktldly  loieurtts  heaven). 
Be  thoa  witiicsEi,  Aliuiglity  God,  that  1  have  left  du 
humao  means  untried  to  save  her !  Forgive  me  now  if  I 
have  recourse  to  hellish  nicajia.  While  jou  are  leading 
her  to  the  pillory  {speaking  loudly  in  the  I'kksiuknt's 
ear),  1  will  publish  throughout  the  towD  a  pleasant  hi^ 
tory  of  how  a  president's  choir  may  be  guued ! 

Vhka.  (an  if  tfiiiiidfr-/iti-iirl-).  Hon  ?  What  said  hef 
Ferdinand!  Release  her  instantly!  {K>u</ies  after  hit 
ton.) 

ACT  III. 


Room  at  the  Presidents.     Enter  Presiukjjt  and  Worm. 

Pkes.     That  was  an  infernal  pieoe  of  business! 

Worm,  Just  what  1  feareif,  your  excellency.  Oppo- 
sition may  indame  the  enthu8ia.s(.  but  never  converts 
him. 

Pres.  I  had  placed  my  whole  reliance  ufion  the  suc- 
cess of  tiiie  attempt.  I  made  no  doubt  but  if  the  girl 
were  once  publicly  disjrraced,  he  would  he  obliged  aa  an 
officer  and  a  •rentleman  to  resii:n  her. 

Worm.  An  admirable  idea! — had  you  but  succeeded 
in  disirra<-injr  her. 

Prks.  And  yet  —  when  I  refli-ct  on  the  matter  coolly 
—  I  oui:hl  not  to  have  Buffereii  myself  to  be  over- 
awe«).    ^t  w.ts  a  threat  which  he  never  could  have  meant 

Worm,  lie  nni  too  cert.iin  of  that!  There  is  no 
folly  too  gross  for  evoiteil  passion!     Vou.  say  that  the 
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baron  has  alwayn  luuked  upon  uoverninent  with  an  eye  of 
disapprobation.  I  can  readily  believe  it.  The  principles 
which  he  broaght  with  him  from  college  are  ill-suited  to 
OBF  atmosphere.  What  have  the  fantastic  visions  of 
personal  nobility  and  greatness  of  soul  to  do  in  court, 
where  'tis  the  perfection  of  wisdom  to  be  great  and  little 
by  turns,  as  occasion  demands  ?  The  baron  is  too  youne 
and  too  fiery  to  take  pleasure  in  the  slow  snd  crooked 
paths  of  intrigue.  That  alone  can  give  impulse  to  his 
ambitioti  which  seems  glorious  and  romantic  f 

Pbks.  {impatieiUly).  But  how  will  these  sagacious 
remarks  advance  our  affairs? 

Worm.  They  will  point  out  to  your  excellency  where 
the  wound  lies,  and  so,  perhaps,  help  yon  to  find  a 
remedy.  Such  a  character — pardon  the  observation  — 
ought  never  to  have  been  made  a  confidant,  or  should 
never  have  been  roused  to  enmity.  lie  detests  the  means 
by  which  you  have  risen  to  power !  Perhaps  it  is  only 
the  non  that  has  hitherto  sealed  the  lips  of  the  betrat/erf 
Give  him  but  a  fair  opportunity  for  throwing  off  the 
bonds  imposed  upon  him  by  nature!  only  convince  him, 
by  unrelenting  opposition  to  his  passion,  that  you  are  no 
longer  an  affectionate  father,  and  that  moment  the  duties 
of  a  patriot  will  rush  ujion  him  with  irresistible  force ! 
Nay,  the  high-wrought  idea  of  offering  so  unparalleled  a 
sacrifice  at  the  shrme  of  justice  might  of  itself  alone 
have  charms  suflicient  to  rccunuile  him  to  the  ruin  of  a 
parent ! 

pRKS.  Worm !  Worm !  To  what  a  horrible  abyss  do 
you  lead  me ! 

Worm.  Never  fear,  my  lord,  I  will  lead  you  back  in 
safety  !     May  I  speak  without  restraint? 

Pres.  (t/ir<iwiiiff  himself  into  a  seat).  Freely,  as  felon 
with  felon. 

Worm.  Forgive  me,  then.  It  seems  to  me  that  Jou 
have  to  ascribe  all  your  influence  as  president  to  the 
courtly  art  of  intrigue ;  why  not  resort  to  the  same  means 
for  attaining  your  ends  as  a  father?  I  well  remember 
with  what  seeming  frankness  you  invited  your  prede- 
cessor to  a  game  at  piquet,  and  caroused  half  the  night 
with  hiin  over  bumpers  of  Burgundy  \  and  yet  it  waa  the 


same  Dight  on  which  thu  crrenl  niinu  yoii  hat)  piannvd  to 
anuihilaie  him  whb  to  «x[i1oile.     Why  ()i<)  yrni  maku  a. 

Eublio  exhihitiou  uf  cnmiiy  lu  the  Rinjory  Vnn  shoiiM 
V  uu  uitaufi  have  let  it  a)>prar  that  yoa  kurw  unytlting 
ei  hU  love  affair.  Vou  shuulii  have  mwir.  thu  );ir1  tliv^ 
ol'jeut  of  yuur  attac^ke  and  liavo  {iruBPrvtd  the  iilTootioii 
o(  your  sun ;  like  ibe  pnidetit  gL-nui-ai  who  il>it>s  not  im- 
gMgtt  thii  jiriruw  of  the  enemy's  force  but  ertalcs  disoffiMv 
tioii  ariioti>;  the  ranks  ? 

I'uKs.     iliiw  coiiUf  thU  liavu  been  offeetod? 

WoBM.  Ill  ihe-  siint>l<3Bl  inanuer  —  wvn  uow  the  game 
is  not  entiit'ly  Insl !  Forget  fur  a  titue  that  you  are  a 
toher.  Ui)  not  coiiltind  againnt  a  )>asHiou  wliiob  oppotti- 
tion  only  rvitHi'ra  more  funiiidable.  l^avu  me  to  uateii, 
from  thn  hmt  of  tttotr  own  i>aMleiia,  the  bftsilisk  wlnoli 
shall  dtwtroy  them.  ' 

Prk^.     I  'im  nil  ntti-ntion. 

WoitJi.  Killii'f  my  kiiowleili;P  of  hiiin^n  character  is 
very  sniiill,  or  tlii'  ninjor  is  us  im]>ctnous  Iti  jealousy  as  in 
love.  Muki-  hiui  siisiiwt  the  -rirl's  cnustiiiioy, —  whether 
probabli;  or  not  il.ii-s  not  si;;iitfy.  I>iif  grain  of  leaven 
will  ha  enoii<;li  lo  tVriiient  the  wliolc  tiiatis^. 


PRBS.      But  w 

here  shall  wi-  find  (hat  ;jrain  ? 

WoKM.     Now, 

,  tlicn,  I   ooniL'  to  the  'p.iint.     But  first 

ex])lain  to  me  lu 

iw  much  depends  u|K>n  the  major's  coni- 

pliancc.     How  f: 

ir  is  it  iif  coiis<M|ui'nce  that  the  romance 

with    t]n:    iiiusic- 

master's    daus;hlcr   should    be    broujiht 

to  a  conclusion 

and    the    marria<.'e  with  Lady   Milford 

effectu.l  ? 

^ 

I'KkS.       IIOWC 

an    vou   ask  mo,  Worni":'     If  the  match 

with  Lady  .Milfor-I  i«'  broken  off  1  stan.l  a  fair  chancf  of 

losing  my  whole 

intluciice;  on  (he  other  hand,  If  1  force 

the  major's  *■•>»■« 

'lit,  iif  loBinj;  my  heacl. 

Worm  {,ri/h., 

listen  to  mc.     '1 

riie  major  must  he  eutausled  in  a  «cb. 

Youi-«hole  jiowi 

■r  iiinsl  he  employed  aiiaiust  his  mistror>s. 

We  must    make 

her  write  a  love-letter,  address  it  to 

a  third  party,  nii< 

d  contrive  to  drop  it  cleverly  in  the  way 

of  the  major. 

Pkk«.     Absar. 

rl  proposal !     Ab  if  slic  would  consent  to 

II  her  own  death-warrant. 
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Worm.  Slio  iiiitst  du  so  if  you  will  but  let  me  follow 
my  own  plan.  I  kiiinv  licr  gcnllc  heart  thoroughly ;  she 
has  but  two  viilnerablt;  aideit  by  which  her  conscience  caii 
be  altiickei] ;  they  uic  her  fiithor  ami  the  innjor.  The 
lattur  is  entirely  out  of  the  tjuestiun  ;  we  iniiHt,  tlierefore, 
iiiiike  the  tiiual  of  the-  miisiciaii. 

Pkks.     Ill  what  wuy  i* 

WoKM.  Kroiii  the  ik-Hcriptlon  your  excellency  gsivo  me 
of  what  passed  in  hla  house  nothing  can  be  easier  th^u  to 
terrify  the  father  with  the  threat  of  a  criniinnl  j)roceBS. 
The  person  of  his  favorite,  and  of  the  keeper  of  the  eeals, 
is  in  some  degree  the  rcjireHentative  of  the  duke  himsBlf, 
and  he  who  otfenda  the  former  is  guilty  of  treason  towards 
the  lattt-r.  At  any  rate  I  will  eiigi^  with  these  pretences 
to  conjure  up  such  a  phantom  as  shali  scare  the  poor  devil 
out  of  bis  Rcven  senses. 

Pres,  Hut  recollect,  Worm,  the  affair  must  not  be 
carried  so  fai'  as  to  beconit  serious. 

Worm.  Nor  shall  il.  It  shall  be  carried  no  further 
than  is  necessary  to  frighien  the  faniily  into  our  toils. 
The  musician,  tlierefore,  nm.st  be  (juietly  arrested.  To 
make  the  necessity  yet  more  urgent,  we  may  also  take 
|N>sseBsion  of  the  mother  ;  —  and  then  we  begin  to  talk  of 
criminal  process,  of  the  scatfold,  and  of  imprisonment  for 
life,  and  make  the  daughter's  letter  the  sole  condition  of 
the  parent's  release. 

Pres.  Excellent!  Excellent!  Now  I  begin  to 
understand  yon ! 

Worm.  Louixa  loves  her  father  —  I  might  say  even  to 
adoration  I  The  iliinger  which  threatens  his  life,  or  at 
least  bis  freedom  —  the  reproaches  of  her  conscience  for 
being  the  cause  of  liis  misfortunes  —  the  impossibility  of 
ever  becoming  the  major's  wife  —  the  confusion  of  ber 
brain,  which  1  take  upon  myself  to  produce  —  all  these 
considerations  iiLSike  our  plan  certain  of  success.  .She 
must  be  caught  in  the  snare. 

Pbbs.  But  my  sou —  will  he  not  instantly  get  scent 
of  it  ?     Will  it  nut  make  him  yet  more  des|>erate? 

Worm.  Leave  that  to  me,  your  excellency!  The  old 
folks  shall  not  bo  set  at  liberty  till  they  and  their  daugh- 
ter have  taken  the  most  solemn  oath  to  keep  the  whole 
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trmnaction    secret,   and    never    to  oonfese  the   decep- 
tion. 

I'rbs.  An  ostfa!  Ridiciiloas!  What  restraint  can 
an  oatb  be? 

WuKU.  Xone  apon  ns,  my  lord,  but  the  rnoDt  binding 
u[foii  jK-ople  of  tlieir  stamp.  Observe,  how  dextemuiOy 
by  tbia  measure  we  »hall  botli  reach  the  goal  of  our  de- 
sires. 1'be  ^rl  loses  at  once  the  affeetioii  of  her  lover, 
And  her  good  name ;  the  parents  will  lower  tlieir  tone, 
and,  thoroughly  humbled  by  misfortune,  will  esteem  >t  an 
act  of  merey,  if,  by  giving  her  my  hand,  I  re-eetabliali 
their  daughter's  reputation. 

Prbs.  {xhaking  hif  head  mid  ttniUng).  Artfnl  villain  I 
I  confeas  ntyaclf  outdone  —  no  devil  ouutd  spin  a  finer 
snare!  The  scholar  excels  his  master.  I'he  next  question 
is,  to  whom  muet  the  letter  be  addressed  —  with  wbom 
to  accuse  herof  havini;  an  intrigue? 

Worm,  it  must  necessarily  be  some  one  who  has 
all  to  gain  or  all  to  lose  by  your  son's  decision  in  this 
affair. 

Pubs,  {after  a  moiiieiifs  rejlectioti)  I  can  think  of  do 
one  but  the  marshal. 

Worm  (t/irugt  Aie  shoulders).  The  marshal  !  He 
wottid  certainly  not  l>e  my  choice  were  I  Ixiuisa  Miller. 

Prks.  And  why  not?  What  a  strange  notion!  A 
man  who  dresses  in  the  height  of  fashion  —  who  carries 
with  him  an  atmosphere  of  eau  de  mille  tleurs  and  musk 
—  who  can  garnish  every  silly  speech  with  a  handful  of 
ducats  —  could  all  this  possibly  fail  to  overcome  the  del- 
icacy of  a  tradesman's  daughter?  Ko,  no,  my  good 
friend,  jealousy  is  not  quite  so  hard  of  belief.  I  shall 
send  for  the  marshal  immediately,  {lliugg.) 

Worm.  While  your  excellency  takes  care  of  him,  and 
of  the  fiddler's  arrest,  I  will  go  and  indite  the  aforesaid 
letter. 

Pres.  {sefiti  himself  at  his  wrilitiff-table).    Do  »o;  and, 

as  soon   as  it   Is  ready,  bring  it  hither  for  my  perusni. 

[JSn(  Worm. 

[The  President,   haring  vriUen,  rises  and  haiir/s 

the  paper  to  a  servant  irka  enters. 

See  this  arrest  executed  without  a  moment's  delay,  ind 
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let  Harahal  von  Kalb  be  informed  that  I  wish  to  aee  faim 
immediately. 

Skbt.  The  marshal's  carriage  has  just  stopped  at  jour 
lordship's  door. 

Pkes.  So  much  the  better — as  for  the  arrest,  let  it 
be  'managed  with  such  precaution  that  no  disturbance 
arise. 

Sert,     I  will  take  care,  my  lord, 

Pres.  You  understand  me  ?  The  businesa  must  be 
kept  quite  secret. 

Sbbt.    Your  excellency  shall  be  obeyed. 

[.£bif  Sbbtant. 

Scene  II. 

TAe  Frebidbnt  —  Marshall  Kalb. 

Marshal  {hastUv).  I  have  just  looked  in,  enpassant, 
ray  dear  friend  !  How  are  you  ?  How  do  you  get  on  ? 
We  are  to  have  the  grand  ojnTa  Dido  to-night !  Such  a 
oonflagragation  ! — a  whole  town  will  be  m  flames!  — 
you  will  come  to  the  blaze  of  course  —  eh  ? 

Prks.  I  have  conflagration  enough  in  my  own  house, 
one  that  threatens  the  destruction  of  all  I  posseas.  Be 
seated,  my  dear  marshal.  You  arrive  very  opportunely 
to  give  me  your  advice  and  assistance  in  a  certain  busi- 
ness which  will  either  advance  our  fortunes  or  utterly 
ruin  U8  both! 

Marshal.     Don't  alarm  me  so,  my  dear  frind  ! 

Prks.  As  I  said  before,  it  must  exalt  or  ruin  us  en- 
tirely !  You  know  my  project  respecting  the  major  and 
Lady  Milford  — you  are  not  ignorant  how  necessary  this 
union  is  to  secure  both  our  fortunes  !  Marshal,  our  plana 
threaten  to  come  to  naught.  My  son  refuses  to  marry 
hert 

Marshal.  Refuses!  Refuses  to  marry  her?  But, 
my  goodness !  I  have  publishod  the  news  through  the 
whole  town.     The  union  is  the  general  topic  of  conver- 

Pbks.  Then  you  will  be  talked  of  by  all  the  town  as 
ft  spreader  of  false  reports,  —  in  short,  Ferdinand  loves 
another. 
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Makshju..  Pooh  !  yoa  are  joking !  As  if  that  were  an 
ob§tacle  ? 

Phes.  With  Bucb  slu  enthusiaet  a  roost  insurmount^le 
one! 

Marsiiai^.  Cbd  be  be  mad  enough  to  spom  hie  good- 
fortnne?    Eh? 

Pkes.  Ask  hitn  yourself  and  you'll  hear  whnl  he  will 
answer. 

Marshal.     But,  tiwn  IHtuI  what  cnn  lie  anewer  ? 

pREB.  Tliat  he  will  publish  to  the  world  the  crime  by 
which  we  rose  to  power  —  that  he  will  denounce  our 
forged  letters  and  receipts  —  that  he  will  send  us  both  to 
the  scaffold.     That  is  what  he  can  answer. 

Marshai..    Are  you  out  of  your  mind  ? 

pRGS.  Nay,  that  is  what  he  has  already  answered? 
He  was  actually  on  the  point  of  puttiug  these  tbreata 
into  execntion ;  and  tt  wnH  only  hy  the  most  abject  Bub- 

What  say  you  to  this,  niarsh.il  'i 

Marshaj.  {trith  a  look  of  lj<:v)ihkre<l  st'ipUlitij).  I  am 
at  my  wils'  end  ! 

PpES.  That  might  have  blown  over,  lint  my  spies 
have  just  brought  nio  notice  that  the  grand  cui)bearer, 
Von  Bock,  is  on  the  point  of  offering  himself  as  a  suitor 
to  her  ladyship. 

MAR.SIIAL.  You  drive  me  distr.acted  !  Whom  did  you 
say  'i  Von  Bock  ?  Don't  you  know  llj.at  we  are  mortal 
enemies?    And  don't  you  know  why? 

Pres.     The  first  word  llmt  I  ever  heard  of  itt 

Marshal.  My  dear  count!  Y'ou  shall  he.ir  —  your 
hair  will  stand  on  end  !  Yon  must  remember  the  f.imous 
court  ball  —  it  is  now  just  twenty  years  ago.  It  was  the 
first  time  that  KngliKh  country-iiances  were  introduced  — 
you  remember  how  tiic  hot  wa.v  trickled  from  the  great 
chandelier  on  Count  Meersehaniii's  blue  and  silver  dom- 
ino.    .Surely,  you  cannot  have  forgotten  that  affair! 

Pres.  Who  could  forget  so  remarkable  a  circiim- 
Btancc ! 

Marshal.  Well,  then,  in  the  heat  of  the  dance 
Princess  Amelia  lost  her  garter.  The  whole  ball,  as  you 
may  imagine,  was  instantly  thrown  into  confusion,     Vod 
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Bock  and  myself  —  we  were  then  fellow-pages  —  crept 
through  the  whole  saloon  in  search  of  the  garter.  At 
length  I  discovered  it.  Von  Book  perceives  my  good- 
fortune  —  nislies  forward  —  tears  it  from  my  hands,  and, 
just  fancy  —  proKents  it  to  the  princess,  and  so  cheated 
me  of  the  honor  I  hail  so  fortunately  earned.  What  do 
you  think  of  that  ? 

Pbes.    'Twas  most  insolent ! 

Makkhal.  I  thought  1  should  have  fainted  apon  the 
spot.  A  trick  so  malicious  was  hcyond  the  powers  of 
mortal  endurance.  At  length  I  recovered  myself;  and, 
approaching  the  jirincesB,  said,  —  "  V'un  Bock,  'tis  true, 
was  fortunate  enough  to  present  the  garter  to  your  hieh- 
ncRs;  but  he  who  fii'st  discovered  that  treasure  finds  nis 
reward  in  silence,  and  is  dumb!" 

pREB.  Bravo,  marshal !  Admirably  said  I  Most  ad- 
mirable ! 

Marshal.  And  is  dnnih!  But  till  the  day  of  judg- 
ment will  I  renR'mber  his  conduct —  the  mean,  sneaking 
sycoj'hant!  And  as  if  that  were  not  aggravation  enough, 
he  actually,  as  we  were  stni^ling  on  the  ground  for  the 
garter,  rubbed  all  the  powder  from  one  side  of  my 
peruke  with  his  sleeve,  and  ruined  me  for  the  rest  of  the 
evening. 

I'ltKS,  This  is  the  man  who  will  marry  Lady  Milford, 
and  consoi|u<!ntly  soon  lake  the  lead  at  court. 

Maushai..  You  plunge  a  dagger  in  my  heart!  But 
why  must  he?  \Vh^  should  he  marry  her?  Why  he? 
Where  is  the  necessity  ? 

PiiKS.  Because  Feidinand  refuses  her,  and  there  is 
no  other  candidate. 

Marshal.  But  is  there  no  possible  method  of  obtain- 
ing your  son's  consent?  Let  the  measure  bo  ever  so  ex- 
travagant or  desperate  —  there  is  nothing  to  which  I 
should  not  willingly  consent  in  order  to  supplant  the 
hateil  Von  Bock. 

Pkk.s.  I  know  but  one  means  of  accomplishing  this, 
and  that  rests  entirely  with  yoti. 

Maushal.  With  iTie?    Name  tt,  my  dear  count,  name  it ! 

PuKS.  You  must  set  Ferdinand  and  bis  mistress 
against  each  other. 


Mabsual. 
—  and  how 

PRES.  E 
the  girl. 

Marshal. 


Againat  each  other?     How  do  you  meui? 

ould  ihul  be  possible. 

rythiog  is  ours  coutd  wg  make  him  suspect 


Aud  ihia  other,  who  b  he  to  be  ? 
Yourself  ! 

How  ?     Must  I  be  her  lover  ?     Is   she  of 


Ah,  of  theft,  you  mean  ? 
Psl)aw  !  —  lie  would  never  believe  that  I     No, 
no  —  I  mean  that  she  is    carrying  on   an  intrigue  with 
another. 

MAEsn 

Pres. 

Mabsqal. 
noble  birth  ? 

Pbbs.  What  signifies  that  ?  What  an  idea  1  —  she  is 
the  daughter  of  a  musician. 

Maimual.     a  plebeian  ? —  that  will  never  do ! 

Pres.  What  will  never  do  ?  Nonaense,  man  1  Who 
in  the  name  of  wonder  would  think  of  asking  a  [lair  of 
rosy  cheeks  for  their  owner's  pedigree  ? 

Mabshal.  But  consider,  my  dear  count,  a  married 
man  !     And  my  reputation  at  court ! 

PsEs.  Oh!  that's  quite  another  thing!  I  beg  a 
thousand  paidons,  marshal ;  I  was  not  nware  that  a  man 
of  unblemished  morals  held  a  higher  place  in  your  esti- 
mation than  a  man  of  power  !  Let  us  break  up  our  con- 
ference. 

Marshal.  Be  not  so  hasty,  count.  I  did  not  mean  to 
say  that. 

Pres.  (coldly.)     No  —  no  !     You  are    perfectly  right. 


■  lip  the  game, 

mgratulate  Von 

This  duchy  is 


!  But  I- 


I,  too,  am  weary  of  office.     I  shall  throw 
tender  my  resignation  to  the  duke, 
Bock  on  his  accession  to  the  premiership. 
not  all  the  world. 

Marshal.     And  wh.it  am  I  to  do  ?     It  is  very  fini 
you  to  talk  thus  !     You  are  a  man  of  learning  ' 
mon  Dxeu  !    What  shall  I  be  if  his  highness  disi 

Prks.     A  stale  jest !  —  a  thing  out  of  fashio 

Marshal.  I  implore  you,  my  dearest,  my  m 
friend.     Abandon    those    thoughts.      1    will    consent    to 
everything  ! 

Pres.     Will  you  lend  your  name  to  an  assignation  to 
which  this  Louisa  Miller  shall  invite  you  in  writing  ? 
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Marshal.    Wei),  in  Qod's  name  let  it  be  so  1 

Pbes.  And  drop  the  letter  where  the  m&jor  cannot 
fml  to  find  it. 

Mabsual.  For  instance,  on  the  parade,  where  I  can 
let  it  fall  as  if  accidentally  in  drawing  out  my  hand- 
kerchief. 

Pbeb.  And  when  the  baron  questions  you  will  yon  aa- 
aunie  tlie  character  of  a  favored  rival? 

Marshal.  Mort  de.  ma  vie/  I'll  teach  him  manners! 
I'll  cui-e  liitn  of  interfering  in  my  amours  I 

Preb.  Good  !  Now  you  speak  iu  the  right  key.  The 
letter  shall  be  written  immediately!  Come  in  the  even- 
ing to  receive  it,  and  we  will  talk  over  the  part  yon  are 
to  play. 

Marshal.  I  will  be  with  yon  the  instant  I  have  paid 
sixteen  visits  of  the  very  highest  importance.  Permit  me, 
tljerefore,  to  take  my  leave  without  delay.     (Going.) 

PiiES.  (rings).  I  reckon  upon  your  discretion,  mar- 
shal. 

Marshal  (c(dU  back).  Ah,  mon  Dieu!  you  know 
me  !  \_Exit  Marshal. 

Scene  III.     The  President  and  Woem. 

Worm.  The  music-maater  and  his  wife  have  been  ar- 
rested witliont  the  least  disturbance.  Will  your  excel- 
lency read  this  letter  ? 

Peek.  {Iiuvi-ig  read  it).  Excellent  !  Excellent,  my 
dear  secretary  :  poison  like  this  would  convert  health  it- 
self into  jaundiced  leprosy.  The  marshal,  too,  has  taken 
the  bait.  Now  then  away  with  my  proposals  to  the  father, 
and  tiien  lose  no  time  with  the  daughter. 

\^Exeifnt  on  different  sides. 

Scene  IV".  —     Room  in  Miller's  House. 
Louisa  and  Ferdinand. 

Louisa.  Cease,  I  implore  you!  I  expect  no  more 
days  of  happiness.  All  my  hopes  are  levelled  with  the 
dust. 

Ferr.    All  mine  are  exalted  to  heaven  !    My  father's 
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panstonE  are  roused  1  He  will  direct  his  whole  aitillery 
Rg&iiist  us !  He  will  force  me  to  become  an  unnatural 
son.  I  will  tint  answer  for  my  filial  duty.  Rage  and 
despair  will  wring  from  me  the  dark  secret  that  my 
fattier  is  an  assassin  !  The  son  will  deliver  the  parent 
into  the  hands  of  the  executioner.  Thie  is  a  moment  of 
eitrenie  danger,  and  extreme  danger  alone  eouliJ  prompt 
my  love  to  take  so  dnHng  a  leap !  Hi^ar  ine,  Louisa !  A 
thought,  v.iat  and  immeasurable  an  mv  love,  has 
arisen  in  my  sou) — Thoti,  Ivouisa,  and  /,  and  Zore/ 
Lies  not  a  wliole  heaven  within  this  circle  ?  Or  dost  thoa 
feel  that  tliere  is  still  something  wanting? 

Louisa,  Oh!  cease!  No  morel  I  tremble  to  think 
what  you  would  say. 

Fkbd.  If  we  have  no  longer  a  claim  upon  the 
world,  why  shonld  we  seek  its  approbation  ?  Why  ven- 
ture where  nothing  can  be  giiinpd  and  all  miiv  be  lost? 
Will  thino  eyes  sparkk-  less  briglitly  fflhc'U'd  by  the 
Baltic  wnves  tlinn  by  the  waters  of  the  Khiue  or  the  Elbe  ? 
Where  Louise  loves' me  there  is  my  n.itivc  land  !  Tliy 
footsteps  will  make  the  wild  and  sandy  desert  far  more 
ftttractivo  than  the  marbie  halis  of  my  ancestors.  Siiall 
we  miss  the  pomp  of  cities?  Be  we  where  we  may, 
Louisa,  a  sun  will  rise  and  a  sun  will  set  —  scenes  before 
which  the  most  glorious  achievements  of  art  grow  pale 
and  dim  !  Though  we  serve  God  no  more  in  his  conse- 
crated churches,  yet  the  night  shall  spread  her  solemn 
shadows  round  us;  the  ch.inging  nio<m  shall  hear  our 
confession,  and  a  glorious  contrregation  of  stars  join  in  our 
pr.ayers!  Tbiuk  vou  our  talk  of  love  can  ever  be  ex- 
hausted !  Oh,  no'!  One  smile  from  Louisn  were  a  theme 
for  e.-Mturies  —  tlie  dre.ani  .if  life-  wi!l  be  over  ere  I  can 
exhiiiist  tlie  charms  of  a  single  tear, 

Loi  ISA.     And  h.ist  thou  no  duty  save  tlrit  nf  love? 
Vk\w.  {emhrui-iny  her).     None  so  sacred  as  thv  peace 
of  min-l ! 

Louisa  (ver>/ serioiish/).  Cease,  then,  and  leave  me.  I 
have  a  father  who  possesses  no  treasure  save  one  only 
daughter.  To-morrow  he  will  be  sixty  years  old  — that 
he  will  fall  a  victim  to  the  vengeance  of  the  President  is 
most  certain ! 
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Fbrd.  {interrupting  her).  He  shall  accompany  n§. 
Therefore  do  more  objectioDS,  my  beloved.  I  will  go  and 
ooDvert  my  vahiables  into  gold,  and  raise  money  on  my 
father's  credit!  It  ia  lawful  to  plunder  a  robber,  and  are 
not  his  treasures  the  price  for  which  he  has  sold  his 
country?  This  night,  when  the  clock  strikes  one,  a 
carriage  will  atop  at  your  door —  throw  yourself  into  it, 
and  we  fly ! 

Louisa.  Pursued  by  your  father's  curse !  a  cnrse,  un- 
thinking one,  which  is  never  pronounced  in  vain  even  by 
murderers  — which  the  avenging  angel  hoars  when  uttered 
by  a  nmlefactor  in  liis  last  agony  —  which,  hke  a  fury,  will 
fearfully  pursue  the  fugitives  from  shore  to  shore  t  No, 
my  beloved !  If  naught  but  a  crime  can  preserve  you  to 
me,  I  still  have  courage  to  resign  you ! 

Fkkd,  {mutters  gloomily).     Indeed! 

Louisa.  Resign  yon?  Oh!  horrible  beyond  all 
measure  is  the  thought.  Horrible  enough  to  pierce  the 
immortal  spirit  and  pale  the  glowing  cheeks  of  joy  I 
Ferdinand!  To  resign  you!  Yet  how  can  one  resign 
what  one  never  possessed?  Your  heart  is  the  property 
of  your  station.  My  claim  was  sacrilege,  and,  shudder- 
ing, I  withdraw  if! 

Fekii.  (with  c'liio'ilaef!  features,  and  biting  his  wider- 
lip).     You  withdraw  it! 

LooisA.  Nay!  look  upon  me,  dearest  Ferdinand. 
( inash  not  your  teeth  so  bitterly !  Come,  let  my  example 
rouse  your  Nluinbcring  courage.  Let  me  be  the  herome 
of  tills  niorueut.  Lot  inc  restore  to  a  father  his  lost  son. 
I  will  reiiouuw  a  union  which  would  sever  the  bonds  by 
which  society  is  held  together,  and  overthrow  the  land- 
marks of  social  order.  I  am  the  criminal.  My  bosom 
has  nourished  proud  and  foolish  wishes,  and  my  present 
misery  is  a  just  punishment.  Oli !  leave  me  then  the 
sweet,  the  consoling  idea  that  mine  ia  the  sacrifice. 
Canst  thou  deny  me  this  last  satisfaction  ?  (Fkiuiinand, 
stiipefied  with  ai/ifiitiwt  and  anger,  seizes  a  violin  and 
strikes  a  fnw  notes  upon  it;  and  then,  tears  away  the 
strings,  ef'i.ihes  the  instrument  upon  the  ground,  and, 
stamping  it  to  pieces,  bursts  into  a  loud  laugh.)  Walter ! 
God  in  Heaven  1     What  mean  you?    Be  not  thus  un- 
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■oanned  !  ThU  hour  re<jnire«  fortitude;  it  is  the  hoar  of 
BepuratioD  !  Yoa  haves  heart,  dear  W^ter;  I  know  that 
heart  —  warm  aa  life  is  your  love  —  boundless  and  iiu- 
tneaaurable  —  beBtow  it  on  one  more  noble,  more  worthy 
—  she  need  not  envy  the  most  forluuate  of  her  sex  1 
{•Slrioinff  to  reyrea*  her  lean.)  Yod  shall  see  me  no 
more!  I^eave  the  vain  dtsappoitited  girl  to  bewail  her 
sorrow  in  sad  aod  tonely  seclusion;  where  her  tears  will 
flow  uuheeded.  Dead  and  gone  are  all  my  hopes  of  hap- 
piness in  this  world;  yet  still  shall  I  inhale  ever  and 
anon  the  |>erfume3  of  the  faded  wreath!  {Owing  Aim 
her  trembling  hojul,  w/ii/e  her  face  ia  tum^attay.)  Biu'oa 
Waller,  farewell ! 

Fbbu.  {recovering  from  the  stupor  in  which  hf  ifat 
plunged).  Louisa,  I  fly!  Do  you  indeed  refuse  to  follow 
me? 

Louisa  (who /latretreatfd to  the ^fitrther  end  o/ the  apart- 
jiiei.r,  coiictuh  hi./-  (yjiiii/fiwce  iri'ili  her  hiixh).  Mv  duly 
bids  nie  Htay,  and  suffer. 

Febii.  Serpent  1  thou  licsl  —  some  other  motive  chains 
thee  here ! 

Louisa  (in  a  tone  of  the  most  heartfelt  sorrow).  Encour- 
age that  belief.  Haply  it  may  make  wir  parting  more 
supportable. 

Vv.aa.  What?  Oppose  freezing  duty  to  fiery  love! 
And  dost  thou  think  to  cheat  me  with  that  delusion? 
Some  rival  detains  thee  here,  and  woe  be  to  thee  and  him 
should  my  suspicions  be  confirmed  !  \^Exit. 

Scene  V, 

LoL'isA  (ihe  remiiiiis  for  no/tu'  time  molionlesf  in  the 
seat  upon  irlndi  xhe  ha'n  thrujni  hi:rsdf.  At  length  »he 
rises,  eompx  fonnaril,  and  looks  tiiniiUg  around).  Where 
can  my  parents  btV  My  father  j>romise()  to  return  in  a 
few  minutes;   yet  fiiil  five  dreadful    hours  have  passed 

since    his    dciiarture.      Should    any    accident good 

Heavens!  What  is  come  over  me?  Wliy  does  my 
heart  palpitate  so  violently?  (Here  Wokm  enters,  anil 
remains  standing  ^inobserved  in  the  background.)  It  can 
be  nothing  real.     'Tis  but  the  terrible'  delusion  of    my 
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over-heated  blood.    When  once  the  bouI  ia  wr&pped  in 
terror  the  eye  behold  spectres  in  every  shadow. 


Louisa  arwl  Wobu. 

Worm  (amroachee  her).    Good  evening,  misB. 

Louisa.  Heavens!  wliostieaka!  {Perceives  Mm, and 
starts  back  in  terror.)  Ha  I  Dreadful !  dreadful !  I  fear 
some  dire  misfortune  is  even  now  realizing  the  fore- 
bodings of  my  soul !  ( To  Wokm,  with  a  look  of  disdain^ 
Dovou  seek  the  president?    He  is  do  longer  here. 

Wokm.    Tis  you  I  seek,  miss ! 

Louisa.  I  wonder,  then,  that  yon  did  not  direct  your 
steps  towards  the  market-place. 

WoRU.     What  should  I  do  there  ? 

Louisa.     Release  your  betrothed  from  the  pillory. 

Worm.     Louisa,  you  cherish  some  false  suspicion 

Louisa  {sharply  interrupting  him).  What  is  your 
business  with  me  ? 

Worm.     I  come  with  a  message  from  your  father. 

Louisa  {ayitated).  From  my  father?  Oh  I  Where  is 
my  father? 

Wokm.     Where  he  would  fain  not  be  ! 

Louisa.  Quick,  quick,  for  God's  sake  !  Oh  !  my  fore- 
boding lieart !     Wliere  is  my  father  1 

WoRU.     In  prison,  if  you  needs  must  know  ! 

Louisa  {with  a  look  towards  lieaven).  This,  tool 
This,  too !    In  prison,  said  you  ?    And  why  in  prison  ? 

Worm.     It  is  tlie  duke's  order. 

Louisa.    The  duke's? 

Worm.  Who  thinking  his  own  dignity  offended  by  the 
insults  offered  to  the  person  of  his  representative 

Louisa.     How?     How?     Oh  ye  Almighty  Powers  ! 

Worm.  Has  resolved  to  inflict  the  moat  exemplary 

punishment. 

Louisa.  This  was  still  wanting  I  This!  Yes,  In  truth. 
I  now  feet  that  my  heart  does  love  another  besides  Ferdi- 
nand !  That  could  not  be  allowed  to  escape!  The 
prince's  dignity  offended?  Heavenly  Providence  I    Save, 


oh!  save  my  sinking  faith  I  (Aftm'a}noment''»pattse,afie 
eums  to  Worm.)     And  Ferdinand  ? 

Worm.  MiibI  choose  botwi-'en  Lady  Slilford's  liand 
and  his  father's  curse  and  disinlii-riiaiice. 

LoTTiSA.  Terrible  choice! — and  yet  —  yet  is  he  the 
happier  of  tlic  two.  He  haa  no  father  to  lose  —  and  yet 
to  have  none  is  misery  enough!  My  father  imprisoned 
for  treason  —  my  Ferdinand  compelled  to  choose  between 
Lady  Milford's  hand  or  a  parent's  cnrse  and  disinherit- 
ance!  Truly  admirable!  lor  even  villany  so  perfect  is 
perfection]  Perfection?  No  I  aoraettiing  is  atill  wanting 
10  complete  that.     Where  ia  my  mother? 

Worm.     In  the  lionsQ  of  correction. 

Louisa  {toilh  a  amile  of  desp/iir).  Now  the  meaanre 
in  full !  It  ia  full,  and  f  am  free  —  released  from  all 
duties  —  all  sorrowa — all  Joya!  Releaeed  even  from 
Providence!  I  have  nothing  more  to  do  with  it!  f.-l 
drfiu'lfid  pfti/xe.)  Have  you  aught  else  to  p"mrnunicate? 
Speak  freely — ^now  I  can  hear  anything  witli    Indiffer- 

WoRM.     All  that  has  happened  vou  already  know. 

Louisa.  Hut  not  that  which  is'yct  to  happen  !  (An- 
o(/u;r  iiaiis'',  f/nriiif/  jr/iic/i  ti/ie  x>irrei/s  Worm  fnnn  lieivl 
t"  f'Ji't.)  Uufoi'iitnate  man!  you'  have  entered  on  a 
meiaiiclioly  i'm])lovuieut,  whieh  can  never  lead  vou  to 
!iaii]>inoss.  To  cause  luiserv  lo  others  is  sad  enoni;!.— 
hut  to  be  the  messenger  o'f  evil  is  horrible  indeed  — 
to  be  the  first  to  shriek  the  screech-owl's  song,  to  staml 
bv  when  the  bleeding  heart  treuibles  u\iim  tbe  iron  sbaft 
of  necessitv,  and  tbe  (,'brist.ian  doul.is  ibe  exist.euee  of  a 
<;„d  — iWiveu  ]U-ot.Tt  me!  Werl.  llu.u  paid  a  ton  ..f 
i:.,M  far  everv  tear  ..f  au-uisli  wWu-h  tlmu  must  witness, 
I  wouM   Tint,  "be  a  wrt-U'li  like  lliee!      What   is   llu^re   yvl 

W.iuM.     I  know  not. 

Louisa.  You  prel.-rid  not  to  know?  This  lialil- 
shuuning  embassy  trembles  nt  tbe  sound  c.f  words,  but 
the  spectre  bctravs  itself  in  vour  trhastlv  visage.  What 
ia  there  yet  to  happen?  Vou  said  tlie "duke  will  infliet 
upon  him  a  most  exemplary  puiiisliment.  What  call  yon  • 
exemplary? 
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Worm.     Ask  rae  no  more. 

Louisa.  Terrible  man!  Some  haDgraan  must  have 
schooled  thee  I  Else  thou  h»dst  not  so  well  learned  to 
prolong  the  torture  of  thy  victim  before  giving  the  tiniBh- 
ing  stroke  to  the  agonized  lieart!  Speak!  What  fate 
awaits  my  father?  Death  Uiou  cnnttt  announce  with  a 
laughing  sneer — what  then  must  that  bo  which  thon 
dost  hesitate  to  disclose?  Sgieak  out !  I^et  me  at  once 
receive  the  overwhelming  weight  of  thy  tidings!  What 
fate  awaits  my  father  ? 

Worm.     A  criminal  process. 

IjOUISa.  But  what  is  that  ?  I  am  an  ignorant,  innocent 
girl,  and  understand  but  little  of  your  fearful  terms  of 
law.     What  mean  you  by  a  criminal  process  ? 

Worm.    Judgment  upon  life  or  death. 

Luuis.v  {fimili/).     All  !     I  thank  you, 

\^Exit  hantilif  by  a  side  door. 

Worm  (alarmed).  What  means  this?  Should  the 
simpleton  perchance —  confusion!     Surely  she  will  not 

—  I  must  follow  her.  I  am  answerable  for  her  life. 
(Ah  he.  is  going  tmrurtlit  the  door,  Louisa  rehH-zis,  lerapjyed 
ill  a  cloak.) 

IjOUIMA.  Your  pardon,  Mr.  Secretary,  I  must  lock  the 
door. 

WoKir.     Whither  in  such  haste? 

IxiuiSA  ()Xtisiii'/  liiiii).     To  the  diiko. 

Worm  (ularmfid,  d-iaii,s  h'v).    How  ?    Whither? 

Louisa.  To  the  duko.  Do  yon  not  hear?  Even  to 
that  very  duke  whose  will  is  to  ilcnide  up<m  my  father's 
life  or  death.  Yet  no?  —  'tis  not  his  will  that  decides, 
but  the  will  of  wickt'd  men  who  surronnd  his  throne, 
fle-lcnds  niiiight  t<i  tliis  process,  save  tin-  shadow  of  his 
majestv,  and  his  roval  siirnahire. 

\VoiV\r  {ir-i/l,  a  bvr^'t  -f  hifff/itrr).     To  the  duke  ! 

LiirisA.     I  know  the  meaning  of  that  sneering  laugh 

—  you  would  toll  me  thai  I  shall  find  no  compassion  there. 
But  tliotigh  I  may  meet  ((iod  jircserve  me  t)  with  nothing 
but  seorn  —  scorn  at  my  sorrows  —  yet  will  I  to  the  duke. 
I  have  been  told  th.U  the  great  never  know  what  misery 
is;  that  they  fly  from  the  knowledge  of  it.  But  I  wiil 
teach  the  duko  what  miseiy  is;     I  will  paint  to  him,  in 
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all  the  writiiing  »gonieH  of  death,  what  miaery  is  ;  I  will 
Ory  aloud  in  wuiliiigs  that  shall  creep  through  the  very 
nmrrow  of  his  bones,  what  misery  ta ;  nnO,  while  at  my 
picture  his  hairs  shall  stand  on  end  like  quills  upon  the 
porcupine,  will  I  shrit-k  into  his  affrighted  ear,  that  in  the 
hour  of  deatl]  the  sinews  of  these  mighty  gods  of  earth 
shall  shrivel  and  shrink,  and  that  at  the  day  of  judgment 
beggttrs  and  kings  shall  he  weighed  together  in  the 
same  balance.     (Goittg.) 

Worm  (ironically).  By  all  means  go  to  the  duke  !  You 
can  really  do  nothing  more  prudent;  I  advise  you  heartily 
to  the  atep.  Only  go,  and  I  give  you  my  word  that  tlie 
duke  will  grant  your  suit. 

Louisa  (slopping  suddenly).  What  said  you  ?  Do 
yon  yourself  advise  the  step?  {Returns  hastily).  What 
am  1  ahout  to  do  ?  Something  wicked  surely,  sinue  this 
man  approves  it  —  how  kntiw  yon  that  the  prince  will 
grant  my  suit? 

Worm.  Because  he  will  not  have  to  grant  it  unre- 
warded. 

LoiJiSA.  Not  unrewarded  7  And  what  price  does  he 
set  on  his  humiinity  ? 

Worm.  The  person  of  the  fair  suppliant  will  be  pay- 
ment enough ! 

Louisa  {slopping  for  a  moment  in  mute  dismay  —  in  a 
Jeeble  voice).     Almighty  God  ! 

Worm.  And  1  trust  that  you  will  not  think  your 
father's  life  over-valued  when  'tis  purchased  at  so  gra- 
cious a  price. 

Ijouisa  {with  great  i/Kfit/Jiation).  True,  oli !  true ! 
The  great  are  entrenched  from  truth  behind  their  own 
vices,  safely  as  behind  the  swords  of  cherubttna.  The 
Almighty  protect  thee,  father  !  Your  child  can  die  —  but 
not  sin  for  tliee. 

Worm.  This  will  he  a'xreeahle  news  for  the  poor  dis- 
consolate old  man.  "My  Ixiuisa,"  aays  he,  "has  bowed 
me  down  to  the  earth ;  but  my  Louisa  will  raise  me  up 
again."  I  hasten  to  him  with  your  answer.  {A^^'ectsto 
be  about  to  depart.) 

Louisa  {Jiies  ajter  him  nnd  liohis  him  back).  Stay! 
stay!  one  moment's  patience!     How  oimble  this  Satan 
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IB,  wbeu  bis  buBinesB  is  to  drive  humanity  distracted  I 
I  have  bowed  him  to  the  earth !  I  must  raise  him  np 
again !  Speak  to  me  '.  Counsel  me  I  What  can  I,  what 
must  I  do  ? 

WoBu.    There  is  but  one  means  of  saving  him ! 

LotiisA.     What  1b  that  means  ? 

Worm.    And  your  father  approves  of  it— — 

TiOUiSA.     My  father?     Oh!  name  that  means. 

WoKM.     It  IB  easy  for  you  to  execute. 

LotriHA.     I  know  of  nothing  harder  than  infamy  1 

WoBM.  Suppose  you  were  to  release  the  major  from 
his  engagement? 

LouiHA.  Release  him!  Do  you  mock  me?  Do  you 
call  that  a  choice  to  which  force  com]>elled  me  ? 

WoKM.  You  mistake  me,  dear  girl !  The  major  must 
resign  you  willingly,  and  be  the  first  to  retract  his  engage- 
ment. 

IxmisA.    That  he  will  never  do. 

Worm,  So  it  appears.  Should  we,  do  you  think,  have 
had  recourse  to  you  were  it  not  that  you  alone  are  able 
to  help  us  ? 

Louisa.     I  cannot  compel  him  to  hate  me. 

WoKM.     We  will  try  I     Be  seated. 

Louisa  (drawing  back).  Man  !  What  is  brooding  in 
thy  artful  brain  ? 

WoRst.  Be  seated.  Here  are  paper,  pens,  and  ink. 
Write  what  I  dictate. 

Louisa  (sitting doinn  {ntkegreatest  tineasiness).  What 
must  T  write  ?    To  whom  must  I  write  ? 

Worm.     To  your  father's  executioner. 

Louisa.  Ah!  How  well  thou  knowest  to  torture 
bouIb  to  thy  purpose.     (  Takes  a  pen.) 

Worm  {dictating  to  her).  "My  dear  Sir.  (LomsA 
lerites  with  a  trembling  hand,)  three  days,  three  insup- 
portable days,  have  already  passed  —  already  passed  — 
Binee  last  we  met.  " 

Louisa  (starts,  and  lays  doicn  her  pen).  To  whom  is 
the  letter? 

Worm,    To  your  father's  executioner, 

lyOinsA,    Oh!  myCrod! 

Worm.    "  But  for  this  you  must  blame  the  major  — 


thg  major  —  who  wutclies  me  ull  day  witli  tbo  vigtlanco 
of  an  Argus. " 

Louisa  (startinff  t^).  VUlany!  Villany  beyond  all 
precfilont !     To  whom  lis  the  letter? 

WoKU.    To  your  father's  executioner. 

Louisa  (paces  to  and  ^fVo,  vsringing  A«r  hands).  Nw, 
no,  no  I  This  is  tyrnnnieal  1  Oh  Hesiven  !  If  mortaU  pro- 
voke tiiee,  piinish  tliem  like  inortuli;;  but  wherefore  must 
I  be  pluced  between  two  precipices?  Wherefore  am  1 
hurled  by  turns  from  death  to  infamy,  from  infamy  to 
deuth?  Wherefore  is  my  neek  made  the  footstool  of 
this  blood-sucking  Jiend '!  No ;  do  what  thou  wilt,  1  will 
never  write  that! 

WoBM  {aeiitinff  Ma  hat).  As  yon  pleaeo,  misa  I  It  rests 
entirely  on  your  own  jile&eure! 

Louisa.  Pleasure,  say'st  thou?  On  my  own  pleas- 
ure? Go,  l>;irharian  I  Suspend  some  unfovtiinate  over 
the  pit  of  hull ;  then  luake  your  denLands,  atiil  ask  your 
vit;tiin  if  it  bu  his  jik-asuri'  to"  jiiaijl  your  retjuest !  Oh  ! 
Tliou  kiiowfst  but  too  w-i-ll  that  tlie  bomls  of  nature  bind 
our  li(.-arls  a^  tiriiilv  as  t'liiiins!  Hat  all  is  now  alike  in- 
difE,;mit.  IJiutati-'!  I  i-eiise  to  lliink  !  Arlifircs  of  hell, 
I  yicKI  10  ye  !     {.She  ri.'si'iii<:x  hei-  sent  at  the  t-iMe.) 
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tm-iig  to  her  place,  ami  coiUinuea  to  write).  "  Rid  myself 
of  him. " 
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Worm.  "He  will  be  on  duty  to-morrow — observo 
when  he  leaves  me,  and  Ijantcu  to  the  uBual  plaoe." 
Have  you  written  "  the  usual  place  f  " 

Louisa.     Everything,  everything! 

Worm.  "  To  the  usual  place,  to  meet  yonr  devotedly 
attached  Louisa." 

Louisa.     Now  then,  the  address  ? 

Worm.     «  To  Marshal  Von  Kalb.  " 

Louisa.  Etermil  Providence!  A  name  as  foreign  to 
my  ear  as  these  scandalous  lines  are  to  my  heart !  ( iShe 
rises,  and  for  BOTtte  tnomentt  surveys  the  writing  with  a 
vacant  gaze.  At  lenijth  she  ha^Kh  it  to  WoRsr,  Kpeaking 
in  a  voice  trembling  and  exhausted.)  Take  it,  sir  I  What 
I  now  put  into  your  hands  U  my  good  name.  It  is  Fer- 
dinand —  it  is  the  whole  joy  of  my  life  1  You  have  it, 
and  now  I  am  a  be{rj;ar 

Worm.  Oh!  Not  so!  Despair  not,  dear  girl  ! 
You  inspire  me  with  the  most  heartfelt  pity!  Perha]>s 
—  who  knows  ?  I  might  even  now  overlook  certain  parts 
of  your  conduct — yea!  Heaven  is  my  witness,  how 
deeply  I  compassionate  your  sorrows! 

IiOtrisA  {ffioing  him  apiercin/f  look).  Do  not  explain 
yourself!  You  are  on  the  point  of  asking  something 
more  terrible  than  all. 

Worm  {attemptinff  to  Jcisa  her  hand).  What  if  I  asked 
this  little  hand  ?    Would  that  be  terrible,  Louisa? 

Louisa  (ictVA  great  indigtuition).  Yea!  for  I  should 
strant^Ie  you  on  the  bridal  night:  and  for  such  a  deed  I 
would  joyfullyyieldmy  body  tobe  tomon  the  rack!  {She 
ia  going,  (nit  cornea  hurricdfg  bcick.)  Is  all  settled  b^ 
twcen  ns,  sir  ?     May  the  dove  be  released  ? 

Worm.  A  trifle  yet  remains,  maiden !  You  must 
swear,  by  the  holy  sacrament,  to  acknowledge  this  letter 
for  your  free  and  voluntary  act. 

Louisa.  Oh  God!  Ob  God!  And  wilt  thou  prnut' 
thine  own  seal  to  confirm  the  works  of  hell?  (Worm 
ka<h  her  away.) 
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LOVE    AND    INTRIGUE. 
ACT    IV. 

Scene  T.     Saloon  in  tits  P&esident's  Souse. 


1 


Fgrdimand  vox  Walter  enters  in  j/reat  excit&nenl  with 
an  open-  letter  in  his  hand,  and  is  met  by  a  Servant. 

I         Ferii.     la  the  niaraliat  here  ? 

i        Sekv.     My  lord,  hU  highness  the  president  is    inqiiir- 

'   inz  for  yoii. 

'        Feed,     Fire  and  fury  I      I  ask  is  the  marshal  here  ? 
Serv.     His  honor  is  engaged  at  the  faro-table,  above 
stitlrs. 

Ferd.     Tell  his  honor,  in  the  name  of  all  the  devils  in 
hell,  lo  make  his  appearance  this  instant ! 

[£W£  Servant. 
Scene  II. 
FEKn,  {hastitij  reading  the  letter,  at  one  moment  seem- 
ing  purified  with  astonishme/U,  at  the  next  pacing  the 
room  withfurif).  Impossible !  i^uite  impossible !  A  form 
so  heavenly  cannot  hide  so  devilish  a  heart.  And  yet!  — 
and  yet !  Though  all  the  angels  of  heaven  should  descend 
on  earth  and  proclaim  her  innocence  —  though  heaven 
and  earth,  the  Creator  and  the  created,  should,  with  one 
accord,  vouoh  for  her  innocence  —  it  is  her  hand,  her  own 
hand  !  Treachery,  monstrous,  infernal  treachery,  such  as 
humanity  never  before  witnessed!  This,  then,  was  the 
reason  she  so  resolutely  opposed  our  flight !  This  it  was 
—  Oh,  God  !  Now  I  awake  from  my  dream  !  Now  the 
veil  is  lifted  !  This,  then,  is  why  she  surrendered  with  so 
much  seeming  heroism  her  claims  on  my  affection,  and 
ail  but  cheated  me  with  her  saint-like  demeanor  !  {He 
traverses  the  chandler  rapidli/,  and  then  remains  for  some 
moments  in  deep  thought.)  To  fathom  my  heart  to  its 
very  core !  To  reciprocate  every  lofty  sentiment,  every 
gentle  emotion,  every  fiery  ebullition!  To  sympathize 
with  every  secret  breathing  of  my  soul!  To  study  me 
even  in  her  tears!  To  mount  with  me  to  the  sublimest 
heights  of  passion  —  to  brave  with  me,  undaunted,  each 
fearful  precipice !  God  of  heaven !  And  was  all  this 
deceit  ?  mere  grimace  ?    Oh,  if  falsehood  can  aesume  so 
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lovely  an  appearance  of  truth  why  has  no  devil  yet  lied 
himself  back  into  heaven  ? 

WheD  I  unfolded  to  her  the  dangers  which  threatened 
our  affection,  with  what  conviocing  artifice  did  the  false 
one  turn  pal<! !  With  what  overpowering  dignity  did  she 
repulse  my  father's  licentious  scoffs!  yet  at  that  very 
moment  the  deceiver  was  conscious  of  her  guilt !  Nay, 
did  she  not  even  uniler^o  the  fiery  ordeal  of  truth  ?  For- 
sooth, the  hypocrite  fainted  !  What  must  now  be  thy 
language,  nensibility,  since  coquettes  faint?  How  wilt 
thou  vmdicate  thyself,  innocence? — for  even  strumpets 
faint  ? 

She  knows  her  power  over  me  —  she  has  seen  through 
my  very  heart !  My  soul  shone  conspicuous  in  my  eyes 
at  the  blush  of  her  first  kiss.  And  that  she  should  have 
felt  nothing !  or  perhaps  felt  only  the  triumph  of  her  art; 
whilst  my  happy  delirium  fancied  that  in  her  I  embraced 
a  whole  heaven,  my  wildest  wishes  were  hushed  !  Ko 
thought  but  of  her  and  eternity  was  present  to  my  yiind. 
Oh,  God  !  and  yet  she  felt  nothing?  Nothing?  but  that 
her  artifice  had  triumphed !  Tliat  her  charms  were 
flattered  !  Death  and  vengeance !  Nothing,  but  that  I 
was  betrayed ! 

Scene  III. 

Ferdinand,  the  Marshal. 

Marshal  {tripping  into  the  room).  I  am  told,  my 
dear  baron,  that  you  have  expressed  a  wish 

Febd.  (mntterinff  to  himself).  To  break  your  rascally 
neck.  (Aloud.)  Marahal,  this  letter  must  have  dropped 
out  of  your  pocket  on  parailc.  (  With  a  malicious  smile.) 
And  I  have  been  the  fortunate  tinder. 

Marshal.     You? 

Fkki).  By  a  singular  coincidence!  Now, balance  thy 
account  with  heaven  ! 

Marshal.    You  quite  alarm  me,  baron! 

Febd.  Read  it,  sir,  read  it !  (  T^iming  Jrom  him.) 
If  I  am  not  good  enongh  for  a  iover  perhaps  I  may  do 
for  a  pimp.  ( Whi/e  the  Marshal  reads,  Feedinajjd 
ffoes  to  t/ie  wall  and  takes  down  the  pistols.) 
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Kalk  (tArmra  (Ac  l«il/T  upon  the  tabie,  and  rtMftet  off). 
ConfuBioii ! 

Ferd.  {Ifiiis  him  hark  by  tht  arm).  W'nit  a  little,  my 
dc«r  murHlial!  The  intelH^'Ctii'^  contained  in  that  htun- 
apjienrs  to  be  agreeable!  Tlie  finder  must  linve  his  re- 
ward,    (fl/itnrinff  Aim  the  pMt/ils.) 

Marshal  (starU  back  in  alarm).  HavK  you  lost  yonr 
senseB,  baron  ? 

Fkrd,  (in  a  terrihie  ouirre).  •!  liavo  more  than  enongh 
left  to  rid  the  world  of  such  a  sconndit'l  as  you  !  Choose 
one  of  these  inmantly  !  (JJe/'wvte  a  piitol  into  the  Mar- 
BiiAi.'ti  hand,  and  then  dritw»  out  his  hmuBcerchief.)  And 
now  take  the  other  end  of  this  handkerchief  1  It  wan 
given  mt!  by  tlie  strumpet  herself ! 

Harsrai..  What,  shoot  over  the  handkerchief?  Baron, 
Are  you  mad?    What  can  you  bo  thinking  off 

Fer!..  L:iv  hold  of  il,  1  s;iy!  or  yon  will  be-  sure  1r. 
misB  your  ;ii'rii,  wwiird  !  How  li.e  OM«anl  tretiibles! 
You  shonld  thank  God,  you  ))itiful  cowurd,  that  you  have 
a  chance  for  once  of  gutting  eoini'thiug  in  your  empty 
brain-boK.  (7'Ae  Maksiiai,  taicea  to  his  heel «.)  Gently, 
gently  !  I'll  lake  care  of  that.  ( Overtakes  him  and  bolt* 
t!w  door. 

Maushai..     Surely  you  will  not  light  in  the  chamber? 

Fked.  Aa  if  you  were  worth  the  trouble  of  a  walk  be- 
yond the  boiiitdarifs !  Tlie  re|ion,  my  dear  fellow,  will 
be  louder,  nnd,  for  the  first  lime,  von  will  make  some  noise 
in  the  world.     Now,  then,  take  bold  ! 

Marshai,  (iripiiiij  his  J'orehtud).  Yet  consider,  I 
entreat.  Would  you  risk  your  jtrecious  life,  young  and 
promising  as  von  arc,  in  this  desperate  mnnnery 

Ferh.  Tafte  hold,  I  say  !  1  have  nothing  more  to  do 
iu  this  world  \ 

Marshal.  But  I  have  much,  my  dearest,  most  excellent 
friend ! 

Ferd.  Thou,  wretch  —  thou?  What  hast  thou  to  do, 
but  to  play  the  stop-gap,  where  honest  men  keep  aloof !  To 
stretch  or  shrink  eevaii  times  in  an  instant,  like  the  butter- 
fly on  a  pin  ?  To  be  privy  registrar  in  chief  and  clerk  of 
the  Jordan?  To  be  the  cap-and-bell  buffoon  on  which 
your  master  sharpens  his  wit  ?     Weil,  well,  let   it  be  so. 
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I  will  oarry  you  about  with  me,  as  I  would  a  marmot  of 
rare  training.  You  sliall  skip  and  dance,  like  a  tamed 
monkey,  to  the  howling  of  the  damned ;  fetch,  carry,  and 
serve ;  and  with  your  courtly  arts  enliven  the  wuUngB  of 
everlasting  despair  1 

Maashal.  Anything  you  ptcaae,  dear  major!  What- 
ever you  please  !     Only  take  away  the  pistols  ! 

Fekd.  How  he  staads  there,  poor  trembling  wretch  I 
There  he  stands,  a  blot  on  the  sixth  day  of  creation.  He 
looks  as  if  he  were  a  piratical  counterfeit  of  the  Almiglity 
original.  Pity,  eternal  pity!  that  an  atom  of  brains 
should  lie  wasting  in  so  barren  a  skull  I  That  single  atom 
bestowed  upon  a  baboon  might  have  made  him  a  perfect 
ijian,  whereas  it  ia  now  a  mere  useless  fragment.  And  - 
th.1t  she  should  share  her  heart  with  a  thing  like  this  I 
Monstrous  !  Incredible !  A  wretch  more  formed  to  wean 
from  sin  than  to  excite  it  I 

Marshal.     Praised  be  Heaven !  he  is  getting  witty. 

Fekd.  I  will  let  him  live!  That  toleration  which 
spares  the  caterpillar  shall  be  extended  to  him !  Hen 
sh-ill  look  on  iiim  in  wonder,  and,  shrugging  their 
shuitlders,  admire  the  wise  disi>ensation  of  Providence, 
which  can  fpcd  its  creatures  with  husks  and  scoui-ings; 
which  spreads  the  table  for  the  raven  on  the  gallows,  and 
for  the  courtier  in  the  slime  of  majesty.  We  wonder  at 
the  wisdom  of  Providence,  which  even  in  the  world  of 
S]>irit3  maintains  its  staff  of  venomous  reptiles  for  the  dis- 
semination of  poison.  (^HelapaiHff  into  rage.)  But  such 
vermin  shall  not  |K)llute  my  rose ;  sooner  will  I  crush  it  to 
atoms  (MiztVf^fAe  Maemiial  and  shakimj  hint  rouffldy), 
IhuH and  thus  — —  and  thus 

MAitsiiAi..  Oil!  God,  that  I  were  away  from  here! 
hundreds  of  miles  away  in  the  asylum  for  maniacs  at 
Paris  !     Anywhere  but  near  this  man  ! 

Ferd.  Villain!  If  she  be  no  longer  pure !  Villain! 
If  thou  hast  profaned  where  I  worshipned  !  (wi(A  increased 
fury).  If  thou  hast  polluted,  where  I  l>elieved  mvself  the 
god  !  (Pausing  suddenly;  then  in  a  solemn  terrible  voice.) 
It  were  better  for  tliee,  villain,  to  flee  to  hell,  than  to 
encounter  my  wrath  in  heaven  !  Confes«!  To  what 
eiitent  has  your  unhallowed  love  proceeded? 


Mabshal.     Let  me  go  !     I  will  m»of(«B  evtsrytllMg. 

Fkkd.  '  Oil !  it  most  l>«  itiont  n|ituruus  tveo  to  be  bcr 
licentious  [raniinoar  than  to  bnm  with  ibe  purest  flame 
for  any  otlierl  Would  she  inrrender  Iter  eliarms  to  un- 
licensed |tli>jtsurc  she  might  dissolve  the  ttoul  itMlf  to  aiu, 
and  make  voluptuousness  pass  for  virtue  (jirv*>inff  hi*  pis- 
tol agaiiM  tJi«  Marsbju-'s  6r«iuf).  To  what  exlrenitlJcs 
hare  you  proceeded  ?     Confess  this  insUint  or  I  fire ! 

Maksmal.  Tliere  is  nothing  ni  »II  in  it,  I  assure  ywi ! 
There  is  not  a  syllsblp  of  truth  in  the  whole  hoslneBS ! 
Have  but  a  momonl*B  patience '.  Vow  are  deceived,  in- 
deed you  are ! 

Kkrii.  (/urioiutt/).  And  dar«  you  remind  me  of  that, 
villain?  To  what  eitrcmitic«  have  you  proceeded? 
ConfeBO,  or  yon  are  a  dead  man ! 

Habsral.  Mon  Jtieu/  Hy  God !  Yon  mistake  my 
words!     Only  listen  for  a  moment.     When  a  father 

Fkrd.  (/•li/i  ti>->rtt:ni;/t-'l).  No  .]..ul.(  1  lb- thrt-iv  l,Js 
daughter  into  your  arniK?  And  how  fnr  have  you  pro- 
ceeded ?     Confess,  or  I  will  iiiurdt'r  you  I 

Marshal.  You  nive  !  You  will  not  listen !  I  never 
saw  her  !  I  don't  know  her!  I  know  nothing  at  all 
about  her! 

Febd.  (drawing  buck).  You  never  paw  her?  You 
don't  know  her?  Know  nol1iin<;  at  all  about  lier?  Louisn 
is  lost  to  me  forever  on  thy  account,  and  yet  in  one  breath 
hast  thou  denied  her  thrice.  Go,  wretch,  go  (Ae  give* 
him  a  Worn  mth  the  pistol,  ttml  thrusts  him  out  of  the 
chamber) ;  powder  were  thrown  away  on  such  a  mis- 
creant. [£W(  Marshal. 
S<ENE  IV. 

Ferp.  i'lfter  a  lonf/  filf.nce,  'luritif/  irhich  his  coiinte- 
nmtce  declarer  him  to  be  affitated  bij  some  dreadful  idea's. 
Forever  lost  ?  Yes,  false  unfortunate,  both  are  lost ! 
Ay,  by  the  Almighty  God !  if  I  am  tost,  thou  art  so  too. 
.Judge  of  the  world,  aek  her  not  fn>m  me !  She  is  mine. 
For  her  sake  I  renounced  the  whole  world  —  abandoned 
all  thy  gloriona  creation.  Leave  me  the  maid,  crcal  Judge 
of  the  world!  Millions  of  souls  ponr  out  their  plaints 
t9  thee  —  turn   on  them  thine  eye  of  compassion,  but 
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leave  me,  Almighty  Judge  —  leave  me  to  iiiyeelf.  (  Claap- 
iny  his  hands  in  agony.)  Can  the  bountiful,  the  munifi- 
cent Creator  be  covetous  of  one  miserable  soul,  and  that 
soul  the  worst  of  his  creation  ?  The  maiden  U  mine  I 
Once  I  wns  her  god,  but  now  I  am  her  devil  I 

{FHxes  his  eyes  with  terrible  expression.) 

An  eternity  jinssed  with  her  upon  the  rack  of  everlast- 
ing perdition  !  Her  melting  eye-balls  riveted  on  mine  ! 
Uiir  blazing  locks  entwined  together!  Our  shrieks  of 
agony  dissolving  into  one  !  And  then  to  renew  t«  her 
my  vows  of  love,  and  chant  unceasingly  her  broken 
oatbs !  God  !  God  !  The  union  is  dreadful  —  and  eter- 
nal !  {As  he  is  abotit  to  rush  off,  the  Pkbsidsht  m^s 
him.) 

SCEHE  V. 

Ferdinand,  the  Prkbident. 

Fekd.  (starting  back).     Ha !  m^  father. 

Pres.  I  am  glad  to  meet  with  you,  Ferdinand  1  I 
come  to  bring  you  some  pleasant  news — something  that 
will  certainly  surprise  you,  my  dear  son.  Shall  we  be 
seated? 

Fkrd.  (after  t/aziny  tipon  him  for  some  time  with  a 
vacant  stare).  My  father!  (Going  to  him  with  emotion, 
ami  grasfnng  his  hand.)  My  father  I  (Kissing  it,  and 
falling  at  his  feel.)     Oh,  father  ! 

Prks.  What  is  the  matter  ?  Rise,  my  boh.  Your  hand 
burns  and  trembles ! 

Feed.  (mUBi/).  Forgive  my  ingratitude,  father  1  I 
nni  a  lost  man !  T  have  misinterpreted  your  kindness ! 
Your  meaning  was  so  truly  —  truly  paternal !  Oh  !,you 
had  a  prwphetifi  smil !  Now  it  is  too  late !  Pardon  I  par- 
don !     Your  blessing,  my  dear  father ! 

Prks.  (feigning  astonishment).  Arise,  my  son  I  Re- 
collect that  yonr  words  to  me  are  riddles  ! 

Ferd.  This  Louisa,  dear  father !  Oh  !  Yon  imder- 
derstnnd  mankind  !  Yonr  anger  wan  so  just,  so  noble, 
so  tnily  the  neal  of  a  father!  had  not  its  very  ewneat- 
ness  led  yon  to  mistake  the  way.    This  Lonisa  I 
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Pssa.  Sparc  me,  d^tr  boy !  Cursea  on  my  severity  ! 
I  como  lo  i-ntrt-at  your  forgiveness 

FiiKD.  ForEriveness  from  me!  Curse  me  rather. 
Your  disapproval  was  wisdom !  Your  severity  was 
Ueavonly  mercy !     This  Louisa,  father 

Vruh.  Is  h  noble,  a  lovely  girl !  I  i-ecatl  my  too  raeh 
Busuirions !     She  has  won  my  entire  esteem  ! 

Ferii.  (»tafti»f/  vp).  Wbat?  You,  too?  Father, 
even  you  ?  And  is  she  not,  father,  the  very  personilicM- 
tion  of  innucetice  ?  And  ia  it  not  so  natural  to  love  this 
maiden  ? 

Pkks.    Say,  rather,  'twere  a  crime  not  to  love  her. 

Fkrii.  Inureilihie  1  womierfiil  I  Aiid  you,  too,  who 
can  so  thorou^ily  see  tbrough  the  heart !  And  you,  who 
s»w  her  faults  with  the  eyes  of  hatred !  Oh,  unexampled 
hypocrisy !    This  Louisa,  father  1 

Prks.  Is  ivortliv  ic  lu'  mv  ilaiislilfr!  Her  virtues 
supply  tlie  H-ant  of  "ancestry,  Ikt  )"'aiity  the  wani  uf  for- 
tune. Aly  {inulential  maxima  yield  to  the  force  of  your 
atuichment.     Louisa  shall  be  yours  ! 

Feri>.  Naught  but  this  wanting!  Father,  farewell ! 
{Run/if s  out  of  the  apartment.) 

Prks.  (/oflofrinp  />im\  Stay,  mv  son,  stay !  Whither 
doyouffy? 

ScuxK  VI.  —  A  mof/nificeiit  S<iloon  in  Ladt  Milford's 
Hon  me. 

Eiiltr  Lady  Milfoed  and  Sophi.v. 

Lai>t  M.     You  have  seen  her  then  ?     Will  she  come? 

Sophta.  Yes,  in  a  moment!  She  was  in  ditftoAUie, 
and  only  reqnested  time  to  change  her  dress. 

L.»nY  M.  Sjieak  not  of  her.  Silence!  I  tremble  like 
a  criminal  at  llie  pro8i>ect  of  beholding  thai  fortonate 
woman  whose  heart  sympathizes  thus  cruelly  with  my 
own.     And  how  did  she  receive  my  invitation? 

SoPHi*.  She  seemed  surprised,  became  thoughful, 
li^ed  her  eves  on  me  ste.adfastly.  and  for  a  while  re- 
mained silent.  I  was  alre.ady  prepare^l  for  her  excuses, 
when  she  retonieil  me  this  answer  witJi  a  look  that  q*it« 
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astonished  me;  "Tell  your  mistress  tliat  she  conimandB 
what  I  myself  intended  to  request  to-morrow." 

Lady   M.    Leave    me,   Sophia !    Pity   me  1    I   must  * 
blush  if  she  is  but  an  ordinary  woman  — ■  despair  if  she  is 
more! 

SopmA.  But,  my  lady !  it  is  Dot  id  this  spirit  that  a 
rival  should  be  received!  Remember  who  yuu  are! 
Summon  to  your  Mi  your  birth,  your  rank,  your  power ! 
A  prouder  soul  should  heighten  the  gorgeous  splendor  of 
your  appearance. 

Lady  M.  (in  a  fit  of  absence).  What  is  the  simpleton 
babbling  about? 

Sophia  {maHcitnult/).  Or,  is  it,  perhaps,  by  chance 
that  to-day,  in  particular,  you  are  adonied  with  your 
moflt  costly  brilliants?  by  chance  that  you  are  to-day 
arrayed  in  your  most  sumptuous  robea  ?  that  your  ante- 
chamber is  crowded  with  guards  and  pages ;  and  that 
the  tradesman's  daughter  is  to  be  receiv^  in  the  most 
stately  apartment  of  the  palace? 

Lady  M.  {angry  and  nettled).  This  is  ontrageons !  In- 
supportable !  Uh  that  woman  should  have  such  ai^us- 
eyes  for  womaD's  weakness  !  How  low,  how  irretrievably 
low  must  I  have  fallen  when  such  a  creature  has  power 
to  fathom  me  I 

Lady  Milford,  Sophia,  a  Servant. 

SkRVant  (enterinf/),  Ma'mselle  Miller  wait«. 
Lady  M.  (to  Sophia).  Heuce  with  you !  Leave  the 
room  instantly !  {Imperiously,  as  the  latter  /leaitatet.) 
Must  I  repeat  my  orders  ?  (Sophia  retires  —  Lady 
Milford  taJces  a/eto  tum»  hastily.)  So;  'tis  well  that  1 
have  been  excited !  I  am  in  the  litter  mood  for  this 
meeting.     (  To  the  Servant.)     Let  her  approach. 

\_Exit  Servant.  Lady  Milford  throwt  herself 
upon  the  so/a,  and  assumes  a  lugliyent  Imt 
studied  attitude. 


I 
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Laot  Hit-roKo,  LotnsA. 


I 


LonsA  ettttrt  timidljf,  and  remairu  taitdmff  at  a  pnat 
tUttiiita  from  Lti>T  MiLroxu,  who  ftas  tttnied  A«r  back 
toteartU  Aer,  atvt  for  torn*  time  M^trAfg  hr  attentiftfy 
iit  lAe  oppo»it«  tootinff-ylagg.     Afttr  a  pmitf 

Ixinsji.     Noble  lady,  I  await  jour  cominuidft. 

Laiiv  3J.  (luminp  totrard*  Lovisa,  attii  making  a  xligfil 
and  diMuHt  tnolioM  mith  Atr  head.)    Oh !    Are  yon  U>«fv  ? 

I  |ire«aine  tl»e  vouag  lady  —  »  cerUiu .    Pray  what 

u  your  nan>e  ? 

Loi:i!tA  {somftehat  MnMtietfy).  Uy  father**  nauia  ia 
HiUer.  Your  ladyship  expressed  a  widi  to  see  liia 
dftuelitcr. 

Lam-  .M.  Tni.\  tnu-:  I  r.-m^ii.l.t-r.  The  j^oor  niiisi- 
cian's  daughter,  of  whom  we  were  speaking  the  utber 
day,  {Aside,  after  a  paugt.)  Verv  iiitereBting,  but  no 
beauty  !  (  To  1»i:isa.  )  Come  nearer,  my  child.  (Again 
aside')  Even  well  practised  in  weeping.  Oh  1  How 
I  love  those  ejes !  (Aloud.)  Nearer  —  come  nearer! 
Quite  close !  I  really  think,  my  good  child,  thai  you  are 
afraid  of  me! 

Lduisa  (withfiruinesa  and  dignity).  No,  my  lady  —  I 
defijiise  the  opinion  of  the  tnultitude  ! 

I.ADY  M.  {aaide).  Well,  to  be  sure!  She  haa  learnt 
this  boldness  from  him.  (  Tv  Loiisa.)  You  hare  been 
recommended  to  me,  miss!  I  am  told  that  you  have 
been  decently  educated,  and  nre  well  disposed.  I  can 
readily  believe  it;  besides,  I  would  not,  for  the  world, 
doubt  the  word  of  so  warm  an  advocate. 

Louisa.  And  yet  I  remember  no  one,  my  lady,  who 
would  be  at  the  trouble  to  seek  your  lndyshi)i^s  patronage 
for  me ! 

Lady  M.  {significantly).  Does  that  imply  my  unwor- 
thiness,  or  your  humility? 

LoLiSA.     Your  words  are  beyond  my  comprehension, 

Ladt  M.     More  cunning  than  I  should  have  cxpecte>1 


UiVE   AND   iNTitlOUfi.  77 

front  that  open  countenaoce.  (To  Louisa.)  Your  name 
is  Loaiaa,  I  believe  ?    May  I  iDquire  your  ^e  ? 

Louisa.     Sixteen,' just  turned.  . 

Ladt  M.  {starting  up).  Ua!  Thereitis!  Sixteen! 
The  first  pulsation  of  love!  The  first  sweet  vibration 
upon  the  yet  unsounded  harp !  Nothing  is  more  fascinat- 
ing. (7'oLouisA.)  Be  seated, lovely  girl — lamanxious 
about  you.  (To  herself.)  And  he,  too,  loves  for  the 
first  time  !  What  wonder,  If  the  ruddy  morning  beams 
should  meet  and  blend  ?  ( To  Louisa,  Ujkijig  her  hand 
affectionately.)  'Tis  settled  :  I  will  make  your  fortune. 
{To  herself.)  Oh  t  tliere  is  notliing  in  it:  nothing,  but 
the  sweet  tranaient  vision  of  youth !  {To  Tx)uisa,  patting 
her  on  the  cheek.)  My  Sophy  is  on  the  point  of  leaving 
me  to  be  married  :  you  shall  have  her  place.  But  just 
sixteen?     Oh!  it  can  never  last. 

LouiBA  {kisiing  her  liand  respectfully).  Receive  my 
thanks,  lady,  for  your  intended  favors,  and  believe  me 
not  the  less  grateful  though  I  may  decline  to  accept 
them. 

Lady  M.  {relapsing  into  disdain  and  anger).  Only 
hear  the  great  iady !  Girls  of  your  station  generally  think 
themselves  fortunate  to  obtain  such  promotion.  What  is 
your  dependence,  my  daintv  one?  Are  these  fingers  too 
delicate  for  work?  — or  is  it  your  pretty  baby-face  that 
makes  you  give  yourself  these  airs? 

Louisa.  My  face,  lady,  is  as  little  of  my  own  choice  as 
my  station  ! 

Ladv  M.  Perhaps  you  believe  that  your  beauty  will 
last  forever  ?  Poor  creature !  Whoever  put  that  into 
your  bead  —  be  he  who  he  may  —  has  deceived  both  you 
and  himself!  The  colors  of  those  cheeks  are  not  burnt  in 
with  fire:  what  your  mirror  passes  off  upon  you  as  solid 
and  enduring  is  but  a  slight  tinselling,  which,  sooner  or 
later,  will  nib  off  in  tlie  hands  of  the  purchaser.  Wliat 
then  will  you  do? 

Louisa.  Pity  the  purchaser,  lady,  who  bought  a 
diamond  because  it  appeared  to  be  set  in  gold. 

Lady  M.  (affecting  not  to  hearher).  A  damsel  of  your 
age  has  ever  two  mirrors,  the  real  one,  and  her  admirer. 
The  flattering  complaisance  of  the  latter  counterbalances 


'  rough  liunesty  of  the  former.  What  the  one  pro- 
|,  olattiiH  frightful  pock-marks,  the  nther  declares  to  be 
',  diinplei^  thut  wauUl  adorn  the  Graces.  The  eredulous 
maid  believHs  only  so  much  of  the  former  as  is  uuntiitned 
by  the  latter,  and  liiea  from  one  to  the  other  till  she  con- 
founds their  testimonies,  and  condiides  by  fancying  them 
to  be  both  of  one  opinion.  Why  do  you  stare  at  me 
ao? 

LoiriaA.  Pardon  me,  lady!  1  wiw  just  then  pitying 
those  gorgeous  sparkling  brilliants,  which  are  unconseious 
that  their  possessor  is  so  strenuous  a  foe  to  vanity. 

Lady  M.  (reddening).  No  evasion,  miss.  Were  it  not 
that  you  depend  upon  jiersonal  attractions,  wliat  in  the 
world  could  induce  yon  to  reject  a  situation,  the  only  one 
where  you  can  acquire  polish  of  manners  xnd  divest 
yournelf  of  your  plc!>eian  prejudices? 

Louisa.  And  with  them,  1  pn'smiic,  my  plebeian  iiini> 
cence! 

Ladv  M.  Preposterous  objection  !  The  most  dissolute 
libertine  dares  not  to  disrespect  our  sex,  unless  we  our- 
selves encourage  him  by  advances.  Prove  wh.it  you  are  ; 
make  manifest  your  virtue  and  honor,  and  I  will  guaran- 
tee your  innocence  from  danger. 

Louisa.  Ofthat,  lady,  permit  me  to  entertain  adonbt! 
The  palaces  of  ceilain  ladies  are  but  too  often  made  a 
theatre  for  the  most  unbridled  licentiousness.  Who  will 
believe  that  a  poor  musician's  daughter  could  have  the 
heroism  to  [ilunge  into  the  midst  of  contagion  and  yet 
preserve  hei-self  nntainteil?  Who  will  believe  that 
Lady  Milford  wonld  perpetually  hold  a  scorpion  to  her 
breast,  and  lavish  her  wealth  to  pnrch.ise  the  advantage 
of  every  moment  fcelinsi  her  cheeks  dyed  with  the  crimson 
blnsh  of  shame  ?  I  will  he  frank,  lady !  —  while  I  adorned 
you  for  some  assignation,  could  you  meet  my  eye  un- 
abashed ?  Could  you  endure  my  glance  when  yon  re- 
turned ?  Oh!  better,  far  bettpr,  would  it  be  that  oceans 
should  roll  between  ns  —  that  we  should  inhabit  different 
climes !  Beware,  my  lady!  —  hours  of  temperance,  mo- 
ments of  satiety  might  intrude ;  the  gnawing  worm  of  re- 
morse might  pfant  its  sting  in  your  bosom,  and  then  — 
what  a  torment  wonld  it  be  for  you  to  road  in  the  counte- 
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niuice  of  your  handmaid  that  calm  serenity  with  wliich 
virtue  ever  rewards  an  uncorrupted  heart!  {Retiring  a 
few  atepe.)  Once  more,  gracious  lady,  I  entreat  your 
pardon ! 

Ladt  M.  (esetremdy  agitated).  Insupportable,  that  she 
should  tell  me  this  !  Still  more  insuppoitable,  that  what 
she  tells  is  true!  {Turning  to  Louisa,  and  looking  at 
her  Headfattly.j  Girl !  girl !  this  artifite  does  not  blind 
nie.  Mere  opinions  do  not  speak  out  so  warmly.  Beneath 
tbe  cloak  of  these  sentiinents  Inrks  some  far  dearer 
interest.  'Tis  that  which  mnkes  my  service  particularly 
distasteful  —  which  gives  such  energy  to  your  language. 

i/n  a  threatening  voice.)    What  it  is  I  am  determined  to 
iscover. 

IjOuisa  {with  cairn  dignity).  And  what  if  you  do  dis- 
cover it  ?  Suppose  the  contemptuoitB  trampling  of  yonr 
foot  should  rouse  the  injured  worm,  which  its  Creator 
has  furnished  with  a  sting  to  protect  it  against  misusage. 
I  fear  not  your  vengeance,  lady  !  The  poor  criminal  ex- 
tended on  the  rack  can  look  unappalled  even  on  the  disso- 
lution of  the  world.  My  misery  is  so  exquisite  that  even 
sincerity  cannot  draw  down  upon  me  any  further  infliction ! 
{After  a  pause.)  You  say  that  you  would  raise  me  from 
the  obscurity  of  my  station.  I  will  not  examine  the 
motives  of  lliia  suspicious  favor.  I  will  only  ask,  what 
could  induce  you  to  think  me  so  foolish  as  to  blush  at  my 
station?  Wh.it  contd  induce  you  to  become  the  architect 
of  my  happiness,  befoie  you  knew  whether  I  was  willing 
to  receive  that  happiness  at  your  hands?  I  had  forever 
renounced  all  claims  upon  the  pleasures  of  the  world.  I 
had  forgiven  fortune  that  she  hat]  dealt  with  me  so  nig- 
gardly. Ah!  why  do  you  remind  me  of  all  this.  If  the 
Almighty  himself  hides  his  glory  from  the  eyes  of  his 
creatures,  lest  the  highest  Bera]ih  shonld  be  overwhelmed  by 
a  sense  of  his  own  insignificance,  whv  should  mortals  be  so 
cruelly  compassionate?  Lady,  lady!  why  is  your  vaunted 
happiness  so  anxious  to  excite  the  envy  and  wonder  of 
the  wretched  ?  Docs  your  bliss  stand  in  need  of  the  ex- 
hibition of  despair  for  ent«rtainment?  Oh !  rather  grant 
me  that  blindness  which  alone  can  reconcile  me  to  my 
barbaroas  lot !     The  insect  feels  itself  as  happy  in  a  drop 


of  wAter  as  though  that  drop  waa  a  paraiHae:  so  happy, 
aiiil  flo  couti>iit<-<l !  till  some  one  tells  it  uf  a  world  of 
water,  where  iiavieu  ride  and  whales  dis^iort  themselves! 
Bill  you  wish  to  make  me  happy,  say  you?  (JJtcr  a 
pause,  »^  adeances  towards  Lauv  Mti.FOEit,  aitdcuka  Aer 
guddenly.)  Are  you  happy,  lady?  (Ladv  Milfohu 
turns  from  fter  /laslUt/,  and  uverpoteenid.  Louisa  fallwea 
her,  arid Inyn  fufr  htiiul upon  her  boaoin.)  Does  this  heait 
wear  the  H mile  of  its  station  ?  C'ould  we  now  exchaiige 
breast  for  breast,  and  fate  foi-  fate  —  were  1,  in  childlike 
inaoueiice,  to  ask  you  on  your  couHi'itinue  —  were  I  to  ask 
you  as  a  mother  —  would  you  really  counst;]  me  to  make 
the  exchange? 

Laoy  M.  (ffreatli/  excited,  throwing  Aeraclf  on  theaqfa). 
Intolerable!  [uoompreliensible J  No,  Louisa,  no!  fliis 
greatness  of  thought  U  not  your  own,  and  your  oonoep- 
tiona  are  too  fiery,  too  full  of  youth,  to  he  inspired  by 
your  ffttli.'i-.  iV'ci'ive  iin'  ti'oI  !  I  deU-i'l  :ii)ot]iiT 
teacher 

Louisa  {loukiiiif  piercingly  at  her).  I  cannot  but  won- 
der, my  lady,  that  you  should  have  only  just  discovered 
that  other  teacher,  and  yet  have  previously  shown  so 
much  anxiety  to  patronize  uie  ! 

Lady  M.  (sfarlingr  up).  'Tis  not  to  be  borne!  Well, 
then,  since  1  cannot  escape  you,  I  know  him  —  know 
everything  —  know  more  tlian  I  wish  to  know!  {Sud- 
de/dy  reatraining  herae/f,  then  continuing  iiyith  a  violence 
which  by  degrees  increaaea  to  frenzy.)  But  dare,  un- 
happy one !  —  dare  but  still  to  love,  or  be  beloved  by 
him  I  What  did  I  say  ?  Dare  but  to  think  of  him,  or 
to  be  one  of  his  thoughts!  I  am  powerful,  unhappy 
one!  —  dreadful  in  my  vengeance!  Assure  as  there  is 
a  God  in  heaven  thou  art  lost  forever ! 

Louisa  (uiulannte<l).  Past  all  redemption,  my  lady, 
the   moment   you    succeed    in    compelling  him    to    love 

you! 

Lady  M,  I  understand  you  —  but  I  care  not  for  hia 
love!  I  will  con(jucr  this  disgraceful  passion.  I  will 
torture  my  own  heart;  hut  thine  will  I  crush  to  atoms  1 
Rocks  and  chasms  will  I  hurl  between  you.  I  will  rush, 
like  a  fury,  into  the  heaven  of  your  joys.     My  name  shall 
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a£fright  your  luves  as  »  spectre  scares  an  assassin.  That 
yonng  and  blooming  form  in  his  embrace  shall  wither  to 
B  skeleton.  I  cannot  be  blest  with  him  —  neither  shalt 
thou.  Know,  wretched  girl,  thai  to  blast  the  happiness 
of  others  is  in  itself  a  happiness  ! 

Louisa.  A  happiness,  my  ia<ly,  which  is  already  beyond 
your  reach !  Seek  not  to  deceive  your  own  heart !  You 
are  incapable  of  executing  what  you  threaten  !  You  are 
incapable  of  torturing  a  being  who  has  done  you  no 
wrong — but  whose  misfortune  it  is  that  her  feelings  have 
been  sensible  to  impressions  like  your  own.  But  I  love 
you  for  these  transports,  niy  lady  ! 

Lady  M,  (xecooering  herself).  Where  am  I?  What 
have!  done?  What  sentiments  have  I  betrayed?  To 
whom  have  I  betrayed  them  ?  Oh,  Louisa,  noble,  great, 
divine  soul,  forgive  the  ravings  of  a  maniac  !  Fear  not, 
my  child  !  I  will  not  injure  a  hair  of  thy  head  !  Name 
thy  wishes  1  Ask  what  thou  wilt!  I  will  serve  thee 
with  all  my  power;  I  will  be  thy  friend — thy  sister! 
Thou  art  poor;  look  (takiny  off  her  brilliants),  I  will 
sell  these  jewels  —  sell  my  wardrobe  —  my  carnages  and 
horses  —  all  shall  be  thine  —  grant  me  but  Ferdinand  ! 

Louisa  (draws  back  iudignanlly).  Does  she  mock  my 
despair?  —  or  is  she  really  innocent  of  participation  in 
that  cruel  deed ?  Ha!  then  I  may  yet  assume  the  hero- 
ine, and  make  my  surrender  of  hnu  pass  for  a  sacrifice ! '' 
(  Remains  for  a  while  absorbed  i/t  thought,  then  approaches 
Lady  Milforo,  seizes  her  fiund,  and  gozes  on  her  toil/i  a 
fixed  and  aigitificant  look.)  Take  him,  lady !  I  here 
voluntarily  resign  the  man  whom  hellish  arts  have  torn 
from  my  bleediiig  bosom!  Perchance  you  know  it  not, 
my  lady!  but  you  have  destroyed  the  paradise  of  two 
lovers  ;  you  have  torn  asunder  two  hearts  which  God  had 
linked  together;  you  have  crushed  a  creature  not  less 
dear  to  him  than  yourself,  and  no  less  created  for  happi- 
ness ;  one  by  whom  he  was  worshipped  as  sincerely  as 
by  you ;  but  who,  henceforth,  will  worship  him  no  more. 
But  the  Almighty  is  ever  open  to  receive  the  last  groan 
of  the  trampled  worm.  He  will  not  look  on  with  in- 
difference when  creatures  in  his  kerping  are  murdered. 
Now  Ferdinand  is  yours.    Take  hijn,  Vady,  take  him] 


Rush  into  his  anne '.  Drag  liim  with  you  to  the  altar  1 
But  forget  not  that  the  spectre  of  a  suicide  will  ruoh 
between  you  and  the  bridal  kias.  God  be  inerdfiil !  Ho 
choice  is  Itft  me!     illushcii  <mt  oj'c/ie  cftianber.) 

SCE>K   VIII. 

Laky  Milfoup  alotte,  in  extreme  affitation,  'lonng  on  thr 
done   by  irkich  IjOUISA  l^.      At  Unyth  tKe  fvcovtr* 
I      from  her  titupor. 

Lahy  M.  What  was  that?  What  preys  so  on  my 
lieart?  What  aaid  the  unhappy  oiieP  Still,  O  heAv<.-ti, 
the  dreadful,  damning  words  ring  in  my  ears!  "Take 
kitn  !  Take  him !  "  What  should  I  take,  unfortunate  'i 
the  benuest  of  your  dying  groan  —  lh$  fearful  Wacy  of 

Jrour  despair?  Gracious  heaven!  am  I  then  fuJen  bd 
ow  ?  Am  I  ao  suddenly  hurled  from  tlie  towenng  throne 
of  iiiv  [iriile  tliiit  I  grt-cdily  awiiit  what  n  bcggiu"fi 
geiiorosily  niiiy  llirow  iiii^  in  the  irtst  slrutigje  of  dtalli  V 
"Take  liitn  !  Take  liiiii!"  And  with  what  a  tone  was 
it  uttered! — with  what  a  look!  What!  Amelia!  is  it 
for  this  thou  hast  overleaped  the  bounds  of  thy  sex  F 
For  this  didst  tliou  vaunt  the  glorious  title  of  a  free-bom 
Briton,  that  thy  boasted  edifice  of  honor  might  sink  before 
the  nobler  soul  of  a  despised  and  lowly  maiden?  No, 
proud  unfortunate !  No !  Amelia  Mitiord  may  blush 
for  shame,  —  but  shall  never  be  despised.  I,  too,  have 
courage  to  resign.  {She  tcalks  a  few  paces  with  a  majes- 
tic gait.)  Hide  thyself,  weak,  suffering  woman  !  Hence, 
ye  sweet  and  golden  dreams  of  love!  Magnanimity 
alone  be  now  my  guide.  These  lovers  are  lost,  or  Amelia 
must  withdraw  lier  claim,  and  renounce  the  prince's 
heart,  {.\fter  a  jiaii/ie,  tcilA  ainviatiou.)  It  is  deter- 
mined! The  dreadful  obstactie  is  removed  — broken  are 
the  bonds  which  bound  me  to  the  duke  —  torn  from  my 
bosom  this  raging  passion.  Virtue,  into  thy  arms  I  throw 
myself.  Receive  thy  repentant  daughter.  Ha!  how 
happy  do  I  feel !  How  suddenly  relieved  my  heart,  and 
how  exalted  !  Glorious  as  the  sotting  sun,  will  I  this  day 
deseend  from  the  pinnacle  of  my  grealness ;  my  grandeur 
shall  expire  with  my  love,  and  my  own  heart  be  the  onl^ 
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sharer  of  my  proud  exile !  ( Ooing  to  her  writing4abk 
with  a  determined  air.)  It  must  be  done  at  once  —  now, 
on  the  spot -^before  the  recollection  of  Ferdinand 
renews  the  cruel  conflict  in  my  bosom!  {She  seats  her^ 
self^  afid  beghis  to  terite). 

Scene   IX. 

Ladt  Milford,  an  Attendant,  Sophia,  a/terwards  the 

Marshal,  and  then  Servants. 

Servant.  Marshal  Von  Kalb  is  in  the  ante-chamber, 
and  brings  a  message  from  his  highness. 

Lady  M.  (7iot  hearing  him  in  the  eagerness  of  writingy 
How  the  illustrious  puppet  will  stare !  The  idea  is 
singular  enough,  I  own,  the  presuming  to  astonish  his 
serene  numskull.  In  what  confusion  will  his  court  be 
thrown  !     The  whole  country  will  be  in  a  ferment. 

Servant  and  Sophia.     Marshal  Von  Kalb,  my  lady! 
Lady  M.  {turning  round).     Who?  the  marshal?     So 
much   the  better !      Such   creatures  were   designed   by 
nature  to  carry  the  ass'  panniers.  [^JExit  Servant. 

Sophia  {approaching  anxiously).    If  I  were  not  fearful, 
my  lady,  that  you  would  think   it  presumption.     (Lady 
Milford  continuing   to  write  eagerly,)     Louisa  Miller 
rushed  madly  to  the  hall  —  you  are  agitated  —  you  speak 
to  youraelf.     (Lady  Milford  continues  writing.)     I  am 
quite  alarmed.     What  can  have  happened  ? 
(  The  Marshal  etUers,  making  repeated  botus  at  Lady  Mil- 
ford's  back  ;  as  she  takes  no  notice  of  him,,  Ite  comes 
nearer^  stands  behind  fver  chair^  touches  the  hetn  qf  her 
dress  J  and  imprints  a  kiss  o?i  it,  saying  in  a  tretnu- 
lous  voice.) 

His  serene  highness 

Lady  M.  {while  she  peruses  hastily  what  she  has  written). 
He  will  tax  me  with  black  ingratitude !  ^^  I  was  poor 
and  forsaken  !  He  raised  me  from  misery  !  From  mis- 
ery." Detestable  exchange  !  Annul  my  bond,  seducer ! 
The  blush  of  my  eternal  shame  repays  my  debt  with 
interest. 

Marshal  (af^  endeavoring  in  vain  to  catch  her  eye). 
Your  ladyship  seems  somewhat  absent.   I  take  the  liberty 
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of  pennittiDg  myself  the  boldncee  (itery  loud)  — 
aerone  highness,  my  lady,  has  sent  me  to  inquire  whether 
you  mean  lo  honor  lliia  evening's  gala  with  your  pr«B- 
ence,  or  the  theatre? 

Lady  M,  {rising,  with  a  luugh).  One  or  llie  other, 
Bwcet  sir.  In  the  meantime  take  this  paper  to  your  duke 
for  his  dessert.  {To  Sophia.)  Do  you,  Sophia,  give 
dii-ections  to  have  my  carriage  brought  tu  the  door  with- 
out delay,  and  call  my  whole  household  together  in  this 
saloon. 

Sophia  {tfoes  out  in  great  astonin/anent).  Heavens ! 
What  do  I  forebode  ?     What  will  this  end  in  ? 

MARsnAL.     You  seem  exoited,  my  lady  I 

Ladv  M.  The  greater  the  chance  of  ray  letting  you 
into  a  little  truth.  Rejoice,  my  Lord  Marshal !  There 
is  a  place  vacant  at  ouurt.  A  fine  time  for  panders.  {At 
the  MARRtiAi.  thfovsa  a  look  of  mspidon  vpon  thept^Mf.) 
Read  it,  rt'.id  it!  'Tis  mydtsive  tliat  the  wrileiitH  should 
be  made  public.  (  While  he  retids  it,  the  domestics  enter, 
and  ratii/e  thetnteloen  in  the  backt/roinut.) 

Marshal  {reading).  "Your  highness  —  an  engage- 
ment, broken  by  you  so  lightly,  can  no  longer  be  binding 
on  me.  The  happiness  of  your  subjects  was  the  condition 
of  my  love.  For  three  years  the  deception  has  lasted. 
The  veil  at  leu^th  falls  from  my  eyes !  I  look  with  disgust 
on  favors  which  are  st-iined  with  the  tcai-s  of  your  sub 
jects.  Bestow  the  love  which  I  cm  no  longer  accept 
upon  your  weeping  country,  and  learn  from  a  British 
princess  compassion  to  your  Gennan  people.  Within  an 
hour  I  shall  have  quitted  your  dominions. 

"Joanna  Norfolk." 

Servants  {exelitiming  to  each  other  in  aetonishtnent). 
Quitted  the  dominions ! 

Marshal  (replaces  the  letter  upon  the  table  iv  terror). 
God  forbid,  my  dear  and  most  excellent  lady !  The 
bearer  of  such  a  letter  would  be  as  mad  as  the  writer ! 

Lady  M.  That  is  your  concern,  you  pink  of  a  cour- 
tier! Alas!  lam  sorry  to  know  that  you,  and  such  as 
you,  would  choke  even  in  the  utterance  of  what  others 
dare  to  do.    Jly  advice  is  that  you  bake  the  letter  in  9 
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venison  pasty,  bo  that  his  most  serene  highness  may  find 
it  on  his  plate ! 

Mabshai,.  God  preserve  me !  What  presumption ! 
Ponder  well,  I  entreat  you.  Kefleot  on  the  disgrace 
which  you  will  bring  down  upon  yuurself,  my  lady  1 

Lady  M.  {tuminff  to  the  aatetnbied  doniestict,  atid  ad- 
dmtinff  them  in  t/ie  deepest  emotion).  You  seem  amazed, 
good  people ;  and  aiiziously  awaiting  the  solution  of  this 
riddle?  Draw  nearer,  my  friend  a  !  You  have  served 
me  truly  and  affectionately ;  have  looked  into  my  eyes 
rather  than  my  purse.  My  pleasure  was  your  study,  my 
approbation  your  pride !  Woe  is  me,  that  the  remem- 
brance of  yonr  fidelity  must  be  the  record  of  my  un- 
worthineMl  Unhappy  fate,  that  the  darkest  season  of  my 
life  should  have  beeu  the  brightest  of  yours  I  (Ser  eyes 
auffuted  with  tears.)  We  must  part,  my  children.  Lady 
Milford  has  ceased  to  exist,  and  Joanna  of  Norfolk  is  too 
poor  to  repay  your  love.  What  little  wealth  I  have  my 
treasurer  will  share  among  you.  This  palace  belongs  to 
the  duke.  The  poorest  of  you  will  quit  it  far  richer  than 
his  mistress!  farewell,  my  children!  {She erttnds  her 
hand,  which  they  all  in  Itirti  ides,  with  marks  of  sorrow 
and  affection.)  I  understand  you,  my  good  people  I 
Farewell !  forever  farewell !  (Strvggling  with  herfeelinys.) 
I  hear  the  carriage  at  the  door.  (M«  tears  herself  av.ay, 
and  is  hurryinff  out  when  the  Marshal  arrests  her  pro- 
gress.)   How,  now?    Pitiful  creature,  art  thou  still  there? 

Marshal  {leho  all  this  while  has  been  gazing  in  vacatU 
astonishment  at  the  letter).  And  must  I  be  the  person  to 
put  this  letter  into  the  most  august  hands  of  his  most 
serene  hij^hness? 

Lady  M.  Pitiful  creature,  even  thou !  Thou  must 
deliver  into  his  most  august  hands,  and  convey  to  his 
most  august  ears,  that,  as  I  cannot  go  barefoot  to  Ixtretto, 
I  will  support  myself  by  the  tabor  of  my  bands,  that  I 
may  be  purified  from  the  disgrace  of  having  conde- 
scended to  rule  him.  (She  hurries  off — the  rest  silently 
disperse.) 
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ACT    V. 

ScENB  I. —  TwHiijht;  a  room  in  Miller's  house. 

LouiaA  »ila  aUent  and  moUoniees  in  a  dark  eonuir  of  (Atf 
room,  her  ItMil  raditwtg  t^xyit  her  hand.  AfUr  a  long 
pause,  MiLLKB  mterg  mth  a  lantern,  t/te  light  of  teMr/i 
he  casti  aitxiowilij  rmiwit/t^  chatnh«r,ipilhout  ohecrviriff 
Louisa,  he  then  puts  Ma  Ant  on  (/«!  btble,  and  nets  doitn 
the  lantern. 

Louts  A,  Millbb. 

Mill.  SIio  U  not  liere  eitlipr.  No,  she  is  not  here  I  1 
have  wandered  tlirongli  every  street ;  I  have  soaght  faor 
with  every  au(|iia)iitaiice  ;  1  Hjivb  intjiiircd  at  every  Jour! 
No  one  has  soon  my  oliild  1  ( .4  tiie/nx  o/some  mtwtenU.) 
Patience,  poor  uahappy  father  I  Patience  till  moruing; 
then  perhaps  the  oorpse  of  your  only  one  may  ooine  float- 
ing to  slioro.  Oil,  God  in  hviviTi!  What  tboiiLrli  my 
heart  has  hun<r  too  idolatrously  u|>on  this  daughter,  yet 
surely  the  pnnishmenl  is  severe  I  Heavenly  Father! 
Surely  it  is  severe!  I  will  not  murmur,  Heavenly 
Father;  but  the  puninhinent  is  indeed  severe!  (Throtos 
himself  sorroinf'^y  into  a  chair.) 

Louisa  {leithout  utoni'if/  from  her  sea().  Tliou  dost 
well,  wretched  old  man !     Jjearii  betimes  to  lose. 

Mux.  («Utrt»  ap  eagerly).  Ah  !  art  thou  there,  my 
ohilti  ?  Art  thou  there  ?  But  wherefore  thus  alone,  and 
without  a  light? 

Louisa.  Vet  am  I  not  alone.  When  all  things  around 
me  are  dark  and  gloomy  then  have  I  the  companionship 
which  most  I  love. 

Mill.  God  defend  thee,  my  child  !  The  worm  of  con- 
science alone  wakes  and  watches  with  the  owl;  none  shun 
the  light  but  criminals  and  evil  spirits. 

Louisa.  And  eternity,  father,  which  s|)eaks  to  the  soul 
in  solitude! 

Mux.     Iiouisa,  my  child  !     What  words  are  these? 

Louisa  (rtV.«,  anrJ  comes  fonpar/l).  I  have  fought  a 
hard  fight  —  vou  know  it,  father!  hut  God  gave  nic  the 
strength!  'I'he  fight  ir  overt  Father,  our  sex  is  called 
timid  and  weak ;  believe  it  no  more  !     We  tremble  at  a 
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qrider,  bat  the  black  monster,  oorrnption,  we  hag  to  oar 
arms  in  sport !  This  for  your  edification,  father.  Your 
Louisa  is  merry. 

Mill.  I  h»i  rather  you  wept.  It  would  please  me 
better. 

Louisa.  How  I  will  outwit  him,  father!  Howl  shall 
chest  the  tyrant !  Love  is  more  crafty  than  malice,  and 
bolder — he  knew  not  that,  the  man  of  the  unlucky  start 
Oh  1  they  are  cunning  so  long  as  thuy  have  but  to  do  with 
the  head  ;  but  when  tliey  liave  to  grapple  with  the  heart 
the  villains  are  at  fault.  He  thought  to  seal  his  treachery 
with  an  oath !  Oatlis,  father,  may  bind  the  Irving,  but 
death  dissolves  even  the  iron  bonds  of  the  sacrament  I 
Ferdinand  will  learn  to  know  his  Louisa.  Father,  will 
TOn  deliver  this  letter  for  met  Will  you  do  me  the 
kindness? 

Mill.    To  whom,  my  child  ? 

Ix)iitBA.  Strange  question!  Infinitude  and  my  heart 
together  had  not  space  enough  for  a  single  thought  but  of 
him.     To  whom  else  should  I  write? 

Mill,  {anxiously).  Hear  me,  Loaisa !  I  must  read 
this  letter ! 

Louisa.  As  you  please,  father  !  but  yon  will  not  under- 
stand it.  The  characters  lie  there  like  inanimate  corpses, 
and  live  but  for  the  eyu  of  love. 

Mill  (reading).  "  You  are  betrayed,  Ferdinand  !  An 
unparalleled  piece  of  villany  has  dissolved  the  union  of 
our  hearts;  but  a  dreadful  vow  binds  my  tongue,  and 
your  father  has  spies  stationed  upon  every  side.  But,  if 
thou  hast  courage,  my  beloved,  I  know  a  place  where 
oaths  no  longer  bind,  and  where  spies  cannot  enter," 
(Miller  stopxahort,  andgazes  upon  /ler  tleafffastli/.) 

Louisa.  Why  that  earnest  look,  father  ?  Read  what 
follows. 

Mill.  "But  thou  must  be  fearless  enough  to  wander 
through  a  gloomy  path  with  no  other  guides  than  God 
and  thy  Louisa,  Thou  must  have  no  companion  but 
love ;  leave  behind  all  thy  hopes,  all  thy  tumultuous 
wishes —  thou  wilt  need  nothing  on  this  journey  but  thy 
heart.  I>arest  thou  come ;  then  set  out  as  the  bell  tolls 
twelve  from  the  Carmelite   Tower.     Dost  thou  feu-; 
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then  erase  from  the  vocabulnry  of  thy  §ex'fi  virtues  tJbe 
word  courage,  for  a  maiden  will  havo  put  ttieo  to  sLame.^' 
(Mii.i.KK  la>/»  doton  t/ie  letter  and  Jim  hie  eye-n  viion  the 
ground  in  de^  itorroK.  At  leii'/t/t  lie  turna  to  IjOUIha, 
ami n'li/S,  in  a  loto,  broken  voi<x)  DuughUr,  whoio  ia  Uiat 
place? 

Louisa.  Don't  you  know  it,  father?  Do  you  ntaJly 
nut  know  it  ?  'I'ia  straiigu !  1  have  doBcribed  it  uiiiiii«- 
takably  !     Ferdinand  will  not  fail  to  tiiid  it. 

Mill.    Pray  speak  jjlainer! 

Louisa.  I  can  think  of  no  pleasing  name  for  it  jusl 
now!     You  must  not  lie  alarmed,  father,  if  the  namij 

I  give  it  haa  a  terrible  sound.    That  place, Oh  !  why 

has  no  lover  invented  a  naine  for  it  [  He  would  have 
ghosen  the  softest,  the  sweetest  —  that  plaoe,  my  dear 
(stfaer — but  you  must  not  interrupt  me — that  place  is — 
the  grave ! 

Mill,  (stiiggerbuj  to  <'  «''-'il).     Oli,  (.ioil ! 

Louisa  {/taetetn  to  Mm,  atul  ntqipoTts  him).  Nay, 
father,  be  not  alarmed !  These  are  but  terrors  which 
hover  round  an  empty  word  !  Take  away  the  name  and 
the  grave  will  seem  to  be  a  bridal-bed  ovur  which  Aurora 
^reads  her  golden  canopy  and  spring  strews  hei'  faii'est 
flowers.  None  but  a  groaning  sinner  pictures  death  as  a 
skeleton  ;  to  others  he  is  a  gentle,  siiubng  boy,  blooming 
as  the  god  of  love,  but  not  so  false  — a.  silent,  niiniBterint; 
spirit  who  guides  the  exhausted  pilgrhn  through  the  desert 
of  eternity,  unlocks  for  him  the  fairy  palace  of  everlasting 
joy,  invites  him  in  with  friendly  smiles,  and  vanishes  for- 
ever! 

Mill.  What  mcauest  thou,  my  child?  Surely,  thou 
wilt  not  lay  guilty-  hands  on  thine  own  life? 

I^uisA.  Speak  not  thus,  father !  To  quit  a  commu- 
nity from  which  I  am  already  rejected,  lo  fly  voloiitaril^ 
to  a  place  from  which  I  cannot  much  longer  be  absent,  is 
that  a  sin  ? 

Mill.  Suicide  is  the  most  horrible  of  sins,  my  child. 
Tis  the  only  one  that  can  never  lie  repented,  since  death 
arrives  at  the  moment  the  crime  is  committed. 

Louisa  {atandx  motioi>le»»  tcitfi  horror).  That  is  dread- 
ful 1    But  my  death  will  uot  be  so  sudden,  father.    I  will 
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Spring  into  the  river,  and  while  the  waters  are  closing 
over  me,  cry  to  the  Almighty  for  mercy  and  forgive- 
ness I 

Mill.  That  is  to  say,  you  will  repent  the  theft  as 
soon  as  the  treasure  is  secure  !  Daughter  \  Daughter ! 
beware  how  you  mock  your  God  when  you  most  need  his 
help!  Oh!  you  have  gone  far,  far  astray!  You  have 
forgotten  the  worship  of  your  Creator,  and  he  has  with- 
drawn his  jirotecting  hand  from  you  ! 

Louisa.     Is  it,  then,  a  crime  to  love,  father  ? 

Mill.  So  long  as  thou  lovest  God  thou  wilt  never  love 
man  to  idolatry.  Thou  hast  bowed  me  down  low,  my 
only  one !  low !  very  low  !  perhaps  to  the  grave !  Yet 
will  I  not  increase  the  sadness  of  thy  heart.  Daughter ! 
I  gave  vent  to  my  feelings  as  I  entered.  I  thought  my- 
self alone  !  Thou  hast  overheard  me  !  and  why  should  I 
longer  conceal  the  trutli.  Thou  wert  my  ido^!  Hear 
me,  Louisa,  if  there  is  yet  room  in  tliy  heart  for  a  father's 
feelings.  Thou  wert  my  all !  Of  tliine  own  thou  hast 
iiotliing  more  to  lose,  but  I  have  my  all  at  stake!  My 
life  depends  on  thee !  My  hairs  are  turning  gray,  Louisa ; 
they  show  that  the  time  is  drawing  nigh  with  me  when 
fathers  look  for  a  return  of  the  capital  invested  in  the 
hearts  of  their  children.  Wilt  thou  defraud  me  of  this, 
Louisa?  Wilt  thou  away  and  bear  with  thee  all  the 
wealth  of  thy  father  ? 

Louisa  {kissing  his  hand  in  the  ileqyest  emotion).  No, 
father,  no!  I  go  from  this  world  deeply  in  your  debt, 
and  will  repay  you  with  usury  in  the  world  to  come. 

Mill.  Beware,  my  child,  lest  thy  reckoning  should  be 
false !  (i^ery  earnestly  and  solemtdy).  Art  thou  certain 
that  we  shall  meet  in  that  world  to  come?  Lo !  how 
the  color  fades  from  thy  cheek !  My  child  must  feel  that 
I  can  scarcely  overtake  her  in  that  other  world  if  she 
hurries  there  before  me.  (Louisa  throws  herself  shud- 
deHng  into  his  arms^  he  clasjw  her  tearmly  to  his  bosoni^ 
and  conti?iu€s  in  a  tone  of  feroeni  ac^uration,)  Oh  I 
Louisa !  Louisa !  Fallen,  perhaps  already  lost,  daughter ! 
Treasure  in  thy  heart  the  solemn  counsels  of  a  father ! 
I  cannot  eternally  watch  over  thee !  I  may  snatch  the 
dagger  from  thy  hands;  but  thou  canst  let  out  life  with 
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a  bodkin.  I  mny  remove  poison  from  thy  reach;  buL 
,  tliou  caiiBt  strangle  thyself  with  a  necklHcc.  Louisa  1 
Louisa!  I  can  only  warn  thee.  Wilt  thou  rush  boldly 
forward  till  the  perfidious  phAnlom  which  lured  tLee  on 
vanisheM  at  the  awful  brink  of  eternity?  Wilt  thou  dare 
approach  the  throse  of  the  Omniscient  with  the  lie  on 
thy  lipsV  "At  thy  call  am  I  here,  (Jrealor!"  while  thy 
gnilty  eyes  are  in  scaruh  only  of  Iheii-  mortal  idol !  And 
when  tboii  shall  see  this  peritihable  god  of  thine  own 
creation,  a  worm  like  thee,  writhing  at  the  Almighty's 
feet;  when  thou  shalt  hear  him  in  the  awful  moment 
give  the  lie  to  thy  guilty  daring,  and  blast  thy  dduaive 
hopes  of  eternul  mei-cy,  which  the  wretch  imploreN  in  vain 
for  himself;  what  then  I  ^Lottderand  tnore /trvehllyy, 
What,  then,  nnhappy  one?  {He  clatpt  ker  utiU  eloter  ta 
Ail  boiom,  and  gaeea  ttpon  her  witA  wild  awl  piercing 
looks;  then  Biiddenhf  ^fineii'/w/en  himself.)  I  can  do  no 
more!  {Rahing  hli\-hjlil  h'.w'.l  U.>r'm/^'h-,i>-en.)  Immor- 
tal Judge,  I  can  do  no  more  to  save  this  soul  from  ruin! 
Louisii,  do  what  thou  wilt.  Offer  up  a  sacrifice  at  the 
altar  of  this  idolized  youth  that  shall  make  thy  evil  genius 
howl  for  transport  and  thy  good  angels  forsake  tbee  in 
dea])air.  Go  on !  Heap  sin  uiion  sin,  —  add  to  them 
this,  the  last,  the  heaviest,  —  and,  if  the  scale  be  still  too 
light  throw  in  my  curse  to  cuin]>lete  the  measure.  Here 
is  a.  knife  ;  |>ierce  thy  own  lieait,  ami  {Keeping  alond  and 
Tunhiiig  atfriti/),  and  with  it,  thy  father's  ! 

LoutSA  {/<Jloieinff  and  detaining  him).  Stay!  stay  1 
Oh!  father,  father!  —  to  think  that  affection  should 
wound  more  cruelly  than  a  tyrant's  rage!  Wlial  shall  I? 
—  I  cannot !  —  what  must  I  do  ? 

Mii,i,.  If  thy  lover's  kisses  burn  hotter  than  thy 
father's  tcai-s then  die! 

LoiiisA  (after  a  violent  internal  slruffi/le,  Jittnlff'). 
Father!  Here  is  my  hand!  I  will — God  !  G(mI  !  what  am 
I  doing  !  What  would  I  ?  —  father,  I  swear.  Woe  is  me  ! 
Criminal  that  I  am  where'er  I  turn!  Father,  be  it  so! 
Ferdinand.  God,  look  down  upon  the  act!  Thus  I  de- 
stroy the  last  memorial  of  him,     {  Tearing  the  letter.) 

Mir.L.  {throrcing  himself  in  ecstasy  upon  her  neck). 
There  spoke  my  daughter!     Look  up,  my  child  !    Thou 
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but  lost  a  lover,  bnt  tbon  hast  made  a  father  bappy. 
(Rn&racing  her,  and  alteritaUly  laughing  and  crying.) 
My  child  I  my  child !  I  was  not  worthy  to  live  bo  blest  a 
moment  I  God  knows  how  I,  poor  miserable  sinner,  be- 
came possessed  of  such  an  angel !  My  Louisal  My  para- 
dise 1  Oh!  I  know  but  little  of  love;  but  that  to  rend 
its  bonds  mnst  be  a  bitter  grief  I  can  well  believe  I 

Louisa.  But  let  iis  hasten  from  this  place,  my  father  I 
Let  tiB  fly  from  the  city,  where  my  companions  sct^  at 
me,  nnd  my  good  name  is  lost  forever —  let  us  away,  far 
away,  from  a  spot  wliere  every  objeet  tells  of  my  ruined 
liappiness, —  let  us  fly  if  it  be  possible  ! 

Mill.  Whither  thou  wilt,  my  daughter!  The  bread 
of  the  Lord  grows  everywhere,  and  He  will  grant  ears  to 
listen  to  my  music.  Yes  !  we  will  fly  and  leave  all  behind. 
I  will  set  the  story  of  your  sorrows  to  the  lute,  and  sing 
of  the  daughter  wlio  rent  her  own  heart  to  preserve  her 
father's.  We  will  beg  with  the  ballad  from  door  to  door, 
and  sweet  will  be  the  alms  bestowed  by  the  hand  of 
weeping  sympathy ! 

Scene  IL 

The  former  ;  Feedinanb. 

Louisa  (wAo  perceives  him  first,  throws  herteff  shrieking 
into  Miller's  arms),  tiod  !  There  he  is !  I  am 
lust  ! 

Mill.     Who?     Wliere? 

Louisa  (points,  with  averted  face,  to  t/ie  Uajob,  atid 

Cues  closer  to  her  father).     'I'is  he  I  'Tis  he!  himself  ! 
k  round,  father,  look  round!  —  he  comes  to  murder 

Mill,  (perceives  him  and  starts  back).  How,  baron  ? 
You  here  'i 

Ferd.  (ajiproaches  slowly,  stands  opposite  to  Louisa, 
and  fixes  a  stern  and  piercing  look  upon  her.  After  a 
pause,  he  says),  Stricken  conscience,  I  thank  thee !  Thy 
confession  is  dreadful,  but  swift  and  true,  and  sparea  me 
the  torment  of  an  explanation  !     Good  evening,  Miller ! 

Mill.  For  God's  sake !  baron,  what  seek  you  ?  What 
brings  you  hither?     What  means  this  surprise? 
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Fkbd.  I  knew  a  lime  when  llie  day  wm  divided  into 
seconds,  when  eagerness  for  my  presence  Lung  upon  the 
weights  of  the  tardy  clock,  and  when  every  pulse-lhrob 
WHS  counted  until  the  moment  of  my  coming.  How  is  it 
that  r  now  surprise? 

MiM..  Oh,  leave  us,  leave  ns,  baron !  If  but  one 
spark  of  humanity  still  lingei'  in  your  hosoni ;  —  if  you 
Mek  not  utterly  to  destroy  her  whom  you  profcsE  to  love, 
fly  from  this  house,  stay  not  one  inontent  longer.  Tho 
blessing  of  God  deserted  ua  when  your  foot  tir»t  crossed 
its  threshold.  You  have  brought  misery  under  a  roof 
where  »I1  hefure  was  joy  and  happiness.  Are  you  not 
yet  content  'i  I>o  you  seek  to  deepen  the  wound  which 
your  fatal  passion  has  planted  in  the  heart  of  iny  only 
Child? 

Pbro.  Stmn«  fiithcr,  I  have  oome  to  bring  joyful 
tidings  to  voiir  dHUi^hter. 

Mill,  l-'erchance  fresh  hopes,  to  add  to  her  despair. 
Away,  away,  thou  messenger  of  ill !  Thy  looks  belie  thy 
words. 

Fbko.  At  lent-tli  tlic  goal  of  my  hopes  appears  in 
view!  Lady  Mijford,  the  most  fearful  ohstaiile  to  our 
love,  has  this  moment  tied  the  land.  My  father  sanctions 
my  choice.  Fate  grows  weary  of  persecuting  us,  and 
our  propitious  stars  now  blajie  in  the  ascendant  —  lam 
come  to  fulfil  my  plighted  troth,  and  to  lea^l  my  bride  to 
the  altar. 

Mill.  Dost  thon  hear  him,  my  child  ?  Post  thou 
hear  him  mock  at  thy  cheated  liojws  ?  Oh,  truly,  haron  ! 
It  is  80  worthy  of  the  deceiver  to  make  a  jest  of  his  own 
crimel 

Fkro.  You  think  I  am  jestint;?  By  my  honor  I  am 
not!  Mv  iirotf-tlat.ions  are  as  true  as  Die  love  of  my 
I,ollis:^  and  I  will  kec]>  lh<>m  as  Nucred  as  she  has  kept 
her  oaths.  Nothing  to  mo  is  more  sacred,  ("an  you 
still  doubt?  Still  no  joyful  blush  upon  the  cheek  of  my 
fair  bride?  'Tis  strange!  Falsehood  must  needs  be  here 
the  current  coin,  since  truth  finds  so  little  credit.  You 
mistrust  my  words,  it  seems  ?  Then  read  this  written 
testimony,  {Ht  throws  Louisa  /it  htter  tn  t/ie  Marshal. 
Sfie  opens  il,  and  sinJis  upon  the  floor  jfih  <ui  tlnit/i.) 
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Mill,  (not  obairving  tfas).  What  can  this  mean, 
baron  1    I  do  not  uiidcrstatK)  you. 

FsKD.  (leads  him  to  Louisa).  But  your  daughter  baa 
nnderstood  me  well. 

Mill,  {throws  himself  on  his  knees  beside  her).  Oh, 
God  I  my  child  ! 

Fbrd.  Pale  as  a  corpse  I  Tia  thus  your  daughter 
pleases  me  the  best.  Your  demure  and  virtnoua  daughter 
was  never  half  so  lovely  ae  with  that  deathlike  paleness. 
The  blast  of  the  day  of  judgment,  which  strips  the 
vamtsh  from  every  lie,  has  wafted   the  painted   colors 


kiss  it.     (He  approaciits  her.) 

Mill.  Back !  Away,  boy !  Trifle  not  with  a  father's 
feelings.  I  could  not  defend  her  from  your  caresses,  but 
I  can  from  your  insiiltB. 

Ferd.  What  wouldst  tliou,  old  man?  With  thee  I 
have  naught  to  do.  Engage  not  in  a.  game  so  irrevocably 
lost.  Or  hast  thou,  too,  been  wiser  than  I  thought? 
Hast  thou  employed  the  wisdom  of  thy  sixty  years  in 
pandering  to  thy  daughter's  amours,  and  disgraced 
those  hoary  locks  with  the  oflice  of  a  pimp?  Oh  !  if  it 
be  not  so,  wretched  old  man,  then  lay  thyself  down  and 
die.  There  is  still  time.  Thou  may  est  breathe  thy  last 
in  the  sweet  delusion, 'T  was  a  happy  father  !  "  Wait 
but  a  moment  longer  and  thine  own  hand  will  dash  to 
her  infernal  home  this  poisonous  viper ;  thou  wilt  curse 
the  gift,  and  him  who  gave  it,  and  sink  to  the  grave  in 
blasphemy  and  despair.  (To  Louisa.)  Speak,  wretched 
one.  speaic !     Didst  thou  write  this  letter  ? 

Mir.L.  {to  Louisa,  imj)res»ioely).  For  God's  sake, 
daughter,  forget  not!  forget  not! 

I>oui8A,    Oh,  father  —  that  letter ! 

Fbrd.  Oh  1  th.it  it  should  have  fallen  into  the  wrong 
hands.  Now  blessed  be  the  accident  I  It  has  effected 
more  than  the  most  consummate  prudence,  and  will  at 
the  day  of  judgment  avail  more  than  the  united  wisdom 
of  sages.  Accident,  did  I  say  ?  Oh!  Providence  directs 
when   8  sparrow   falls,  why   not  when   a  devil  is  un- 
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-  niaeked  ?    But  I  will  be  answered  I    DJ'dat  thou  write  that 
If  tier? 

Mill.  ((«  LuuiiA,  in  <i  tone  oj" etitrf-aU/),  Bo  firm,  iiij 
child,  be  firm!     But  a  ningle  "  Vt-s,"  and  all  will  be 

Fkkd-  Kxccllcnt  1  excoilenti  The  father,  loo,  ia 
deL-cived  !  All,  all  are  deceived  by  her  I  Look,  how  the 
perfidious  one  xtandti  there;  even  her  tongue  refuses 
parlioipittion  in  her  lost  lie.  I  adjnre  thee  by  that  (j<m1 
BO  terrible  and  true  —  didst  thou  write  that  letter  ? 

Louisa  {after  a  painj'ul  rtrugyle,  witii  Jimniea*  mitl 
tkcigiitn).     i  did ! 

Feku.  {tUanda  aghuat),  Xo!  As  my  buuI  liveth,  thou 
hast  lied.  Even  innocence  iteelf,  whirn  extended  on  Hit 
rack,  ctiiifesses  erime  which  it  Haver  committed  —  I  ask 
too  paBsionatel)',    I»  it  not  so,  Luaiaa  V    Thou  didst  but 


fess,  beeniiHe  I  asked  passionately? 

i.i.L-iSA.     1  CMnfcsM^il  tiK'  trut),  ! 

Fkrd.  No,  I  tell  the.;!  No!  no!  Thou  didst  not 
write  that  letter!  It  is  not  like  lliy  hand  !  And,  even 
though  it  were,  why  should  it  be  more  difhenlt  to  coun- 
terfeit a  writing;  than  to  nmlo  a  heiirt?  Tell  mo  truly, 
Louisa!  Yet  no,  no,  do  not!  Thou  mightedt  say  yes 
again,  and  then  I  were  lout  forever.  A  lie,  Louis.i!  A 
lie!  Oil!  if  thou  didst  but  know  one  now  —  if  thou 
wouldst  ntter  it  wilh  that  open  angelic  mien  —  if  thou 
wouhlst  bnt  jicrsiiade  mine 'ear  and  eye,  though  it 
should  dfKieive  my  luait  ever  so  monstrously!  Oh, 
Louisa!  Then  miaht  truth  depart  in  the  eame  breath  — 
depart  from  our  n-eation,  and  the  sacred  cause  itself 
henceforth  bow  her  stiff    neck    to    the   courtly   arts   of 

LoriKA.  Rv  the  Almighty  God  !  by  llim  who  is  so 
terrible  ami  tnie!  I  did! 

Fkro.  ('(/?'■'•  «  priuge,  with  the  lafreitsion  of  t/ie,  most 
heartfelt  sorriw).  Woman!  Woman!  With  what  a 
face  thou  standest  now  before  me !  Offer  Paradise  wilh 
that  look,  and  even  in  the  regions  of  the  damned  thou 
wilt  find  no  purchaser.  Didst  thou  know  what  thou  wert 
tome,  Louisa?  Ln|K)9sible !  No!  ihou  knewest  not 
that  thou   wert  myall — all!     'Tis  a  |K>or  iusij^iiiticiuit 
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word  t  bnt  eternity  itself  can  scarcely  circamscribe  iti 
Within  it  systems  of  worlds  can  roll  tlieir  mighty  orbs. 
Ail !  and  to  sport  with  it  so  wickedly.     Oh,  'tis  horrible. 

LoDiSA.  Baron  von  Walter,  you  have  heard  my  con- 
fession !  I  have  pronounced  my  own  condemnation  1 
Now  go  !  Fly  from  a  honse  where  you  have  been  so  on- 
happy. 

Fksd.  'Tis  well !  'tis  well !  Yon  see  I  am  calm ;  calm, 
too,  they  say,  is  the  shuddering  land  through  which  the 
plague  has  swept.  I  am  calm.  Yet  ere  I  go,  Louisa,  one 
more  request!  It  shall  be  my  last.  My  brain  burns  with 
fever!  1  need  refreshment!  Will  you  make  me  some 
lemonade  ?   .  lExit  Louisa. 

SCE.VK  III. 
Fbrdinand  a?ui  Miller.' 
They  both  pace  up  and  down  without  speaking,  on  oppo- 
site aides  of  the  room.,  for  some  viinutes. 
Mill,  {standing  still  at  tenfftk,  and  regarding  </(«  Major 
with   a   sorrowfiii  air).      Dear   baron,  perhaps   it    may 
iviate  your  distress  to  say  that  I  feel  for  you  most 

KRD.  Enough  of  thi.s.  Miller.  (Silence  again  for 
'.  moments.')  Milli'r,  1  forget  what  first  brought  me 
to  vour  house.     What  was  the  occasion  of  it? 

Mill.  How,  baron  V  Don't  you  remember  ¥  You 
came  to  take  lessons  on  the  flute, 

Ferd.  (sudden/g).  And  T  beheld  his  daughter!  (Ajt- 
other  pause.)  You  h;ive  not  kept  your  faith  with  me, 
friend!  You  were  to  provide  me  with  repose  for  my 
leisnre  hoars ;  but  you  lit'tntyed  me  and  sold  me  scor- 
pions. (Observing  Millkr's  agitation.)  Tremble  not, 
good  old  man!  (falling  deejAy  affected  on  his  neck)  —  the 
fault  was  none  of  thine  ! 

Mill,  (teiptng  his  eges).     Heaven  Vnows,  it  was  not ! 

Fkro.  (travernng  the  room,  plunged  in  the  moatgloomg 
meditation).  Strange  t  Oh  !  beyond  conception  strange, 
are  the  Almighty's  dealings  with  ns  !  How  often  do  ter- 
rific weights  nang  upon  slender,  almost  invisible  threads ! 
Did  man  but  know  that  he  should  eat  death  in  a  particu- 
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lar  af>ple !  Itetn!  Could  lio  bat  know  thsti  (Se 
vi(t}kn  a  few  vicrt  tufts  ;  theji  ttop*  gmliknly,  ami  grafts 
Mn.i.EB'8  hand  vttth  glrotiff  fimottoti.)  I'^ricoHi  f  liftve 
paid  dearly  foi-  thy  leBBuns  —  and  ihou,  too,  hnnt  boon  no 
gainer  —  peritapB  majst  even  loao  thy  all.  {Quitting him 
dejrcleiUy.)  Unliapjiy  flute-playing,  would  that  it  nevw 
entered  my  l»rain  ! 

JUii.i..  {olriainy  to  rrpre»g  hU/Mingg).  The  lemonade 
it*  long  in  coining.     I  will  iiii{uii«  after  it,  if  you  will  ex- 

Ferd.  No  hurry,  dear  Miller  I  {Muttering  to  hinmeif.) 
At  k'nst  to  Iilt  faclier  tlicre  in  none.  8tay  her«  a 
inomenl.  Whiil  was  I  ahout  to  auk  you  5*  A,y,  I  r«ni«iii- 
Wr!  Is  Ix>uisa  your  only  daughter?  Have  yuu  no 
other  child  ? 

Mn.1..  (warmly).  I  hftve  no  otlier,  baron,  and  I  wish 
for  no  other.  That  child  is  my  enlv  solace  in  this 
world,  and  on  hi-r  Iiavi^  I  eniliaiki^d  in/  whole  slock  of 
affeetion. 

Ferd.  (trntch  ayititted ).     Ila  !     Pray  see  for  the  drink, 

good  Miller!  [Exit  Miller. 

SnoN-E  IV. 

Fkkoinani)  iiloiiif. 

Fkrd.  Mis  only  child!  Dost  thou  feel  that,  murderer  ? 
His  only  one  !  Murderer,  didst  thou  liear,  his  only  one  i 
The  man  h.is  notliiiig  in  God'n  wide  world  hut  liis  iustru- 
munt  .iiid  that  unly  <laughtei- !  And  wilt  thou  rob  him  of 
her  ? 

Kob  him  ?  IJoh  a  begij.ar  of  his  last  ].tt(ituce  ?  Break 
the  IftTtie  man's  erutdh,  and  rust  the  fiatrmcrits  al  his  feel '/ 
How?  Have  I  the  heart  to  do  this";'  And  when  lie 
hastens  home,  im])atienl  to  reckon  in  Ids  daui-hter's  smiles 
the  whole  sum  of  his  Impjiiness;  and  when  he  enters  the 
chamber,  and  there  lii's  the  rose  —  withered — dead  — 
crushed — his  last,  his  only,  his  suslainint;  hope.  Ha! 
And  when  he  st.inds  l>efore  her,  and  all  nature  looks  on  in 
breathless  horror,  while  his  vacant  eye  wanders  hojwlefisly 
through  the  gloom  of  futurity,  and  seeks  God,  but  finds 
him  nowhere,  and  then  returns  disappointed  and  despair- 
ing !     Great  God  !  and  has  not  my  father,  too,  an  only 
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BOn?  an  only  child,  bat  not  his  only  treasnre.  (j^fler  a 
pauae.)  Yet  stay!  What  will  the  old  man  lose?  She 
who  conld  wantonly  jest  with  tlie  most  sacred  feelings  of 
love,  will  she  make  a  father  happy  ?  She  oannot  I  She 
will  not !  And  I  deserve  thanKs  for  crushing  this  viper 
ere  the  parent  feels  its  sting. 

SCBNK  V, 
MiixKK  retummff,  and  Ferdinand. 

MtLi..  You  shall  be  served  instantly,  baron  I  The 
poor  thing  is  sitting  without,  weeping  as  though  her 
heart  would  break!  Your  drink  will  be  mingled  with 
her  tears. 

Fekd.  'Twere  welt  for  her  were  it  only  with  tears  ! 
We  were  speaking  of  my  lessons,  Miller.  (  Takitig  out  a 
purxe.)     I  remember  that  I  am  still  in  your  debt. 

Mill.  How?  What?  Go  along  with  yon,  baron ! 
What  do  you  take  me  for?  Thei-e  is  time  enough  for 
payment.  Do  not  put  such  an  affront  on  me  ;  we  are  not 
together  for  the  last  time,  ple.isu  God. 

Pbbd.  Who  can  tell  ?  Take  your  money.  It  is  for 
life  or  death. 

Mill,  {laughing).  Oh  I  for  the  matter  of  that,  baron  ! 
As  regards  that  I  don't  think  I  should  run  much  risk 
with  you! 

Perd.  You  wonld  run  the  greatest.  Have  you  never 
heard  that  youths  have  died.  That  damsels  and  youths 
have  died,  the  children  of  hope,  the  airy  castles  of  their 
disappointed  parents  ?  What  is  safe  from  age  and  worms 
has  often  perished  by  a  thunderbolt.  Even  your  Louisa 
is  not  immortal. 

Mill.     God  gave  her  to  me. 

Ferd,  Hear" me!  I  say  to  yon  your  Louisa  is  not 
immortal.  That  dnuKlitcr  is  the  apple  of  your  eye;  you 
hang  upon  her  with  your  whole  heart  and  soul.  Be  pru- 
dent. Miller!  None  but  a  desperate  gamester  stakes  his 
all  upon  a  single  cast.  The  merchant  would  be  called  a 
madman  who  embarked  his  whole  fortune  in  one  ship. 
Think  ujwn  this,  and  remember  that  I  warned  you.  But 
why  do  you  not  take  your  money? 
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Mill.      How,  barou,  how  ^     All  that  enormoas 
What  can  you  be  thinking  of  J 

Peru.  Upon  loy  debt!  There!  (Thromt  a  Amuw 
piimt^  o/t  the  table  ;  some  gold  drops  out.)  1  cannot  hoiR 
Iho  ^roaa  to  elemily. 

Mill.  ImtoiiifiM).  Mercy  on  us!  what  is  this?  The 
soiiiid  wixs  not  o(  silver  !  (  iroen  Co  the  tabteatui  cries  out 
in  aataniahiimtt.)  In  heaven's  name,  liaron,  what  meaos 
this?  Whiit  are  you  about?  You  must  be  out  of  your 
mind  !  (  Ctiifiping  his  fuinda.)  There  it  lies  !  or  I  am  be- 
witched. 'Tia  damnable !  I  feel  it  now ;  tho  beauteous, 
ittining,  glorious  heap  of  gold  !  No,  Satan,  thoa  shalt  not 
eauifa  my  noul  with  this  ! 

Fbrd.     Have  you  drunk  old  wine,  or  new,  Miller? 

iAiLt„  (moUitdi/).  Death  and  furtee  !  Look  yourself, 
then.     It  ia  gold  1 

Kerd.     And  what  of  that? 

Mill.  Let  me  implore  j'ou,  baron  !  In  the  name  of 
all  the  siiints  in  heaven,  I  entreat  you  !     It  is  gold  ! 

Feed.     An  extraordinary  thing,  it  must  be  admitted. 

Mill,  {aflnr  a  jxtase  :  wMressing  Aim  leith  emotion). 
Nuble  sir,  I  nm  a  plain,  xtraightforward  man  — do  you 
wish  to  tempt  me  to  some  piece  of  knavery?  —  for, 
heaven  knows,  that  so  much  gold  cannot  be  got  honestly  ! 

Febd.  {tnooefl).  Make  yourself  (juile  e.iBV,  dear  Miller ! 
Yoii  have  well  earned  the  money,  (iod  forbid  that  I 
should  use  it  to  the  corruption  of  your  conncience ! 

Mill,  (fitmpint/  rifniul  like  a  imv/niati).  It  is  mine, 
then!  Mine  indeed!  Mine  willi  the  knowledge  and 
consent  of  (iod  !  ( //iMeiiiH//  to  the  door.)  Daughter, 
wife,  hurrah,  come  hither!  {Returning.)  But,  for 
heaven's  sake,  how  have  I  all  at  once  deservLil  this  awful 
treasure?     How  am  I  to  earn  it?     How  repay  il,  eh? 

Feed.     Not  by  vour  music  lessons,  Miller !     With  this 

rdd  do  I  pay  you  for  {stops  swliknly,  and  shwfders) 
pay  you  —  {after  n  pause,  mt/i  emotion)  —  for  my  three 
months'  unhappy  dream  of  your  dauiihter! 

Mill  {takinj  his  hand  and  pressing  it  affertionaUly). 
Most  gracious  sir!  were  yon  some  poor  and  low-born 
citizen,  and  my  daughter  refused  your  love,  I  would 
]'ierce  her  heart  with  my  own  hands.     {Returning  to  the 
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gold  in  a  sorrowful  tone.)  But  then  I  shall  have  all,  and 
you  nothing  —  and  I  should  have  to  give  up  all  this  glo- 
rious heap  again,  eh  ? 

F&RD.  Let  not  that  thought  distress  you,  friend.  I  am 
about  to  quit  this  country,  and  in  that  to  which  I  am 
journeying  such  coin  is  not  current. 

Mill,  {atitt  fixing  his  eyes  in  transport  on  the  money). 
Mine,  then,  it  remains?  Mine?  Yet  it  grieves  me  that 
you  are  going  to  leave  us.  Only  just  wait  a  little  and 
you  shall  see  how  I'll  come  out !  Til  hold  up  my  head 
with  the  best  of  them.  {Puts  on  his  hat  with  an  air^ 
and  stmts  up  and  down  the  room,)  I'll  give  my  lessons 
in  the  great  concert-room,  and  won't  I  smoke  away  at 
the  he»t  puyke  varinas — and,  when  you  catch  me  again 
fiddling  at  the  penny-hop,  may  the  devil  take  me ! 

Ferd.  Stay,  Miller !  Be  silent,  and  gather  up  your 
gold.  {Mysteriously^  Keep  silence  only  for  this  one 
evening,  and  do  me  the  favor  henceforward  to  give  no 
more  music  lessons. 

Mill.  {stiU  more  vehemently  grasping  his  hand^fidl  of 
inward  joy).  And  my  daughter,  baron  1  my  daughter! 
{Letting  go,)  No,  no  !  Money  does  not  make  the  man 
—  whether  I  feed  on  vegetables  or  on  partridges,  enough 
is  enough,  and  this  coat  will  do  very  well  as  long  as  the 
sunbeams  don't  peep  in  at  the  elbows.  To  me  money  is 
mere  dross.  But  my  girl  shall  benefit  by  the  blessing; 
whatever  wish*  I  can  read  in  her  eyes  shall  be  gratified. 

Ferd.  {suddetdy  interrupting  him).  Oh  !  silence ! 
silence ! 

Mill,  {still  more  warmly).  And  she  shall  learn  to 
speak  French  like  a  born  native,  and  to  dance  minuets, 
and  to  sing,  so  that  people  shall  read  of  her  in  the  news- 
papers ;  and  she  shall  wear  a  cap  like  the  judge's  daughter, 
and  a  kideharri,,*  as  they  call  it;  and  the  fiddler's 
daughter  shall  be  talked  of  for  twenty  miles  round. 

Ferd.  {seizing  his  hand  in  ejrtreme  agitatiofi).  No 
more!  no  more!  For  God's  sake -be  silent!  Be  silent 
but  for  this  one  night ;  'tis  the  only  favor  I  ask  of  you. 

*  Meaning,  no  doubt,  Cul  de  Parity  a  boatle. 


U)VE    AMI    [NTKIUIE. 
SUENS  VI. 

I«0i8A  with  a  glaxH  of  lemoiuuie;  tit  farmer, 
IiOtiiSA  {Ker  eyes  etodleti  tn'M  vmeping,  and  tremblina 

voice,  wh^  the  pree&U*  tiin  ijlaiit  to  Fkruimans).     Ttjl 

mc,  if  it  be  not  to  your  taste. 

FuBD.  (MAes  t/iealtus,  plnctt  it  on  the  biAU,  and  tuma 

to  MiLLEK).    Oil !  I  liad  almoM  fariojttoti !    Good  MiU«r, 

I   Jiavo   a  n-quest  lo  make.     WiU  you  do  me  a  XiwXe 

favor  ? 
Mill.     A  thousaad  with   pleasure !     What  axu  yoiir 

Ferd.  My  father  will  ex|>ect  iiie  at  table.  Unfur- 
tuualely  I  am  in  very  ill  huuiur.  TwuulU  be  insupport- 
able to  me  just  now  to  mix  ia  aociety.  Will  yuu  go  to 
my  fatlierand  excuse  my  abiWBOcf       , 

Louisa  (terrified,  inUsrrupit  him  hautily).  Oh,  Kt  rne 
go! 

Mill.     Am  I  to  si'o  the  jircHideiit  himself? 

Fkrd.  Not  hinittelf.  Give  your  message  t«  one  of 
the  servants  in  the  ante-chamber.  Here  is  my  watch  aa 
a  credential  that  I  sent  you.  I  shall  bo  here  when  you  ri- 
tum.     You  will  wait  for  an  answer. 

LtiuiRA  (eery  aiixioueli/).  Cannot  I  be  the  bearer  of 
your  message  V 

Feki>.  (to  MiLLEK,  ifAo  is  ffoinij).  Stay — one  thing 
more  !  Ilerc  is  a  letter  to  my  father,  which  !  received 
this  evening  enclosed  in  one  to  myself.  Perhaps  on  busi- 
ness of  importance.  You  may  as  well  deliver  it  at  the 
same  time. 

Mill,  {ffoing).     Very  well,  baron  ! 

LotiSA  («loj)i>inf/  Aim,  and  »)ie<iki>tff  in  a  tone  of  the 
most  exquisite  terror).  But,  dear  father,  I  could  do  all 
this  very  well !     Pray  let  mo  go ! 

Mill.  It  is  night,  my  child!  and  you  must  not  venture 
out  alone !  [£Mt. 

Ferd.  Light  your  father  down,  Louisa.  (Louisa  (tfA** 
o  ctJ7Mfiea>k//oHc»«is  Miller.  Fkkuinand  i/i  //w  iiteau- 
time  fipjiroaches  tfie  tahle  and  tkrinrs  poison  into  the 
lemonade).  Yes  !  she  must  die  1  The  hiirher  powers  look 
down,  and  nod  their  terrible  assent.     The  vengeance  of 
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heaven  subscribes  to  my  decree.    Her  good  angels  for- 
sake her,  and  leave  her  to  her  fate ! 

Scene  VII. 

Ferdinand  a^id  Louisa. 

Louisa  re-enters  slowly  with  the  light,,  places  it  on  the 
table,  and  stops  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  room^  her 
eyes  fixed  on  the  ground^  except  when  .she  raises  thetn  to 
him  with  timid^  stolen  glances.  He  stands  opposite, 
looking  steacffasUy  on  the  earth  —  a  long  and  de^ 
silence. 

Louisa.  If  you  will  accompany  me,  Baron  von  Wal- 
ter, I  will  try  a  piece  on  the  harpsichord !  (She  opens  the 
instrument.     Ferdinand  makes  no  answer.  Apattse.) 

Louisa.  You  owe  me  a  revenge  at  chess.  Will  you 
play  a  game  with  me,  Baron  von  Walter  ?  (Another 
pause,) 

Louisa.  I  have  begun  the  pocketbook,  baron,  which  I 
promised  to  embroider  for  you.  Will  you  look  at  the 
design?    (StiU  a  pause.) 

Louisa.     Oh !  I  am  very  wretched ! 

Feed,  (without  changing  his  attitude).  That  may  well 
be  ! 

Louisa.  It  is  not  my  fault,  Baron  von  Walter,  that 
you  are  so  badly  entertained  I 

Feed,  (with  an  i?isulting  laugh).  You  are  not  to 
blame  for  my  bashful   modesty 

Louisa.  I  am  quite  aware  that  we  are  no  longer  fit 
companions.  I  confess  that  I  was  terrified  when  you 
sent  away  my  father.  I  believe.  Baron  von  Walter,  that 
tliis  moment  is  equally  insupportable  to  us  both.  Permit 
me  to  ask  some  of  my  acquaintances  to  join  us. 

Feed.  Yes,'  pray  do  so  !  And  I  too  will  go  and  invite 
some  of  mine. 

Louisa  (looking  air  him  with  surprise).  Baron  von 
Walter  ! 

Feed,  (very  spitefully).  By  my  honor,  the  most  fortu- 
nate idea  that  in  our  situation  could  ever  enter  mortal 
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as  change  this  wearisome  duet  into  Bpoflj 
■ut,  and  by  the  aid  of  certain  gallantries, 
veiige  ourselves  on  the  caprices  of  love. 

LouLSA.     You  are  merry,  Baron  von  Walter! 

Fei:d.  Oh !  woDderfoliy  so !  Tlie  very  slreet-boys 
would  hunt  iDe  through  the  niarket^Dlsoc  for  a  merry-an- 
drew !  In  fact,  Louisa,  your  ttxamplc  has  inspired  me  — 
you  shall  be  my  teacher.  They  are  fwjls  wfio  prate  of 
endless  affection  —  never-ending  sameness  grows  flat  and 
insipid  —  variety  alone  gives  nest  to  jileasare.  Have  with 
yon,  Lontsn,  we  are  now  of  one  mind.  We  will  skipfrom 
amoitrto  amour,  whirl  from  vice  to  vic«;  you  in  one  di- 
rection, I  in  another.  Perhaps  I  may  recover  my  lost 
traoi^uillity  in  some  brothel.  Perhaps,  when  our  merry 
race  is  run,  aad  ve  become  two  mouldering  skeletons, 
chance  again  may  bring  us  together  with  the  most  pleas- 
i..g  surpriHC.  .,.1  w.  ^  .    . 

(-^(-h  other  bv  Ti  cam 
whom  h<-.-  dlildreii 
disgust    and    shami 

us   which    could    not    be    effected    by   the   most   tender 
love. 

Louisa.     Oli,  Wiilter  !  Walter!     Thou  art  already  un- 
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lapiiy  —  wilt  thou  descire  to  be  si 
Fi-:ki>.  (mnttermif  pnssionateli/  tf. 
lajipy':'     Who  told  tlieu  so  ?     Womim^  thou  art  too  i 


iterinif  pnssionatelif  through  his  teeth).     Un- 


1  have  any  feulinga  of  tliinc  own  ;  how,  then,  canst  tliou 
jiidjje  of  the  feelings  of  others  ?     t'nhappy,  did  she  say  ? 

—  ha !  that  won!  would  r;LiI  luy  .inger  from  the  grave ! 
She  knew  that  I  must  become  unhappv.  Death  and 
damnation  !  kIio  knew  it,  and  yet  hetrayo-!  me  I  Look  to 
it,  serpent!  Th;it  w.xs  tliy  only  chance  of  foririvenoBs. 
This  confession  h;is  condcntmc.l  thee.  Till  now  I-tlioughl 
to  palliate  thy  crime  with  thy  simplicity,  and  in  my  con- 
tempt thou  hadst  welt  nigh  cscape<l  my  vengeance  (ftU- 
iiig  (he  i/lnxA  hastily).     Thou  wcrt  not  thoughllcss,  then 

—  thou  wcrt  not  sim]ilo  —  thou  wert  nor  more  nor  less 
than  a  devil !  {He  drinks.)  The  drink  is  bad,  like  thy 
soul !     Taste  it ! 

Louisa.  Oh,  heavens  !  'Twas  not  without  reason  that 
I  dreaded  this  meeting. 


«      ^^p  m^9  ^ 
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Fred,  {imperiously).    Drink !  I  say. 

[Louisa,  offefided,  takes  the  glass  and  drinks.  The 
monietU  she  raises  the  cup  to  her  lipSy  Ferdi- 
nand turns  away  with  a  sudden  paleness^  and 
recedes  to  the  further  comer  of  the  chamber.'] 

Louisa.    The  lemonade  is  good. 

Ferd.  {his  face  averted  and  shuddering,)  Much  good 
may  it  do  thee ! 

Louisa  {sets  down  the  glass).  Oh !  could  yon  but  know, 
Walter,  how  cruelly  you  wrong  me ! 

Fekd.     Indeed ! 

Louisa.     A  time  will  come,  Walter 

Ferd.  {advancing ).    Oh !   wo  have  done  with  time. 

Louisa.  When  the  remembrance  of  this  evening  will 
lie  heavy  on  your  heart ! 

Ferd.  {begins  to  walk  to  and  fro  more  vehemently^  and 
to  become  more  agitated;  he  throws  away  his  sash  and 
sword.)     Farewell  the  prince's  service! 

Ix)Ui8A.     My  God  !  what  mean  you ! 

Ferd.  I  am  hot,  and  oppressed.  I  would  be  more  at 
ease. 

Louisa.     Drink !  drink  !  it  will  cool  you. 

Ferd.  That  it  will,  most  effectually.  The  strumpet, 
though,  is  kind-hearted  !     Ay,  ay,  so  are  they  all ! 

Louisa  {rushing  into  his  arms  with  the  deepest  expres- 
sion of  love).    That  to  thy  Louisa,  Ferdinand? 

Ferd.  {thrusting  her  from  him).  Away!  away! 
Hence  with  those  soft  and  melting  eyes !  they  subdue 
me.  Come  to  me,  snake,  in  all  thy  monstrous  terrors ! 
Spring  upon  me,  scorpion !  Display  thy  hideous  folds, 
and  rear  thy  proud  coils  to  heaven  !  Stand  before  my 
eyes,  hateful  as  the  abyss  of  hell  e'er  saw  thee !  but  not 
in  that  angel  form  !  Take  any  shape  but  that !  Tis  too 
late.  I  must  crush  thee  like  a  viper,  or  despair !  Mercy 
on  thy  soul ! 

Louisa.    Oh  !  that  it  should  come  to  this ! 

Ferd.  {gazing  on  her).  So  fair  a  work  of  the  heavenly 
artist!  Who  would  believe  it?  Who  can  believe  it? 
(  Taking  her  hand  and  elevating  it.)  I  will  not  arraign 
thy  ordinations,  oh!  incomprehensible  Creator!  Yet 
wherefore  didst  thou  pour  thy  poison  into  such  beauteous 


Can  crime  inhabil  ao  fair  a  region  ?  Oh  I  'tis 
strange !  'tis  paseing  etrauge  I 

Louisa.  To  hear  this,  and  yet  be  compelled  to 
silence ! 

Febd.  And  that  aoft,  melodious  voice  1  How  can 
broken  choi'da  discourse  audi  barmoDy  ?  {Gnsinjf  raji- 
turoimli/  upon  her  figure.)  AJl  so  lovely  !  so  full  of  sym- 
metry !  so  divinely  perfect!  Throughout  the  whole  such 
signa  that  'twas  the  favorite  work  of  God  !  By  heaven, 
as  though  all  mankind  bad  been  created  but  to  practise 
the  Creator,  ere  he  modelled  thiit  his  masterpiece  I  And 
that  the  Almighty  should  have  failed  in  tbu  soul  alonef 
le  it  possible  that  this  monstrous  abortion  of  nature 
ihould  have  escaped  as  perfect?  {QuiUinff  her  hnatily.) 
Or  did  God  see  an  angel's  form  rising  beneath  his  chisel, 
and  balance  the  error  by  giving  her  a  heart  wicked  in 
proportion  ? 

LoL-lrtA.  Ahis  for  tins  .Tiiiiii.;!)  wilfulii.-ss !  Kuthfr 
than  confess  his  own  raslinese,  he  accuses  the  wisdom  of 
heaven ! 

Fbrd.  {Jal/s  upon  her  neck,  weeping  bitterly).  Yet 
once  more,  my  Louisa  1  Yet  once  again,  as  on  the  d:ty 
of  our  first  kiss,  when  you  faltered  forth  the  name  of  Fer- 
dinand, and  the  first  endearing  "Thou!"  trembled  on 
thy  burning  lips.  Oh  !  a  harvest  of  endless  and  unutter- 
able joys  seemed  to  me  at  that  moment  to  be  budding 
forth.  There  lay  eternity  like  a  bright  May-day  before 
our  eyes;  thousands  of  golden  years,  fair  as  brides, 
danced  around  our  souls.  Then  was  I  so  happy  !  Oh ! 
I/>uisal  Louisa!  Louisa!  Why  hast  thou  used  me 
thus? 

LoDiaA.  Weep,  Walter,  weep !  Your  compassion 
will  be  more  just  towards  rue  than  yoiir  wrath. 

Fkbd.  You  deceive  yourself.  These  are  not  nature's 
tears!  not  that  warm  deliciouB  dew  which  flows  like 
balsam  on  the  wounded  soul,  and  drives  the  chilled  cur- 
rent of  feeling  swiftly  along  its  course.  They  arc  solitary 
ioe-cold  drops !  the  awful,  eternal  farewell  of  my  love ! 
(With  fearftd  eolemnity,  laying  his  hand  on  her  head.) 
They  are  tears  for  tliy  soul,  Jjouisa!  tears  for  the  Deity, 
whose  inexhaustible  benefioeacc  has  here  missed  its  aim, 
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and  whose  noblest  work  is  east  away  thas  wantonly.  Oh  1 
methinks  the  whole  universe  should  elothe  itself  in  black, 
and  weep  at  the  fearful  example  now  passins  in  its  centre. 
'Tis  but  a  common  sorrow  when  mortals  fall  and  Paradise 
is  lost;  but,  when  the  plague  extends  its  ravages  to 
angels,  then  should  there  be  wailing  throughout  the  whole 
creation ! 

Louisa.  Drive  me  not  to  extremities,  Walter.  I 
Iiave  fortitude  equal  to  most,  but  it  must  not  be  tried  by 
a  more  than  human  test.  Walter !  one  word,  and  then 
—  we  part  forever.  A  dreadful  fatality  has  deranged 
the  language  of  our  hearts.    Dared  I  unclose  these  lips, 

Walter,  I  could  tell  thee  things !    I  could But  cruel 

fate  has  alike  fettered  my  tongue  and  my  heart,  and  I 
must  endure  in  silence,  even  though  you  revile  me  as  a 
common  strumpet. 

Ferd.     Dost  thou  feel  well,  Louisa? 

Louisa.     Why  that  question  ? 

Ferd.  It  would  grieve  me  shouldst  thou  be  called 
hence  with  a  lie  upon  thy  lips. 

Louisa.     I  implore  you,  Walter 

FkiA).  (in  violent  agitation).  No!  no!  That  re- 
venge were  too  satanic !  No !  God  forbid  I  I  will 
not  extend  my  anger  beyond  the  grave !  Louisa,  didst 
thou  love  the  marshal  ?  Thou  wilt  leave  this  room  no 
more ! 

Louisa  (sitting  down).  Ask  what  you  will.  I  shall 
give  no  answer. 

Ferd.  (in  a  solemn  voice).  Take  heed  for  thy  immor- 
tal soul !  Louisa !  Didst  thou  love  the  marshal  ?  Thou 
wilt  leave  this  room  no  more ! 

Louisa.     I  shall  give  no  answer. 

Ferd.  (thrmning  himself  on  his  knees  before  her  in  the 
deepest  emotio?i).  Louisa  !  Didst  thou  love  the  marshal  ? 
Before  this  light  bums  out  —  thou  wilt  stand  • —  before 
the  throne  of  God  ! 

Louisa  (starting  from  her  seat  in  terror).  Merciful 
Jesus !  what  was  that  ?  And  I  feel  so  ill !  (/She  fatts 
back  into  her  chair.) 

Fkrd.  Already?  Oh,  woman,  thou  eternal  paradox! 
thy  delicate  nerves  can  sport  witli  crimes  at  which  man- 


hood  trembles ; 
til  em  utterly ! 

Louisa.     Poison !  poison !  Oli !  Almighty  God  1 

Fkkd.  I  fear  it  is  go !  Thy  ieiuooude  was  seasoneil 
in  hell !    Thou  hast  pledged  death  in  the  draught ! 

Louisa.  To  die!  To  die!  All-merciful  God  I  Poisuii 
in  my  drink  !  And  to  die  !  Oh !  have  mercy  on  my  soul, 
thou  Father  in  heaven  ! 

Ferd.  Ay,  be  that  thy  chief  concern  ;  I  will  join  thee 
in  that  prayer. 

Louisa.  And  my  mother  !  My  fatlier,  too  I  Saviour 
of  the  world  I  My  |X)or  forlorn  father !  Is  there  then 
no  hope  V  And  J  bo  young,  and  yet  no  hope  ?  And 
must  I  die  bo  soon? 

Feru.  There  is  no  hope !  None  !  —  you  are  already 
doocned  1     But  be  calm.     We  shall  jonmey  t^ether. 

Louisa.  Thou  too,  Ferdinand?  Poison,  Ferdinand! 
From  thee  !  Oh  !  Hu-I  f.u'yive  hitn  !  (iod  of  mercy,  lay 
not  this  crime  on  him  ! 

Ferd.  Look  to  your  own  account.  I  fear  it  stands 
but  ill. 

Louisa.  Ferdinand!  Ferdinand!  Oh!  I  can  be  no 
longer  silent.  Death  —  death  absolves  all  oaths.  Fei-di- 
nand  !  Heaven  and  earth  contain  nothing  more  unfor- 
tunate than  thou!     I  die  innocent,  Ferdinand  ! 

Feki>.  (terrified).  Ah!  What  do  I  hear?  Would 
she  rush  into  the  presence  of  her  Maker  with  a  lie  on  her 
lips? 

Louisa.  I  lie  not  1  I  do  not  lie!  In  my  whole  life 
I  never  lied  but  once !  Ugh  I  what  an  icy  shivering 
creeps  through  my  veins !  When  I  wrote  that  letter  to 
the  marshal. 

Feed.  Ha !  That  letter !  Blessed  be  to  God  !  Now 
I  am  myself  again  ! 

Louisa  (her  voice  every  moment  becomes  more  indigii?ict. 
Iler fingers  tremble  wit^  a  ccnividsive  motion).  That  let- 
ter. '  Prepare  yourself  for  a  terrible  disclosure  !  My 
hand  wrote  what  my  heart  abhorred.  It  was  dictated  by 
your  father !  (Ferdinand  standg  Hire  a  stiUiie  petrified 
with  horrx/r.  After  a  long  silence,  hefalh  upon  the  floor 
as  if  struck  by  lightning.)     Oh  I  that  sorrowful  act  1 
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Ferdinand  —  I  was  compelled  —  forgive  me — thy  Louisa 
would  have  uref erred  death  —  bat  my  father — his  life 
in  danger !     They  were  so  crafty  in  their  villany. 

FsBD.  (starting  furiously  from  the  ground).  God 
be  thanked !  The  poison  spares  me  yet  1  (He  seizes  his 
sword,) 

Louisa  (growing  weaker  bu  degrees).  Alas!  what 
would  you  ?     He  is  thy  father ! 

FsRD.  (in  the  most  ungovernable  fury),  A  murderer 
—  the  murderer  of  his  son ;  he  must  aiong  with  us  that 
the  Judge  of  the  world  may  pour  his  wrath  on  the  guilty 
alone.     (Hastening  away). 

Louisa.  My  dying  licdeemer  pardoned  his  murder- 
ers, —  may  Grod  pardon  thee  and  thy  father  I  (/She 
dies.) 

FsjRD.  (turns  quickly  round,  and  perceives  her  in  the 
conmUsioTis  of  death,  throws  himself  distractedly  on  the 
body).  Stay!  stay!  Fly  not  from  me,  angel  of  light! 
( Takes  her  hand^  but  lets  it  fall  again  instantly.)  Cold  ! 
cold  and  damp  !  her  soul  has  flown  I  (Starting  up  sud 
denly.)  God  of  my  Louisa !  Mercy !  Mercy  for  the 
most  accursed  of  murderers!  Such  was  her  dying 
prayer!  How  fair,  how  lovely  even  in  death!  The 
pitying  destroyer  has  touched  gently  on  those  heavenly 
features.  That  sweetness  was  no  mask  —  the  hand  of 
death  even  has  not  removed  it!  (ji^fter  a  pause.)  But 
how  is  this  ?  why  do  I  feel  nothing.  WUl  the  vigor  of 
my  youth  save  me  ?  Thankless  care !  That  shall  it  not. 
{lie  seizes  the  glass.) 

Scene  VIIL 

Ferdinand,  the  President,  Worm,  and  Servants,  who 
all  rush  in  alarm  into  the  room.  Aftenoards  Miller, 
with  a  crmtAy  and  Officers  of  justice^  who  assemble  in 
the  background. 

Prks.  (an  open  letter  in  his  hand).  My  son!  what 
means  this  ?    I  never  can  believe 

Ferd.  (throvring  the  glass  cU  his  feet).  Convince  thy- 
self, murderer!  (The  President  staggers  back.  Jul 
stand  speechless,     A  dreadful  pause.) 
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Pees.    My  son  I     Wliy  liast  lliou  dono  this? 

.       Febi>.  (mtfiottt  looking  at  him).     Why,  to  be  snre  1 

'  I  ought  first  to  have  askeil   the  etateiinian   whether  the 

trick  Batted  his  cards.     Admirably  fine  and  skilful,  I  ooo- 

fees,  was  the  scheme  uf  jealooxy  to  break  tiie  bond  of  onr 

hearts  !     The  calculation  shows  a  master-mind  ;    'twas 

fiity.oidy  that  indignant  love  would  not  move  on  wires 
ike  thy  wooden  imi)[jel8. 

pKEfl,  (looking  round  the  circle  with  rolHng  ei/es). 
Ib  there  no  one  here  who  weeps  for  a  despairing 
father? 

Mill,  [cailinff  behind  the  acenes).  Lot  me  in!  For 
God's  sake,  let  me  in  I 

Feed,  She  is  now  a  saint  in  heaven !  Her  cause  is  in 
the  hands  of  another  !  {He  opens  the  door  /or  Miller. 
viho  rushes  in,/QSowed  oy  officers  of  justice  and  a  crowd 
of  people.) 

Mill,  (in  the  mmt  drewJf.,1  nhinn).  My  --hild  !  My 
child  !  Poison,  they  cry  —  [loiHim  hiis  bet'ti  here  !  My 
daughter!     Where  art  thou  F 

Perd.  (leadiiig  him  bettreen  the  Pkesihent  and  Louisa's 
corpse).     I  am  ninocent.     Thank  this  man  for  the  deed. 

Mill,  (thromng  himself  on  the  body).     Oh,  Jesus ! 

Feed.     In    few    words,    father .'  —  they    begin    to  be 

firecious  to  me.  I  have  been  robbed  of  my  life  by  vil- 
annus  artifice  —  robbed  of  it  by  you!  How  I  may  stand 
with  God  I  tremble  to  think,  but  a  deliberate  villain 
I  have  never  been  !  Be  my  final  judgment  what  it 
will,  may  it  not  fall  on  thee!  liut  I  have  committed 
murder!  {In  a  loud  and  fearful  voice.)  A  murder 
whose  weight  thou  canst  not  hope  that  I  should  drag 
alone  before  the  judgment-seat  of  God.  Here  I  solemnly 
bequeath  to  thee  the  heaviest,  the  bloodiest  part ;  how 
thou  niayst  answer  it  he  that  thy  care!  {Leading  him 
to  Louisa.)  Here,  barbarian  !  Feast  thine  eyes  on  the 
terrible  fruits  of  thy  intrigues !  I'pon  this  face  thy  name 
is  inscribed  in  the  convulsions  of  death,  and  will  be 
registered  by  the  destroying  angel !  May  a  form  like 
this  draw  thy  curtain  when  thon  sleepest,  ani^  grasp  thee 
with  its  clay-cold  hand  !  May  a  form  like  this  flit  before 
thy  sr.ul  when  thou  diest,  and  drive  away  thy  expiring 
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prayer  for  mercy  1  May  a  form  like  this  stand  by  thy 
grave  at  the  resurrection,  and  before  the  throne  of  God 
when  he  prononncee  thy  doom !  {HefaintB^  the  aervamU 
receive  him  in  their  arms,) 

Pbs8.  (extending  hie  arms  convtdsivdy  towards  hectven\ 
Not  from  me,  Judge  of  the  world.  Ask  not  these  soiib 
from  rae,  but  from  him !     (Pointing  to  Worm.) 

Worm  (starting).    From  me? 

Pbbs.  Accursed  villain,  from  thee !  From  thee, 
Satan !  Thou  gavest  the  serpent's  counsel  I  thine  be  the 
responsibility;  their  blood  be  not  on  my  head,  but  on 
thine  I 

Worm.  On  mine!  on  mine!  (laughing  hystericaUy.) 
Oh !  Excellent !  Now  I  understand  the  eratitude  of 
devils.  On  mine,  thou  senseless  villain !  Was  he  my 
son?  Was /thy  master?  Mine  the  responsibility  ?  Ha! 
by  this  sight  which  freezes  the  very  marrow  in  mv  bones  ! 
Mine  it  shall  be  I  I  will  brave  destruction,  but  thou  shalt 
perish  with  me.  Away !  away !  Cry  murder  in  the 
streets  !  Awaken  justice  I  Bind  me,  officers  1  Lead  me 
hence !  I  will  discover  secrets  which  shall  make  the 
hearer's  blood  run  cold.     (  Going.) 

Pres.  (detaining  him).  Surely,  madman,  thou  wilt 
not  dare? 

Worm  (tapping  him  on  the  shoulder),  I  will,  though, 
comrade,  I  will !  I  am  mad,  'tis  true ;  but  my  madness 
is  thy  work,  and  now  I  will  act  like  a  madman !  Arm  in 
arm  with  tliee  wi]l  I  to  the  scaffold  !  Arm  in  arm  with 
thee  to  hell !  Oh  !  how  it  tickles  my  fancy,  villain,  to  be 
damned  with  thee  !     (  The  officers  carry  him  off.) 

Mill,  (who  futs  lain  ^ipon  Louisa's  corpse  in  silent 
anguish^  starts  suddenly  up^  and  throws  the  purse  be/ore 
the  Major's  feet,)  Poisoner,  take  back  thy  accursed 
gold  !  Didst  thou  think  to  purchase  my  child  with  it  ? 
(  Hushes  distractedly  out  of  the  chamber.) 

Ferd.  (in  a  voice  scarcely  audible).  Follow  him  !  He 
is  desperate.  The  gold  must  be  taken  care  of  for  his  use ; 
'tis  the  dreadful  acknowlegment  of  my  debt  to  him. 
Louisa,  I  come  !  Farewell  I  On  this  altar  let  me  breathe 
my  last. 

Pres.  (recovering  Jrorn  his  stupor).    Ferdinand!    my 


Not  one  last  look  for  a  d^Bpairmg  father  ? 
DiNAML)  i»  Uiidby  the  »ide  ofLoviSA.} 

Fkiui.     My  last  Diiist  sii«  to  God  for  mercy  on  myself. 

pRES.  (J'liUini/  doien  firjiire  Aim  in  t/ie  motl  (Ava^if'ul 
agony).  The  Creator  and  thu  createii  abandon  tuu ! 
Not  one  last  look  to  cheer  roe  in  the  hour  of  death '. 
(Fkbdisjand  stretches  out  hit  trvmblinif  hand  to  him,  and 
expires.) 

Prkh.    (^frinffiftff   up).      He    forgave   me!      ( Tl*   the 
C^ncKRS.)     Now,  lew)  on,  Bir§  !     I  am  your  prisouer. 
I  l£iiiit,J'oti(needby  Uia  OrriuURS;  thu  eurtainJalU. 
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of  tUj  i^iea  ol  Uteru7  aierl 


The  Camp  of  Wallenstein  is  an  in  trod  uct  ion  lo  tlie  cele- 
brated tragedy  of  that  name  ;  and,  by  ite  vit  id  portrait- 
ure of  the  state  of  the  general's  army,  gives  the  beat  clue 
to  the  spell  of  hia  gigantic  power.  The  blind  belief 
entertained  in  tho  unfailing  Buocess  of  hia  nrma,  and  in 
the  supernatural  i^ncies  by  which  that  success  is 
secured  to  him;  the  unrestrained  indulgence  of  every 
passion,  and  utter  disregard  of  all  law,  save  that  of  the 
caniu ;  a  bard  oppression  of  the  peasantry  and  plDsder 
of  trie  country,  have  all  swollen  the  soldiery  wHH  aa 
idea  of  interminable  sway-  But  nswi'  have  translated* 
the  whole,  we  shall  leave  these  reckless  marauders  to 
speak  for  themselves. 

Of  Schiller's  opinion  concerning  the  Camp,  as  a  neces- 
sary introduction  to  the  tragedy,  the  following  pasea^ 
taken  from  the  prologue  to  the  first  representation,  will 
give  a  just  idea,  and  may  also    serve  as  a  motto  to  the 

"  Not  he  it  Is,  who  on  the  tragic  scene 
Will  now  appear  —  but  in  the  fearless  bands 
Whom  his  command  alone  could  sway,  and  whom 
His  spirit  fired,  you  may  his  shadow  see, 
Until  the  baslitul  Muse  shall  dare  to  bring 
Himself  before  you  in  a  living  form  ; 
For  power  it  was  that  bore  his  heart  astray 
His  Camp,  alone,  elucidates  bis  crime." 


'   THE  CAMP  OF  WALLENSTEIN. 


DRABIATIS  PERSONiE. 


Sergecmt-Mtujor  \      of  a  regiment  of 
Tnuimeter^  )  Tersky's  carebiiieen. 

8harp$kooteri, 

MowUed  Tageri,  of  Hoik's  corps. 

Dragoona,  of^Batler's  regiroeut. 

Arau€lm$ier$,oi  Tiefenbaoh's  regiment. 

Ciurcusier,  of  .a  Walloon  regiment. 

Cuinu$ier,  of  a  Lombard  regiment. 

OrocUt. 

Hutant, 


JtecntU, 

CUizen, 

JPeoMcuU. 

Pea$€uU  Bop, 

Capuchin, 

RegimenkU  Sekoolmaaitr, 

Suiler-  Woman, 

ServmUGirl. 

Solditfrtr  Bog», 

MuHelani, 


(ScBNB.  —  The  Camp  before  Pilseoy  in  Bohemia.) 


SCEXB    I. 

Sutlers*  tents  —  in  /^anty  a  Slop-shop,  Soldiers  of  cUl 
colors  and  uniforms  thronging  about.  Tables  all  filled, 
Croats  ai\d  HiUans  cooking  at  a  fire,  Stitler-woman 
serving  out  wine.  Soldier-boys  throxoing  dice  on  a 
drumrhead.     Singing  heard  from  the  tent, 

JSnter  a  Peasant  and  his  Son, 

SON. 

Father,  I  fear  it  will  come  to  harm, 

So  let  U8  be  off  from  this  soldier  swarm; 

But  boist'rous  mates  will  ye  find  in  the  shoal  — 

'Twere  better  to  bolt  while  our  skins  are  whole. 

FATHER. 

How  now,  boy !  the  fellows  wont  eat  us,  though 

They  may  be  a  little  unruly,  or  so. 

See,  yonder,  arrivincf  a  stranger  train, 

Fresh  comers  arc  they  from  the  Saal  and  Mayne ; 
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Much  booty  they  bring  of  the  rarest  sort  — 
'Tja  ours,  if  we  cleverly  drive  our  Bporl. 
A  cajitain,  who  fell  by  his  comrade  s  sword, 
Thifi  pair  of  sure  dice  to  nie  transferred; 
To^oy  I'll  jaet  give  them  a  tHal  to  see  < 

If  their  knack's  as  good  as  it  used  to  be. 
You  must  play  tho  part  of  a  pitiful  devil, 
For  these  roaring  rogues,  who  so  loosely  revel. 
Are  easily  Hmootlied,  and  trieked,  au<1  flattered, 
And,  free  as  it  came,  their  gold  is  scattered. 
But  we  —  since  by  bushels  our  all  is  taken, 
By  spoonfuls  must  ladle  it  back  again ; 
And,  if  with  th«ir  swords  thoy  slash  so  highly, 
We  must  look  sharp,  boy,  ana  do  them  slyly. 

l^Sinffing  and  shouting  intht  tmt. 
Hark,  how  they  shont !    God  help  the  day  ! 
'Tis  th(^  peasant's  lii.U-  fur  ihcir  spurt  iiiii«i   pay. 
Eight  months  in  our  beds  and  stalls  have  they 
Been  swarming  here,  until  far  around 
Not  a  bird  or  a  beast  is  longer  found, 
And  the  peasant,  to  quiet  his  craving  maw. 
Has  nothmg  now  left  but  his  bones  to  gnaw. 
Ne'er  were  we  crushed  with  a  heavier  hand, 
When  the  Saxon  was  lording  it  o'er  the  land : 
And  these  are  the  Emperor's  troops,  tiiey  say ! 


From  the  kitchen  a  couple  are  coming  this  way, 
Not  much  shall  we  make  by  such  blades  as  they. 

FATHER. 

They're  bom  Itohemi.in  knaves  —  the  two  — 
Belonging  to  Terzky's  carabineers. 
Who've  lain  in  these  quarters  now  for  years; 
The  worst  are  they  of  the  worthless  crew. 
Strutting,  sw.aggering,  proud  and  vain, 
They  seem  to  think  they  may  well  disdain 
With  the  peasant  a  glass  of  his  wine  to  drain 
But,  fioft  — to  the  left  o'  the  fire  I  see 
Three  riflemen,  who  from  the  Tyrol  should  be 
Einmerick,  come,  boy,  to  them  will  we. 
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Birds  of  this  feather  'tis  luok  to  find, 

Whose  trim's  so  spruce,  and  their  purse  well  lined. 

[  They  move  towards  the  ttnt. 

Scene  II. 
The  above  —  Serffeatit-JUq/or,  TrumpeUr,  HvioM. 

TKUUPKTER. 

What  would  the  boor?    Out,  rascal,  away] 

PBABAMT. 

Some  victuals  and  drink,  worthy  masters,  I  pray, 
For  not  a  warm  morsel  we've  tasted  to  day. 

TRUKPETEB. 

Ay,  guzzle  and  guttle  —  'tis  always  the  way. 

HULAN  (Hti*^  a  fflasa). 
Not  broken  your  fast !  there  —  drink,  re  hound ! 
J7e  kads  the  peasant  to  the  tent — the  others  come  forward, 

SEBOEANT  {to  the  TVumpetcr). 
Think  ye  they've  done  it  without  good  ground  ? 
Is  it  likely  they  double  our  pay  to-day, 
Merely  that  we  may  be  jolly  and  gay  ? 

TKDMPETEK. 

Why,  the  duchess  arrives  ttvdsy,  we  know, 
Ana  her  daughter  too  — 

BEBSKANT. 

Tush  !  that's  mere  show  — 
Tia  the  troops  collected  from  other  lands 
Who  here  at  Pilsen  have  joined  our  bands  — 
We  must  do  the  beat  we  can  t'  allure  'em, 
With  plentiful  rations,  and  thus  secure  'em. 
Where  such  abiindant  fare  thoy  find, 
A  closer  league  with  us  to  bind 

TRVMFETKB. 

7est^  there's  eomething  in  the  winA. 
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SBRGBAJIT. 

Thcgencrata  and  commanders  too  — 

TRtTM  PETER. 

A  rnlLer  ominouB  diglit^  'tis  true. 

SEBIJEA.NT. 

Who'reniet  together  bo  thickly  here — 

TBUMPETER, 

Have  plenty  of  work  on  ibeir  hands,  that's  dear. 
The  wbiepering  and  eending  to  and  fro  — 

TRUMPETER.  ' 

Ay  I  Ay ! 

8SRQKAMT. 

The  big-wig  from  Vienna,  I  trow, 
Who  since  yeatorday's  seen  to  prowl  about 
In  his  golden  cliain  of  office  tliere  — 
Something's  at  the  bottom  of  this,  I'll  swear. 

TRUMPET  Kit. 

A  bloodhound  is  he  beyond  a  doubt. 
By  whom  the  duke's  to  be  hunted  out. 

SERGEANT. 

M;irk  ye  well,  man  !  — -they  doubt  us  now, 
And  they  fear  the  duke's  mysterious  brow; 
He  hath  domb  too  high  (or  them,  .ind  f.iin 
WontSlihGy  be-at  hiin  down  from  his  perch  again. 

UtMPKTEK. 

iiii  nttll  on  high  — 
■     -  id  II 


General  s  own, 
'^  trade  by  himself  alone 


MMH 
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Scene  III. 

EnJUr  Croat  with  a  necklace.  Sliarpahooterfottomng  him. 

The  above, 

SHARPSHOOTER. 

Croat,  where  stole  you  that  necklace,  say  ? 
Get  rid  of  it  man  —  for  thee  'tis  unmeet : 
Come,  take  these  pistols  in  change,  I  pray. 

CROAT. 

Nay,  nay.  Master  Shooter,  you're  trying  to  cheat. 

SHARPSHOOTER. 

Then  I'll  give  you  this  fine  blue  cap  as  well, 
A  lottery  prize  which  just  I've  won : 
Look  at  the  cut  of  it  —  quite  the  swell ! 

CROAT  {twirling  the  Necklace  in  the  Sun), 

But  this  is  of  pearls  and  of  garnets  bright, 
See,  how  it  plays  in  the  sunny  light ! 

SHARPSHOOTER  {taking  the  Necklace). 

Well,  I'll  give  you  to  boot,  my  own  canteen  — 
I'm  in  love  with  this  bauble's  beautiful  sheen. 

\^Looks  at  it. 

TRUMPETER. 

See,  now !  —  how  cleanly  the  Croat  is  done  : 
Snacks !  Master  Shooter,  and  munCs  the  word. 

CROAT  (having  put  on  the  cap). 
I  think  your  cap  is  a  smartish  one. 

8HARPsnr»oTKR  (tcinking  to  the  Trumpeter). 
Tis  a  regular  swop,  as  these  gents  have  heard. 

Scene  IV. 
77i4  a//ore.     An  Artillert/man. 

ARTILLERYMAN  (to  thc  Sergeant). 

How  is  this  I  pray,  brother  carabineer? 

Shall  we  lonirer  stay  hero,  our  fintrers  wanning. 

While  the  foe  in  the  field  around  is  swarming? 
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BBRtiEANT. 

Art  thou,  indeed,  iu  such  hasty  fret? 

Why  the  roods,  as  I  think,  are  scarce  passable  yet. 


For  me  they  are  not  —  I'ui  snug  enowgh  here  — 

But  a  courier's  coiue,  our  wits  to  waken 

With  the  precious  news  that  Hatisbon's  taken. 

TKVM  PETER. 

Ha !  then  wo  soon  shall  have  work  in  hand. 

RE  RG  BANT. 

Indeed !  to  protect  the  Bavarian's  land, 
Who  hates  the  duke,  as  we  understand. 
We  won't  put  ourselves  in  a  violent  sweat. 

AETU.LEBYMAN. 

Heyday !  —  you'll  find  you're  a  wiseacre  yet. 


The  above — Two     Yayers.       Aftenrards  Sutler-woman, 
Soldicr-boy,  SclioolnKtster,    Servant-ffirl. 

FIKST    YAOEK. 

See !  see ! 
Here  meet  we  a  jovial  company ! 

TRUMPETER. 

VVho  can  these  greencoats  be,  i  wonder, 
That  strut  so  gay  .ind  sprucely  yonder ! 

They're  the  Yagers  of  Hoik  —  and  the  lace  they  wear, 
I'll  be  sworn,  was  ne'er  purchased  at  Leipzig  fair. 

SUTLEK-WOMAN  {bringing  wiiu). 
Welcome,  good  sirs  ! 

FntST    YAfiER. 

Zounds,  how  now? 
Gustel  of  Blasewitz  here,  I  vow ! 
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f^  SUTLBB-WOHAir. 

tke  same  in  sooth  — and  yoa  I  know, 

Are  the  tanky  Peter  of  Itzeho: 

Who  at  GlQckstadt  once,  in  revelling  nizht. 

With  the  wags  of  our  regiment,  pat  to  flight 

All  his  father  8  Bhinere  —  then  crowned  the  fan  — 

FIKST  YAQEB. 

By  changing  his  pen  for  a  rifle-gon. 

SUTLKB-WOMAN. 

We're  old  acquaintance,  then,  'tis  clear. 

FIRST  YAGKE. 

And  to  think  we  should  meet  in  Bohemia  here  I 

aUTLBB-WOMAN. 

Oh,  here  to-day  —  to-morrow  yonder  — 
As  the  rude  war-broom,  in  restless  trace, 
Scatters  and  sweeps  ub  from  place  to  place. 
Meanwhile  I've  been  doomed  far  round  to  wander. 

FIBST   YA6KB. 

So  one  would  think,  by  the  look  of  your  face. 

SUTLER-WOMAN. 

Up  the  country  I've  rambled  to  Temsewar, 
Whitlier  I  went  with  the  bagg^e^car, 
When  Mansfcld  before  ub  we  chased  away ; 
With  the  duke  near  Stralsund  next  we  lay. 
Where  trade  went  all  to  pot,  I  may  say, 
I  jogged  with  the  succors  to  Mantua ; 
And  back  again  came,  under  Feria : 
Then,  joining  a  Spanish  regiment, 
I  took  a  short  cut  across  to  Qhent ; 
And  now  to  Bohemia  I'm  come  to  get 
Old  scores  paid  off,  that  are  standing  yet, 
If  a  helping  hand  by  the  duke  be  lent  — 
And  yonder  you  see  my  sutler's  tent. 

FIRST   YAUKE. 

Well,  all  things  seem  in  a  flourishing  way, 

But  what  have  you  done  with  the  Scotchman,  say. 

Who  once  in  the  camp  was  your  constant  Same  f 
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SUTLBB-WUMAM. 

A  viUaio,  who  tricked  me  clean,  that  same 
He  bolted,  ami  look  to  hiiiiaclf  whatever 
I'd  managed  to  ecraiie  together,  or  spare. 
Leaving  me  naught  out  the  urchin  there. 
soLDraa-BOY  (springing  forward). 
Mother,  is  it  my  papa  you  name  ? 

FIRST   YAGKR. 

Well,  the  emperor  now  must  father  this  elf, 
For  the  army  must  ever  recruit  itself. 

SCHOOLMASTER. 

Forth  to  the  sohool,  yo  rogue  —  d'ye  hear  ? 

FIRST  YAOKR. 

ric,  too,  of  a  narruw  rnom  lias  fear. 

SERVANT  GIRL  (Clilcriltg). 

Aunt,  they'll  bo  off. 

SUTLKR-WOMAN. 

I  come  apace. 

FIRST    YAGER. 

What  gypsy  is  that  with  the  roguish  face  ? 

SUTLKIl-WOMAN. 

My  sister's  child  from  the  south,  is  she. 

FIRST   YAGER. 

■Ay,  ^y,  a  sweet  little  niece  —  1  see. 

SKcoND  YASER  (holding  the  girl). 
Softly,  my  pretty  one!  stay  with  nic. 

GULL. 

The  cuBtomcre  wait,  sir,  and  I  must  <io. 

[DintiigagM  herself,  and  exit. 

FIRST   YAGER, 

That  maiden's  a  dainty  morsel,  I  trow! 
And  her  aunt —  by  heaven  !  I  mind  me  well, 
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When  the  best  of  the  regiment  loved  her  so, 
To  blows  for  her  beautiful  fuce  they  fell. 
What  diifcrent  folks  one's  doomed  to  knowl 
How  time  glows  off  with  a  ceasless  flow  ! 
And  what  sightB  as  yet  we  may  live  to  see  ! 

(  To  the  Sergeant  and  Trumpeter.) 
Your  health,  good  sirs,  may  we  be  free, 
A  seat  heside  you  here  to  take  ? 


Scene  VI. 
The  Yagers,  Sergeant,  and  Trumpeter, 

BEBGKANT. 


FIRST   YAGKn. 

Snug  enough  here ! 
In  the  land  of  the  foe  our  quarters  were  queer, 

TKUUPETEB. 

You  haven't  the  look  on't  —  you're  spruce  to  view. 

SEKIJEANT. 

Ay,  faith,  on  the  Saal,  and  in  Meissen,  too, 
Your  praises  are  heard  from  the  lips  of  few. 

SECOND  TAQKE. 

Tosh,  man  !  why,  what  the  plague  d'ye  mean  ? 
The  Croat  had  swept  the  fields  so  clean. 
There  was  little  or  nothing  for  us  to  glean. 

TBUMPETKR. 

Yet  yonr  pointed  collar  is  clean  and  sightly, 
And,"  then,  vour  hose  that  sit  so  tightly  ! 
Your  linen  so  fine,  with  the  hat  and  feather, 
Make  a  show  of  smartDcss  altogether ! 
(To  Sergeant.) 

That  fortune  should  upon  younkers  shine  — 
While  nothing  in  your  way  comes,  or  mine. 
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SERGSANT. 

Bnt  then  we're  the  Friedlander'a  regiment 
And,  tliUB,  rasy  honor  and  homage  claim. 

FIRST    rAGRR, 

For  08,  now,  that's  no  great  compliment, 
We,  alao,  bear  the  Fried  lander's  name. 


1 


SERGE  AST. 

Trae —  you  form  part  of  the  general  mass. 

FIRST   YAGER. 

And  Toa,  I  Riippose,  are  a  separate  class  1 
The  difference  lies  in  the  coats  we  wear, 
And  1  have  no  wish  to  change  with  you  there  1 


Sir  Yager,  I  can't  but  with  pity  melt, 

When  I  think  how  much  among  boors  you've  dwelL 

The  clever  knack  and  the  projwr  tone, 

Are  caught  by  the  general  s  side  alone. 


Then  the  lesson  is  wof ully  thrown  away,  — 
How  he  hawks  and  spits,  indci'd,  I  may  say 
You've  copied  and  caiii;ht  in  the  cleverest  way; 
But  his  spirit,  his  frcniuB — oh,  these  1  ween. 
On  your  guard  i>ar!»ile  are  but  seldom  seen. 

SECOND    YAOER. 

Wliy,  zounds!  ask  for  us  wherever  vou  will, 
Friedland's  wild  hunt  is  our  title  still ! 
Never  shaming  the  name,  all  undaunted  we  go 
Alike  through  the  field  of  a  friend,  or  a  foe; 
Through  thu  risinir  stalk,  or  llie  vellow  corn. 
Well  know  they  the  blast  of  Hoik's  Yager  horn. 
In  the  flash  of  an  eye,  we  are  far  or  near, 
Swift  as  the  deluge,  or  there  or  here  — 
As  at  midnight  dark,  when  the  flames  outbreak 
In  the  silent  dwelling  where  none  awake; 
Vain  is  the  hope  in  weapons  or  flight, 
Nor  order  nor  discipline  thwart  its  might. 


WaLlenstein's  camp.  l23 

Then  straggles  the  maid  in  our  sinewy  anns, 
But  war  hath  no  pity,  and  scorns  alarms. 
Go,  ask  —  I  BpeaK  not  with  boastful  tongue  — 
Id  Bareuth,  Westphalia,  Voigtland,  where'er 
Our  troops  have  traversed — go,  ask  them  there- 
Children  and  children's  children  long. 
When  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  years  are  o'er, 
Of  Hoik  will  tell  and  his  Yager  corps. 

SERGEANT. 

Why,  hark  I     Must  a  soldier  then  be  made 
By  driving  this  riotous,  roaring  trade  I 
"fis  drilling  that  makes  him,  skill  and  sense — 
Perception  — thought  —  intelligence. 

FIRST  YAGER. 

Tis  liberty  makes  him !     Here's  a  fuss ! 
That  I  should  such  twaddle  as  this  discuss. 
Was  it  for  this  that  I  left  the  school  P 
That  the  scribbling  desk,  and  the  slavish  rule, 
And  the  narrow  walls,  that  our  spirits  cramp, 
Should  be  met  with  again  tn  the  midst  of  the  camp? 
No  !  Idle  and  heedleaa,  I'll  take  my  way, 
Hunting  for  novelty  every  day ; 
Trust  to  the  moment  with  dauntless  mind. 
And  give  not  a  glance  or  before  or  behind. 
For  this  to  the  emperor  I  sold  my  hide. 
That  no  other  care  I  might  have  to  bide. 
Through  the  foe's  fierce  firing  bid  me  ride. 
Through  fathondess  Rhine,  in  his  roaring  flow. 
Where  ev'ry  third  man  to  the  devil  may  go. 
At  no  bar  will  you  find  me  boggling  there ; 
But,  farther  than  this,  'tis  my  special  prayer, 
That  I  may  not  be  bothered  with  aught  like  care. 

SERGEANT. 

If  this  be  your  wish,  you  needn't  lack  it, 
'Tis  granted  to  all  with  the  soldier's  jacket. 

FIRST  TAGSR. 

What  a  fuss  and  a  bother,  forsooth,  was  made 
By  that  man-tormentor,  Gustavus,  the  Swede, 
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i  Whose  camp  was  a  church,  where  prayers  were  said 
At  TDomiiig  reveille  and  evening  tattoo ; 
And,  whenever  it  chanced  thai  we  frUky  grew, 
A  eermon  himself  from  the  saddle  he'd  read. 


Ay,  that  was  a  man  with  the  fear  of  God. 


Girla  he  detested  ;  and  what's  rather  odd, 

If  caught  with  a  wench  you  in  wedlock  were  tacke< 

I  could  stand  it  no  longer,  so  oEf  I  packed. 

SKKtiBANT. 

Their  discipline  now  haa  a  trifle  slacked. 

Well,  next  to  the  League  I  rode  over  ;  their  men 
Were  mustering  in  hnste  against  Magduburg  then. 
Ila !  that  was  another  guess  sort  of  a  thing! 
In  frolic  and  fun  we'd  a  glorious  swing  ; 
With  gaming,  and  drinking,  and  girls  at  call, 
I'faith,  sirs,  our  e]>ort  was  by  no  means  small. 
Kor  Tilly  knew  how  to  command,  that's  plain; 
He  held  himself  in  but  gave  us  the  rein  ; 
And,  long  as  he  hadn't  the  bother  of  paying, 
"  Live  and  let  live ! "  was  the  general's  saying. 
But  fortune  soon  gave  him  the  sli|i;  anrl  m-'er 
Since  the  day  of  that  villanous  Letpxig  affair 
Would  angbt  go  aright.     "I'was  of  little  avail 
That  we  tried;  fur  our  |.I,iiis  were  sure  tn  fail. 
If  now  we  drew  nigli  ;uid  Laj,|ie.l  :U  llie  door. 
No  greeting  riw:iileil,  'twas  <>])eiied  Tio  more; 
From  place  t()  place  we  went  sneriking  about, 
And  found  that  Ibeir  slock  of  respect  was  out; 
Then  touched  I  the  Saxon  bounty,  and  thought 
Their  service  with  fortune  must  needs  be  fraught, 

SEKUEANT. 

You  joined  them  then  just  in  the  nick  to  share 
Bolniiuia'a  plunder? 
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I'd  small  luck  there. 
Strict  duciplino  sternly  ruled  the  day, 
Nor  dared  we  a  foeman'a  force  display ; 
They  set  us  to  guard  the  imperial  forts, 
And  plagued  us  all  witli  the  farce  of  the  courts. 
War  tliey  waged  as  .1  jest  'twere  thought  — 
And  but  half  a  heart  to  the  business  brought, 
They  would  break  with  none ;  and  thus  'twas  plun 
Small  honor  among  thcni  could  a  soldier  gain. 
So  heartily  sick  in  the  end  grew  I 
That  ray  mind  was  the  desk  again  to  try; 
When  suddenly,  rattling  near  and  far. 
The  Friedlander's  drum  was  beard  to  war. 

SBOaBANT. 

And  how  long  here  may  you 

FIRST  yag: 
You  jest,  man.     So  long  as  Ae  beai  .,^ 
By  my  soul !  not  a  thought  of  chang? 
Where  better  than  here  could  the  soldier  lie? 
Here  the  true  fashion  of  war  is  found. 
And  the  cut  of  power's  on  all  things  round  ; 
While  the  spirit  whereby  the  movement's  given 
Mightily  stirs,  like  the  winds  of  heaven, 
The  meanest  trooper  in  all  the  throng. 


As  our  general  does  on  the  prince's  head. 

As  'twas  in  the  times  of  old  'tis  now, 

The  sword  is  the  sceptre,  and  all  must  bow. 

One  crime  alone  can  I  understand. 

And  that's  to  oppose  the  word  of  command. 

What's  not  forbidden  to  do  make  bold, 

And  none  will  ask  you  what  creed  you  hold. 

Of  just  two  things  in  this  world  I  wot, 

What  belongs  to  the  army  and  what  does  not, 

To  the  banner  alone  is  my  service  brought. 


eail^PPFay, 
hangeTiave  I; 
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BEBGKANT. 

Thus,  Yager,  I  like  thee  —  thou  speakeBt,  I  vow, 
With  the  tooe  of  a  Friedland  trooper  now. 

FIRST   VAQEB. 

'Tis  not  ae  an  oiBce  he  holds  command, 
Or  a  power  received  from  the  einperor'a  hand ; 
For  the  emperor's  service  what  should  he  care, 
What  better  for  him  does  the  emperor  fare  ? 
With  the  mighty  power  he  wields  at  will. 
Has  ever  he  shcltcrpd  the  land  from  ill? 
No;  a  soldier-kingdom  he  seeks  to  raise, 
And  for  this  would  set  the  world  in  n  blaze, 
Daring  to  risk  and  to  compass  ail 


Huali  —  whs^all  such  words  as  these  let  fall  ? 

PIKsr   Y.\r;Kii. 
Whatever  I  Uiink  may  be  said  by  me. 
For  the  generftl  tell«  us  the  wortf  is  free. 

skri3ka:jt. 
True  —  that  he  said  so  I  fully  agree, 
I  was  standing  by.     "  The  word  is  free  — 
The  deed  is  dumb  —  obedience  blind  !  " 
His  very  words  I  can  call  to  inind, 

I  know  not  if  those  were  his  words  or  no, 
But  he  said  the  thing,  and  'tis  even  so. 

RKCONI>    YAOER. 

Victory  noVr  will  his  flag  forsake, 

Though  she's  apt  from  others  a  turn  to  tike : 

Old  Tilly  outlived  his  fatoe's  decline. 

But  under  the  bntiner  of  Wallenstein, 

There  am  I  certain  that  victory'  s  mine  ! 

Fortune  is  spell-bound  to  him,  and  nmst  yield  ; 

Whoe'er  under  Friedland  shall  take  the  field 

Is  sure  of  a  supernatural  shield  : 

For,  as  all  the  world  is  aware  full  well. 

The  duke  has  a  devil  in  hire  from  hell. 
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SBBGBAITT. 

Id  truth  that  he's  charmed  is  past  a  doubt, 
For  we  know  how,  at  Lfltzen's  bloody  affair, 
Where  firing  was  thickest  he  still  was  there, 
As  ooolly  as  might  be,  sirs,  riding  about. 
The  hat  on  his  head  was  shot  thro'  aud  thro', 
Id  coat  and  boots  the  bullets  that  flew 
Left  traces  full  clear  to  all  men's  view ; 
But  none  got  so  far  as  to  scratch  oS  his  skin, 
For  the  ointment  of  hell  was  too  well  rubbed  in. 

FIRST   YAOER. 

What  wonders  so  strange  can  you  all  see  there? 
An  elk-^kin  jacket  he  happens  to  wear. 
And  through  it  the  bullets  can  make  no  way. 


'Tis  an  ointment  of  witches'  herbs,  I  say, 
Kneaded  and  cooked  by  unholy  spell. 

TBUMPBTEB. 

No  doubt  'tis  the  work  of  the  powers  of  hell. 

SERGEANT. 

That  he  reads  in  the  stars  we  also  hear. 
Where  the  future  he  sees  —  distant  or  near  — 
But  1  know  better  the  truth  of  the  case : 
A  little  gray  man,  at  the  dead  of  night, 
Through  hotted  doors  to  him  will  pace  — 
The  sentinels  ofl  have  hailed  the  s^ht, 
And  somethini^  great  was  sure  to  be  nigh. 
When  this  little  gray-coat  had  glided  by. 

FIRST  YAGER. 

Ay,  ay,  he's  sold  himself  to  the  devil. 
Wherefore,  my  lads,  let's  feast  and  revel. 
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Scene  VII. 
77(e  above — Recruit,  GiUzai,  Dragiton. 
(  7%e  Jiecmfl  atloances  from  the  tent,  wmring  a  tin  cap 
his  /lead,  unci  carryini/  a  witie-Jta»k.) 


1 


ti  good-by  —  I'm  a  BoiJier  now. 

FIB8T    YA<1KE. 

See,  yoiiiicr  they're  bringing  us  soinetbiug  new, 

Oh,  Franz,  remember,  tliis  day  you'll  rue. 
BECBDIT  («in^). 

The  ^rum  and  the  fife, 
War's  r:ittlin- tlirony, 

And  a  waiuiering  life 
The  world  along ! 

Swift  steeil  —  and  a  hand 

To  curt>  and  command  — 

With  a  blade  by  the  si.Ic, 

Wf'rc  off  far  and  widi'. 

As  jolly  and  free, 

As  the  finch  in  its  glee, 

On  thicket  or  tree, 

Under  heaven's  wide  hollow  — 
Hurrah  !  for  the  Kriodlander's  banner  I'll  follow ! 

Foregad!  a  jolly  companion,  thoni;h. 

■  [7V<f//  .-"i/'ilff  'lit/). 

CITIZKN-, 

He  comes  of  good  kin ;  now  pray  h't  liiin  go. 

FlUST    YAr.KIS. 

And  we  wem't  found  in  the  streets  you  must  know. 


I  tell  yon  his  wealth  is  a  plentiful  stock ; 

Just  feel  the  fine  stuff  that  he  wears  for  a  frock. 


rrafrr* 
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TRITMPBTEB. 

The  emperor's  coat  is  the  best  he  can  wear. 

cmzBN. 
To  a  cap  manufactory  he  is  the  heir. 

SECOND    YAQBB. 

The  will  of  a  man  is  his  fortune  alone. 

CITIZEN. 

His  grandmother's  shop  will  soon  be  his  own. 

FIRST    YAGER. 

Pish !  traffic  in  matches !  who  would  do 't  ? 

CITIZEN. 

A  wine-shop  his  grandfather  leaves,  to  boot, 
A  cellar  with  twenty  casks  of  wine. 

TRUMPETER. 

These  with  his  comrades  he'll  surely  share. 

SECOND    YAGER. 

Hark  ye,  lad  —  be  a  camp-brother  of  mine. 

CITIZEN. 

A  bride  he  leaves  sitting,  in  tears,  apart. 

FIRST    YAGER. 

Good  —  that  now's  a  proof  of  an  iron  heart. 

CITIZEN. 

His  grandmother's  sure  to  die  with  sorrow. 

SECOND    YAGER. 

The  better  —  for  then  he'll  inherit  to-morrow. 

SERGEANT  (ttdvafices  gravdy^  and  lays  his  /umd  on  the 

HecruWs  tin  cap). 

The  matter  no  doubt  you  have  duly  weighed, 
And  here  a  new  man  of  yourself  have  made ; 
With  hanger  and  helm,  sir,  you  now  belong 
To  a  nobler  and  more  distinguished  throng. 
Thus,  a  loftier  spirit  'twere  well  to  uphold  — 
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And,  epecially,  never  be  sparing  of  gold. 

SEBUEANT. 

In  Fortune's  Bhip,  with  an  onward  gale, 

My  friend,  you  have  made  up  your  miud  to  sail. 

The  earth-ball  is  open  before  you  —  yet  there 

Naught's  to  be  gained,  but  by  those  who  dare. 

Stupid  and  sluggish   your  citizen's  found, 

Like  a  dyer's  dull  jade,  in  his  ceaseless  round. 

While  the  soldier  can  be  whatever  he  will, 

For  war  o'er  the  earth  ia  the  watchword  still. 

JuBt  look  now  at  me,  and  the  coat  I  wear, 

You  see  that  the  emperor's  baton  I  bear  — 

And  all  good  government,  over  the  earth, 

You  must  know  from  the  baton  alone  has  birth ; 

Kor  \hc  scei-Crc  that's  sw:iy<'il  by  the  kingly  hand 

Is  naught  but  a  baton,  we  nnderstaQd. 

And  he  who  has  corporal's  rank  obtained, 

Stands  on  the  ladder  where  all's  to  be  gained, 

And  you,  like  another,  may  mount  to  that  boigbt  — 

FIRST    YACER. 

Provided  you  can  but  read  and  write. 

SERQEAST. 

Now,  hark  to  an  instance  of  this  from  me, 
And  one,  which  I've  lived  myself  to  see  : 
There's  Butler,  the  chief  of  dragoons,  why  he. 
Whose  rank  was  not  higher  a  whit  than  mine. 
Some  thirty  years  since,  at  Cologne  on  Rhine, 
Is  a  major-general  now  — because 
He  put  himself  forward  and  gained  applause; 
Filling  the  world  with  his  martial  fame, 
While  slept  my  merits  without  a  name. 
And  even  the  Fried  lander's  self  —  I've  heard  — 
Our  general  and  all-commanding  lord. 
Who  now  can  do  what  he  will  at  a  word. 
Had  at  first  but  a  private  squire's  degree; 
In  the  goddess  of  war  yet  trusting  free, 
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He  reared  the  greatness  which  now  70a  see. 
And,  after  the  emperor,  next  is  he. 
Who  knows  what  more  he  ma^  mean  or  get? 
(/SZy/y.)  For  all-day's  evening  isn't  come  yet. 

FIBST   YAGEB. 

He  was  little  at  first,  though  now  so  great  — 

For  at  Altorf,  in  student's  gown  he  played 

By  your  leave,  the  part  of  a  roaring  blade, 

Andf  rattled  away  at  a  queerish  rate. 

His  fag  he  had  well  nigh  killed  by  a  blow, 

And  their  Nur'mburg  worships  swore  he  shotdd  go 

To  jail  for  his  pains  —  if  he  liked  it  or  no. 

'Twas  a  new-built  nest  to  be  christened  by  him 

Who  first  should  be  lodged.  Well,  what  was  his  whim  ? 

Why,  he  sent  his  dog  forward  to  lead  the  way. 

And  they  call  the  jail  from  the  dog  to  this  day. 

That  was  the  game  a  brave  fellow  should  play. 

And  of  all  the  great  deeds  of  the  general,  none 

E'er  tickled  ray  fancy,  like  this  one. 

\I>uring  this  speech^  the  second  Yager  hcts  begun 
toying  with  the  girl  who  has  been  in  waiting.^ 

DBAGOON  (stepping  between  them). 
Comrade  —  give  over  this  sport,  I  pray. 

SECOND    YAGEB. 

Why,  who  the  devil  shall  say  me  nay ! 

DRAGOON. 

I've  only  to  tell  you  the  girl's  my  own. 

FIRST    YAGER. 

Such  a  morsel  as  this,  for  himself  alone  !  — 
Dragoon,  why  say,  art  thou  crazy  grown  ? 

SECOND     YAGEB. 

In  the  camp  to  be  keeping  a  wench  for  one ! 
No  !  the  light  of  a  pretty  girl's  face  must  fall, 
like  the  beams  of  the  sun,  to  gladden  us  all. 

{JSisses  her.) 
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fDKAGOON  (Ceara  her  away). 
I  tell  you  again,  that  it  slian't  be  done. 

FIBST    YAGEB. 

1    The  pipers  arc  coming,  lads  1  now  for  fun  I 

SECOND   YAGKB  ((o  Dragoon). 

I  shan't  be  far  off,  shouid  you  look  for  me. 

S  BROS  A  NT. 

I  Peace,  my  good  fellowa !  —  a  kisa  goes  free. 

Scene  VIII. 

Whiter  Miners,  atul  pUiy  a  vmltz  —  a(  jiritt  glmnly,   and 

k      qftenoanU  imickrr.     Tiie  Jirat  Yager  dances  with  t/ui 

I     girl,  the  BuUer-woman  ynth  the  recmil.   Tlie  i/irt  tjirittgn 

'      aicay,  and  the  Yoffer,  ptiraitinff  Aer,  sekea  hold  of  a 

Cupui:hin  Friar  jiiitt  eiiteriifj. 

CArUClllN. 

Hurrah!  halloo!  tol,  lol,  de  rol,  lo ! 

The  fun's  at  its  height !  I'll  not  be  away  ! 

Is't  an  army  of  Christians  thnt  join  in  such  works  ? 

Or  are  wc  all  turned  Anabaptists  and  Turks  ? 

Is  tho  Sabbath  a  day  for  this  sport  in  tlic  land, 

As  though  the  great  God  had  the  gout  in  his  hand. 

And  thus  couldn't  smite  in  the  midst  of  your  band  ? 

Say,  is  this  a  time  for  your  revelling  shouts, 

For  your  banquetings,  feasts,  and  holiday  bouts  ? 

Quid  hie  atatia  olioai/  declare 

Why,  folding  your  anus,  stand  ye  lazily  there? 

While  tlie  furies  of  war  on  the  Danube  now  fare 

And  Bavaria's  bulwark  is  lying  full  low, 

And  Ratisbon's  fast  in  the  clutch  of  tho  foe. 

Yet,  the  army  lies  here  in  Bohemia  still. 

And  cariitg  for  naught,  so  their  paunches  they  fill  t 

Bottles  far  rather  than  battles  you'll  get, 

And  your  bills  than  your  broad-swords  more  readily  wet ; 

With  the  wenches,  I  ween,  is  yorir  dearest  concern. 

And  you'd  rather  roast  oxen  than  Oxenstfrrn. 

In  sackcloth  and  ashes  while  Christendom's  grieving, 

No  thought  has  the  soldier  his  guzalo  of  leaving. 
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"Tis  a  time  of  misery,  groaoe,  and  teara  ! 
Portentous  the  face  of  the  heavens  appears  t 
And  forth  from  the  clouds  behold  blood-red, 
The  Lord's  war-mantle  is  downward  spread  — 
While  the  comet  ts  thrust  as  a  threatening  rod. 
From  the  window  of  heaven  by  the  hand  of  God. 
Tbe  world  is  but  oue  vaat  house  of  woe. 
The  ark  of  the  church  stems  a  bloody  flow, 
The  Holy  Empire  —  God  help  the  same  1 
Has  wretchedly  sunk  to  a  hollow  name. 
The  Rhine's  gay  stream  has  a  gory  gleam. 
The  cloister's  nests  are  robbed  by  roysters ; 
The  church-lands  now  are  changed  to  lurch-lands ; 
Abbacies,  and  all  other  holy  foundations     - 
Now  are  but  robbor-sees  — rogues'  habitations. 
And  thus  is  each  once-blest  German  state, 
Deep  sunk  in  the  gloom  of  the  desolate  1 
Whence  comes  all  this?    Oh,  that  will  I  tell  — 
It  conies  of  ^our  doings,  of  sin,  and  of  bell ; 
Of  the  horrible,  heathenish  lives  ye  lead, 
Soldiers  and  officers,  all  of  a  breed. 
For  sin  is  tlie  magnet,  on  every  hand. 
That  draws  your  steel  throughout  the  land] 
As  the  onion  causes  the  tear  to  flow. 
So  vice  must  ever  be  followed  by  woe  — 
The  W  duly  succeeds  the  V, 
This  is  the  order  of  A,  B,  C. 
VU  eril  \}icti>ri<B  apes, 
Si  offenditur  I>eua  f  which  says. 
How,  pray  ye,  shall  victory  e'er  come  to  pass, 
If  thus  you  play  truant  from  sermon  and  mass. 
And  do  nothing  but  lazily  loll  o'er  the  glass? 
The  woman,  we're  told  in  the  Testament, 
Found  the  penny  in  search  whereof  slie  went. 
Saul  niet  with  his  father's  asses  n^ain. 
And  Joseph  his  precious  fraternal  train. 
But  he,  who  'mong  soldiers  shall  hope  to  see 
God's  fear,  or  shame,  or  discipline —  he 
From  his  toil,  beyond  doubt,  will  baffled  return. 
Though  a  hundred  lamps  in  tbe  search  he  bum- 
To  the  wilderness  preacher,  th'  Evangelist  says, 
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The  soldiers,  loo,  thronged  to  repent  of  their  ways, 

And  had  themselveB  christened  in  former  days. 

^Mirf  fitciemua  noa  f  they  aaid  : 

Toward  Abraham's  bosom  vhat  path  must  we  tread 

Et  ait  iUif,  and,  said  he, 

Nhninem  coHCiitiatig ; 

From  botlier  and  wrongs  leave  your  neighbors  free. 

Ifegiie  calumniamfaciatiB  ; 

And  deal  nor  in  slander  nor  lies,  d'yo  see  t 

Contenti  estate  —  content  ye,  pray, 

Stipendiie  oeatria — with  your  pay  — 

And  curse  forever  each  cVil  way. 

There  is  a  command  —  thon  shalt  not  utter 

The  name  of  the  Lord  thy  God  in  vnin  ; 

Bui,  whore  is  it  men  moat  blasphemies  mutter 

Why  here,  tn  Dutce  Friedland's  headquarters,  'tis  pl^ 

If  for  every  thunder,  and  every  Mast, 

Wiiich  blaz.ing  yo  from  your  tonj^tio-points  cast. 

The  bells  weru  but  ning,  in  the  country  mund. 

Not  a  bellman,  I  ween,  would  there  soan  be  found  ; 

And  if  for  each  and  every  ntdioty  prayer 

Which  to  vont  fi-om  your  jabberintj  jawH  you  dare. 

From  j-our  noddles  wei'u  pbicked  but  the  smallest  hair, 

Ev'ry  crop  would  be  smoothed  ere  llie  sun  went  down. 

Though  at  morn  'twere  as  bnahy  as  Absalom's  crown. 

Now,  Joshua,  luethinkH,  was  a  soldier  as  wHI  — 

By  the  arm  of  Kin^'  David  Uie  PItilistinu  fell  ; 

Hut  where  do  we  fiu.l  it  ivrittcii.  I  pray. 

That  they  ever  hlasphoiufd  In  this  villanotis  way? 

One  would  think  ye  need  strclch  your  jaws  no  more. 

To  cry,  "{4o.l  help  us  !  "  than  "  Zounds  !  "  to  roar. 

But,  by  the  liquor  that's  poured  in  the  citsk,  we  know 

With  what  it  will  bjd.hle  uikI  overflow. 

Ag.iin,  it  is  written  —  llioti  sii.ilt  not  steal, 

And  this  yon  follow,  i'faith !  to  the  letter. 

For  open-faced  robbery  suits  ye  better. 

The  gripe  of  your  vulture  claws  you  fix 

On  aj]  —  and  your  wiles  .ind  r.iseally  tricks 

Make  the  gold  unhiil  in  our  coffers  now. 

And  the  calf  unsafe  while  yet  in  tlie  eow  — 

Ye  take  both  the  egg  and  the  hen,  I  vow. 
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ConUnti  eatote  —  the  preaoher  said  ; 

Which  mesas  —  be  oontent  with  your  army  bread. 

But  how  should  the  slaves  not  from  duty  swerve? 

The  mischief  begins  with  the  lord  they  serve. 

Just  like  the  members  bo  is  the  head. 

I  should  like  to  know  who  can  tell  me  his  creed. 

FIRST   TAOER. 

Sir  priest,  'gainst  ourselves  rail  on  as  yon  will  — 
Of  the  general  we  warn  you  to  breathe  no  ilL 


Ne  custodias  gregem  meant  I 

An  Ahab  is  he,  and  a  Jerobeam, 

Who  the  people  from  faith's  unerring  way, 

To  the  worship  of  idols  would  turn  astray, 

TEUMPKTKtt  a/trf  EECEUIT. 

Let  US  not  hear  that  again,  we  pray. 

CAPUCHIN. 

Such  a  Braraarbas,  whose  iron  tooth 

Would  seize  all  the  strongholds  of  earth  forsooth  t 

Did  he  not  boast,  with  ungodly  tongue, 

That  Stralsund  must  needs  to  his  g^asp  be  wrung, 

Though  to  heaven  itself  with  a  chain  twere  strung? 

TBITHPKTBB. 

Will  none  put  a  stop  to  his  slanderous  bawl  ? 

CAPDCHIN. 

A  wizard  he  is  !  —  and  a  sorcerer  Saul  I  — 
Holofemes !  -•-  a  Jehu !  —  denying,  we  know, 
.  Like  St.  Peter,  hia  Master  and  Lord  below  ; 
And  hence  must  he  quail  when  the  cock  doth  crow  — 

BOTH   TAQBBB. 

Mow,  parson,  prepare ;  for  thy  doom  is  nigh. 

CAPCCHIN. 

A  fox  more  cunning  than  Herod,  I  trow  — 
TBtJHPKTER  and  both  taqeeb  (pretting  againtt  him). 
Silence,  again,  —  if  thou  wonldst  not  die  1 
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s  {inter/er\H<i). 
Stick  to  it,  father;  we'll  aliield  yon,  ne'er  f^ar; 
The  close  of  your  preachment  now  let's  hear. 

CAPOCBIN  {still  loutier). 
A  Nebuchadnezzar  in  towering  pride  I 
And  a  vile  and  heretic  sinner  beside ! 
He  calls  himself  rightly  the  atone  of  a  wall; 
For,  faith  !  he's  a  stumbling-stone  to  uh  all. 
And  ne'er  can  the  emperor  have  peace  indeed, 
Till  of  Friedland  himself  the  land  is  freed. 

\^Duritig  the  last  pasnoffe,  ir/u'ch  he  pronowic&i  in 
an  elevated  voice,  he  hint  b^ti  graduiiUy  retreat- 
ing, the  Croats  keeping  the  other  aoldien  <^. 

soKNB  or.  ^1 

The  above,  withoia  the  Capuchin. 
FIRST  YAGEK  {to  the  Scrgciinl'). 
But,  tell  us,  what  meant  he  about  chanticleer; 
Whose  crowing  the  general  dares  not  hear? 
No  doubt  it  was  uttered  in  s])ite  and  scorn. 

SERGEANT. 

Listen  —  'tis  not  so  untrue  as  it  appears ; 
For  Friedland  w.is  rather  mysteriously  born, 
And  is 'specially  troubled,  with  ticklish  cars; 
He  can  never  suffer  the  mew  of  a  cat; 
And  when  the  cock  crows  he  starts  thereat. 


SERliRANT. 

Mouse-Still  must  all  around  him  creep. 
Strict  watch  in  this  the  sentinels  keep. 
For  he  ponders  on  matters  most  grave  and  deep. 

[  Voices  in  (he  tent.     A  tumiUl. 
Seize  the  rascal  1  lay  on  !  lay  on  ! 
peasant's  voice. 
Help!  —  mercy!  —  help  ! 


■>^»    .  — ^.,-  -  ■-  — —  .k    •«• 
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OTHBB8. 

Peace  I  peace!  begone! 

FIB6T  YAOBB. 

Deuce  take  me»  bat  yonder  the  swords  are  out  I 

BBCOND   TA6EB. 

Then  I  mast  be  off,  and  see  what  'tis  about. 

[  Yagers  enter  the  tent, 

suTLEB-woMAN  {comes  foTward), 
A  scandalous  villain !  —  a  scurvy  thief ! 

TBUMPBTBB. 

Good  hostess,  the  cause  of  this  clamorous  grief  ? 

SUTLEB-WOMAN. 

A  cut-purse  I  a  scoundrel !  the  villain  I  call. 
That  the  like  in  my  tent  should  ever  befall ! 
I'm  disgraced  and  undone  with  the  officers  all. 

SERGEANT. 

Well,  coz,  what  is  it  ? 

SUTLER-WOMAN. 

Why,  what  should  it  be  ? 
But  a  peasant  they've  taken  just  now  with  me  — 
A  rogue  with  false  dice,  to  favor  his  play. 

TRUMPETSB. 

See  I  they're  bringing  the  boor  and  his  son  this  way. 

Scene  X. 
Soldiers  dragging  in  thepeasant^  bound. 

FIBST  YAGEB. 

He  must  hang ! 

SHABPSHOOTERS  and  DBAGOONS. 

To  the  provost,  come  on ! 

SEBGEANT. 

'Tis  the  latest  order  that  forth  has  gone. 
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SUTLBB-WOMAX. 

In  an  hour  I  hope  to  behold  him  swinging  J 

BERGEAKT. 

Bad  work  bad  wages  will  needs  be  bringing. 

FiKST  AKijuif BUSIER  (lo  iht  others). 
This  eome«  of  their  dtigperation.     We 
Fint  ruin  them  out  and  out,  d'ye  see ; 
Which  tempts  them  to  Hteol,  as  it  seems  to  rae. 

TRrUPKTEK. 

How  now  !  the  rascal's  cause  would  you  plead  ? 
The  cur !  the  devil  is  in  you  indeed  ! 

riRST  ARtjUSBDBIKB. 

The  boor  is  a  man  —  as  a  body  may  say. 
TiRflT  YAGBB  (('*  the  TViimpftcr). 
Let  'em  go  !  they're  of  Tiefenbach's  corps,  the  railers, 
A  glorious  train  of  glovers  anil  tailors! 
At  Brieg,  in  garrison,  long  they  lay ; 
What  should  they  know  about  camps,  I  pray  f 

Scene    XL 
Tlie  above.  —  Vuirassiera. 

PIBST   CUIKASSIKE. 

Peace !  what's  amiss  with  the  boor,  may  I  crave  ? 

FIRST   SHARPSIIOOTKU. 

He  has  cheated  at  play,  the  cozening  knave ! 

FIRST    CUIRASSIER. 

But  say,  has  he  cheated  yoii,  man,  of  aught  ? 

FIRST   8RARPHO0TER. 

Just  cleaned  me  out  —  and  not  left  me  a  groat. 

FIRST   criRASSlER. 

And  can  you,  who've  the  rank  of  a  Friedland  man, 

So  sliaraefully  cast  yourself  away. 

As  to  try  your  luck  with  the  boor  at  play? 

Let  him  run  off,  so  that  run  he  can. 

[  Thepeamvnt  efcapea,  the  others  throng  together. 
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FIRBT   ABQUBBUBIKK. 

He  makes  short  work  —  is  of  resolute  mood  -— 
And  that  with  such  fellows  as  these  is  good. 
Who  is  he  ?  not  of  Bohemia,  that's  clear. 

BtlTLER-WOUAN. 

He's  a  Walloon  —  and  respect,  I  trow, 
Is  due  to  the  Pappenheiin  cuirasBier ! 

FIB8T  DKAOOON  {joining). 
Young  Piccolomini  leads  them  now, 
Whom  they  chose  as  colonel,  of  their  own  free  might, 
WlieD  Pappenheim  fell  in  Lfltsen's  fight. 

TIHST    AKQIiSBUBIEB. 

Durst  they,  indeed,  presume  so  far? 


This  regiment  is  somethmg  above  the  rest. 
It  has  ever  been  foremost  throught  the  war. 
And  may  manage  its  laws,  as  it  pleases  best ; 
Besides,  'tis  by  F rieillaud  himBelf  caressed. 
FiKST  cuutASSiGit  (tO  the  ScconcL) 
Is't  so  in  truth,  man  ?    Who  averred  it? 


9ECONI>    ' 

From  the  lipa  of  the  colonel  himself  I  heard  it. 

FIBST    rUIRASBlER. 

The  devil !  we're  not  their  dogs,  I  ween  I 

FlBST    YAGER. 

How  now,  what's  wrong  ?  You're  swollen  with  spleen  1 

SSCOND    TAGER. 

Is  it  anything,  comrades,  may  ns  concern  ? 

FIRST    CUIRASSIER. 

Tis  what  none  need  be  wondrous  glad  to  learn. 

The  Soldiers  press  round  him. 
To  the  Netherlands  they  would  lend  us  now  — 
Cuirassiers,  Yagers,  and  Shooters  away, 
Eight  thousand  in  all  must  march,  they  say. 


GUTI.EB-WOMAN. 

What  I  What !  again  the  old  wandering  w&y  — 
I  got  back  from  Flanders  but  j'eaterda}' ! 

SECOND   cuiRAasiBK  (fo  Me  Dragoons). 
You  of  Biitlci''9  corps  must  tramp  with  tlie  rest, 

FIUST    CUtRASSIER. 

And  we,  the  Walloons,  must  doubtless  be  gone. 

8UTLKE-W0MAN, 

Why,  of  all  our  squadrons  these  are  the  best. 


PtBST   TAOBS. 

The  infant?  that's  queer  enougli  in  its  way. 

SEC'ONO    YAGER. 

Tiie  priest  —  then,  egad  !   there's  the  devil  to  pay. 

FIRST    nilKASSIEK. 

Shall  we  then  leave  the  Fried  lander's  train. 
Who  so  nobly  his  soldiers  doth  entertain  — 
And  drag  to  the  field  with  this  fellow  from  SpainI 
A  niggard  whom  we  in  our  souls  disdain  ! 
That  II  never  go  down  —  I'm  off,  I  swear. 

Why,  what  the  devil  should  we  do  there  ? 
We  sold  our  blood  to  theemjieror  —  ne'er 
For  this  Spanish  red  liat  a  drop  we'll  spare ! 

SECOND    TAGRR. 

On  the  Friedlander's  word  and  credit  alone 
We  ranged  ourselves  in  the  trooper  line, 
And,_but  for  our  love  to  Wallenstein, 
Ferdinand  ne'er  had  our  service  known. 

STUST    HBAOOON. 

Was  it  not  Priedland  that  formed  onr  force? 
His  fortnne  shall  still  be  the  star  of  onr  course. 
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.  Be,  good  comrades,  to  me  ff.ye  ear^ 
Tatking  does  little  to  help  UB  here. 
Much  urther  \a  thia  I  can  see  than  you  all. 
And  a  trap  has  been  laid  in  vhich  we're  to  fall. 

FIBST   TAdBB. 

List  to  the  order-book !  hueb — he  still  I 

BERGS  ANT. 

But  first,  Couain  Guatel,  I  pray  thee  fill 

A  glass  of  Melneck,  as  my  stomach's  but  weak : 

When  I've  tossed  it  oS,  my  mind  I'll  speak. 

SUXI^B-WOMAN. 

Take  it,  good  sergeant.    I  quake  for  fear  — 
Think  you  that  roisohief  is  hidden  here  ? 

SBBGBANT. 

Look  ye,  my  friends,  'tis  fit  and  clear 
That  each  should  consider  what's  most  near. 
But  as  the  general  says,  say  I, 
One  should  always  the  whole  of  a  case  descry. 
We  call  ourselves  all  the  Friedlander's  troops ; 
The  hurgber.  On  whom  we're  billeted,  stoops 
Our  wants  to  supply,  and  cooks  our  soups. 
His  ox,  or  his  horse,  the  peasant  must  chain 
To  our  haggage-car,  and  mav  grumble  in  vain. 
Just  let  a  lance-corp'rai,  with  seven  good  men, 
Tow'rd  a  village  from  far  but  come  within  ken. 
You're  sure  he'll  be  prince  ot  the  place,  and  may 
Cut  what  capers  he  will,  with  unquestioned  sway. 
Why,  zounds  !  lads,  they  heartily  hate  us  all  — 
And  would  rather  the  devil  should  ^ve  them  a  call. 
Than  our  yellow  collars.     And  why  don't  they  fall 
On  us  fairly  at  once  and  get  rid  of  onr  lumber? 
They're  more  than  our  match  in  point  of  number. 
And  carry  the  cudgel  aa  we  do  the  sword. 
Why  can  we  laugh  them  to  scorn  ?    By  my  word 
Because  we  make  up  here  a  terrible  horde. 
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PIKST  YAfiER. 

Ay,  ay,  in  the  maea  lits  the  spell  of  our  might, 
And  the  Fried  lander  judged  lh«  matter  aright. 
When,  some  eight  or  uinu  years  ago,  he  brought 
The  emperor's  army  together,    'i'hey  thought 
Twelve  thousand  enough  for  the  geueral.     In  vain. 
Said  he,  such  a  force  I  can  never  maintain. 
Sixty  thousand  I'll  bring  ye  into  the  plain, 
And  they,  I'll  he  sworu,  wou't  of  hunger  die. 
And  thus  were  we  Wallenstein's  men,  say  I. 

8KRQKANT. 

For  example,  cut  one  of  my  fingers  off. 
This  little  one  here  from  my  right  band  doff. 
Is  the  taking  my  finger  then  all  you've  done  ? 
So,  no,  to  the  devil  roy  band  is  gone ! 
'Tis  a  stump  —  no  more  — and  use  has  none. 
The  eight  thousand  hurse  ilifv  wish  to  disband 
May  be  but  a  finger  of  our  army's  hand. 
But  when  they're  once  gone  may  we  understand 
We  are  but  one-fifth  the  less?     Oh,  no  — 
By  the  Lord,  the  whole  to  the  devil  will  go! 
All  terror,  respect,  and  awe  will  be  over. 
And  the  peasant  will  swell  his  crest  once  more; 
And  the  Board  of  Vienna  will  order  us  where 
Our  troops  must  be  tjuartered  and  how  we  must  fare, 
As  of  old  in  the  days  of  their  beggai'ly  care. 
Yes,  and  how  long  it  will  be  who  c.in  say 
Ere  the  general  himHclf  they  may  take  away? 
For  they  don't  mui;h  like  him  at  court  I  leam  ? 
And  then  it's  all  up  with  the  whole  concern! 
r  who,  to  our  pay,  will  be  left  to  aid  us? 
'      e  that  they  keep  the  promise  tlicy  made  us 
(he  energy  —  who  the  mind  — 
ins  thought  —  and  the  fearless  hand  — 
"o  bring,  and  thus  fastly  bind 

Its  that  form  our  close-knit  band. 
I,  dragoon  —  just  answer  us  now, 
b  of  the  countries  of  earth  art  thou? 
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BEBGs^NT  (to  tAe  two  OuirMgien). 
You're  a  Walloon,  my  friend,  that's  clear. 
And  yon,  fu  ItaliaD,  as  all  may  hear. 

FIBST    CDIBABBIBR. 

Who  I  may  be,  faith !  I  never  could  aay ; 
In  my  infant  years  they  stole  me  away. 

BBBOBANT. 

And  you,  from  what  far  land  may  you  beP 

FIBST   ABQTOBUSIBB. 

I  oonie  from  Bucban  —  on  the  Feder  Sea. 

SEBOBANT. 

Neighbor,  and  yon  ? 

SECOND   ABQtISBUaiKB. 

I  am  a  Swiss, 

8SS0XAHT  (to  the  second  Yager), 
And  Y^er,  let's  hear  where  yonr  country  is  f 

BBCOKD   YAGEB. 

Up  above  Wismar  my  fathers  dwell. 

BEBGEANT  (jioxHtinij  lo  tfte  TVumpeter). 
And  he's  from  Eger  —  and  I  as  well : 
And  now,  my  comiades,  I  ask  you  whether, 
Would  any  one  think,  when  looking  at  us, 
That  we,  from  the  North  and  South,  had  thus 
Been  bitherward  drifted  and  blown  together  ? 
Do  we  not  seem  as  hewn  from  one  mass  ? 
Stand  we  not  close  against  the  foe 
As  though  we  were  glued  or  moulded  so? 
Like  mill-work  don't  we  move,  d'ye  think  1 
'Mong  ourselves  in  the  nick,  at  a  word  or  wink. 
Who  has  thus  cast  us  here  all  as  one. 
Now  to  be  severed  again  by  none  ? 
Who  ?  why,  no  other  than  Wallenstein  ! 

FIKST  TAGEB. 

In  my  life  it  ne'er  was  a  thought  of  mine 
Whether  we  suited  each  other  or  not, 
I  let  myself  go  with  the  rest  of  Uie  lot. 


WALLESSTB.-ti 


FIBST   CUIBAHHIKB. 


I  quite  agree  in  the  Horgeaiit'a  opinioD  — 
Tliey'J  fain  have  au  end  of  our  camp  domloitnf 
And  trample  the  soldier  dowa,  that  they 
May  govern  alone  in  their  own  good  way. 
'Tis  a  conspiration  —  a  plot,  I  say  ! 

fiUTLEB-WOMAS.  J 

A  conspiration —  God  help  the  day!  -M 

Then  my  custonicra  won't  have  eash  to  pay.  4 

BERC.EANT. 

Why,  faith,  we  shall  all  be  bankrupts  made  ; 
The  captains  and  generals,  most  of  them,  paid 
Tlie  costs  of  the  r^menta  with  private  cash. 
And,  wishing,  'bove  alt,  to  cut  a  daah. 
Went  a  Httlo  beyond  tlicir  nu-ans  —  but  tliouglil, 
No  doiibl,  lliat'tlicy  lliu?  Ii;ul  ;i  biirgaiii  bought. 
Now  they'll  be  cheated,  sirs,  one  and  all. 
Should  our  chief,  our  liuad,  the  general  fall. 

GUTI.EU-WOSIAS. 

Oh,  Heaven !  this  curse  I  never  can  brook 
Why,  half  of  the  army  stand  in  my  book. 
Two  hundred  dollars  I've  trusted  madly 
That  Count  iNolaui  who  p.iyaso  badly. 

FIRST   criliAKSIEIl. 

Well,  comrades,  let's  fix  on  what's  to  be  done  — 
Of  the  ways  to  save  us,  I  gee  hut  one ; 
If  we  hold  together  we  need  not  fear; 
So  let  us  stand  out  as  one  man  here ; 
And  then  they  may  order  and  send  as  tbey  will, 
Fast  planted  we'll  stick  in  Bohemia  still. 
We'll  never  give  in  —  no,  nor  march  an  incti. 
We  stand  on  our  honor,  and  must  not  flinch. 


We're  not  to  be  driven  the  country  about. 
Let'em  come  here,  and  they'll  liiid  it  out. 


I 
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FIK8T  ABXIUSBCSIEB. 

Good  sirs,  'twere  well  to  t>ethink  ye  still, 
That  Buch  is  the  emperor's  aovereiga  will. 

TSUUPETBB. 

Oh,  as  to  the  emperor,  we  needn't  be  oioe. 

FIRST    ABQUEnUSIER. 

Let  me  not  hear  yoa  say  so  twice. 

TBUHFBIBK. 

Why,  'tis  even  so  —  as  I  just  have  s^d, 

FIRST    YAGER. 

True,  man  —  Pve  always  heard  'em  say, 
'Tib  FriedUnd,  alone,  you've  here  to  obey. 

SERGEANT. 

By  our  bargain  with  liim  it  should  be  so. 
Absolute  power  is  his,  you  must  know, 
We've  war,  or  peace,  but  as  he  may  please, 
Or  gold  or  goods  he  has  power  to  seize, 
And  hanging  or  pardon  )iis  will  decrees. 
Captains  and  colonels  ho  makes  —  and  he, 
In  short,  by  the  imperial  seal  is  free, 
To  hold  all  the  marks  of  sovereignty. 

FIRST     A  RQUE  BUSIER. 

The  duke  is  high  and  of  mighty  will, 
But  yet  must  remain,  for  good  or  for  ill, 
Like  us  all,  but  the  emperor's  servant  still. 

SEK<iEANT. 

Not  like  us  all  —  I  there  disagree  — 

Friedland  is  ijuite  independent  and  free, 

The  Bavarian  is  no  more  a  prince  than  he 

For,  was  I  not  by  myself  to  see. 

When  on  duty  at  Brandeis,  how  the  emperor  said, 

He  wished  him  to  cover  his  princely  head. 

FIRST    ARQUE  BUSIER. 

That  was  because  of  the  Mecklenburgh  land. 
Which  he  held  in  pawn  from  the  emperor's  band. 


0  wallrnstrin's  (^\MP. 

FIRST   VAGEB  {to  the  Sergeant), 
In  the  emperor's  presence,  pnan !  say  you  aot 
That,  beyond  doubt,  was  a  wonderful  go  I 

SKRiiEANT  (/eslg  in  his  poc&e£). 

If  you  question  my  word  in  what  I  have  told, 

I  can  give  you  aometliing  lo  grasp  and  hold. 

[iShouiini 

Whose  image  and  stamp  d'ye  here  oehold  ? 

SlITLKB-WOMAN. 

Oh !  that  is  a  Wall  en  stein's,  sure  1 

BERGEANT-MAJOR. 

Well,  there,  you  h&ve  it —  what  doubt  can 
Is  be  not  prince,  just  as  good  as  tbe  best  1 
Coins  be  not  money  like  Ferdinand? 
H^tb  he  not  liis  own  sdbjtcts  and  land? 
Ishenot.aII..|y.>,>rliiHl.rK....,  I  pray? 
And  wliy  ahouM  be  not  have  liis  soldiers  in 


\ 

%  coin. 
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That  no  one  has  ever  meant  to  gainsay ; 

But  we're  still  at  the  emperor's  beck  and  call, 

For  bis  majesty  'tis  who  pays  ua  all. 


In  your  teeth  I  deny  it  — and  will  again  — 
His  majesty  'tis  who  pays  us  not. 
For  this  forty  weeks,  say,  what  have  we  got 
But  a  promise  to  pay,  believed  in  vain? 

FIItST    A  l{<iUEHUSIICli. 

What  then  !  'tis  kept  in  safe  hands,  I  suppose. 

FIRST    CUIRASSIKR. 

Peace,  good  sirs,  will  you  come  to  blows  ? 
Have  you  a  quarrel  and  squabble  to  know 
It  tbe  emperor  be  our  master  or  no? 
'Tis  because  of  our  rank,  as  his  soldiers  brave, 
That  we  scorn  the  lot  of  the  horded  slave  ; 
And  will  not  he  driven  from  place  to  place. 
As  priest  or  puppies  our  path  may  trace. 


WALLEN8TEIM  8  CAMP.  11 

And,  tell  me,  is't  not  tho  sovereiga's  gain. 
If  the  Boldieni  their  dignity  will  maintain^ 
Who  but  his  soldiers  give  him  the  state 
Of  a  mighty,  wide-ruling  potentate? 
Make  and  preserve  for  him,  far  and  near. 
The  voice  which  Christendom  quakes  to  hear? 
Well  enough  they  may  iiiB  yoke-chain  bear. 
Who  feast  on  his  favors,  and  daily  share. 
In  golden  cliambcry,  his  sumptuous  fare. 
We  —  we  of  his  apltndors  have  no  part. 
Naught  but  hard  wearying  toil  and  care, 
And  the  pride  that  lives  in  a  soldier's  bflsrt. 

SECOND  YAGEB. 

Alt  ^eat  tyrants  and  kings  have  sbown 
Their  wit,  as  I  take  it,  in  what  they've  done; 
They've  trampled  all  others  with  stem  command, 
But  the  soldier  they've  led  with  a  gentle  haad. 

FIRST   CUIRASSUE. 

The  soldier  his  worth  must  un<)erstand ; 
Whoe'er  doesn't  nobly  drive  the  trade, 
'Twere  best  from  the  business  far  he'd  stayed. 
If  I  cheerily  set  my  lite  on  a  throw. 
Something  still  better  than  life  I'll  know ; 
Or  I'll  stand  to  be  slain  for  the  paltry  pelf, 
As  the  Croat  still  does  —  and  scorn  myself. 


FIRST  CnmASSIKB. 

The  sword  is  no  plough,  nor  delving  tool, 
He,  who  would  till  with  it,  is  but  a  Tool. 
For  us,  neither  grass  nor  grain  doth  grow. 
Houseless  the  soldier  is  doomed  to  go, 
A  changeful  wanderer  over  the  earth, 
Ke'er  knowing  tlie  warmth  of  a  home-lit  hearth. 
The  city  glances  —  he  halts  —  not  there  — 
Nor  in  village  meadows,  so  green  and  fair ; 
The  vintage  and  harvest  wreath  are  twined 
He  sees,  but  must  leave  tbem  far  behind. 
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Then,  tell  me,  wfaat  hath  tlie  soldier  left) 
If  he's  once  of  his  self-esteem  bereft  ? 
Something  he  must  have  his  own  to  csU, 
Or  OD  slaughter  and  burnings  at  once  hell  falL 

FIBST    ARQUKRUSIEK. 

God  knowB,  'tis  a  wretched  life  to  live! 

FIRST   CUIKAeSIER. 

Yet  one,  which  I,  for  no  other  would  give. 
Look  ye  —  far  round  in  the  world  I've  becii. 
And  all  of  its  different  service  seen. 
The  Venetian  Kepubhc  —  the  Kin<is  of  Spain 
And  Naples  I've  served,  and  served  in  ram. 
Fortune  still  frowned  —  and  merchant  and  knight, 
Craftsmen  and  Jesuit,  have  met  my  sight; 
Yet,  of  all  their  jackets,  not  one  have  I  known 
To  please  me  like  this  stoel  co.it  of  my  own. 

FIKSr   AKQUEltUSlEK. 

Well  —  that  now  is  what  I  can  scarcely  say. 

FIEST  CUIRASSIER. 

In  the  world,  a  man  who  would  make  his  way. 
Must  plague  and  bestir  himself  night  and  day. 
To  honor  and  place  if  he  choose  the  road. 
He  must  bend  his  back  to  the  golden  load. 
And  if  home-delights  should  his  fancy  please. 
With  children  and  grandchildren  round  his  knees, 
Let  him  follow  an  honest  trade  in  peace. 
I've  no  taste  for  this  kind  of  life  —  not  I! 
Free  will  I  live,  and  as  freelv  die. 
No  man's  spoiler  nor  heir  will  I  he  — 
But,  throned  on  my  nag,  I  will  smile  to  see 
The  coil  of  the  crowd  that  is  under  me. 

FIRST    VAGBR. 

Bravo  !  —  that's  as  I've  alw.iys  done. 

FIRST    AHQUEnUSIER. 

In  truth,  sirs,  it  may  he  far  l)otter  fun 

To  trample  thus  over  your  neighbor's  crown. 
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Comrade,  the  times  &re  bad  of  late— 
The  sword  and  the  scales  live  separate. 
Bat  do  not  then  blame  that  I've  preferred, 
Of  the  two,  to  lean,  aa  I  have,  to  the  svord. 
For  mercy  in  war  I  will  yield  to  none, 
Though  I  never  will  stoop  to  be  drummed  upon. 

FIRST   ARQCBBtrSIKB. 

Who  but  the  soldier  the  blame  should  bear 

That  the  laboring  poor  so  hardly  fare? 

The  war  with  its  plagues,  which  all  have  blasted 

Now  sixteen  years  in  the  land  hath  lasted. 

riUST  CUIRASSIEK. 

Why,  brother,  the  blessed  God  above 

Can  t  have  from  us  all  an  equal  love. 

One  prays  for  the  sun,  at  which  t'other  will  fret 

One  18  for  dry  weather — t'other  for  wet. 

What  you,  now,  regard  as  with  misery  rife, 

Is  to  me  the  unclouded  sun  of  life. 

If  'tis  at  the  cost  of  the  burgher  and  boor, 

I  really  am  sorry  that  they  must  endure; 

But  how  can  I  help  it  ?     Here,  you  must  know, 

"Tis  just  like  a  cavalry  charge  'gainst  the  toe  : 

The  steeds  lond  snorting,  and  on  they  go ! 

Whoever  may  lie  in  the  mid-career  — 

Be  it  my  brother  or  son  so  dear, 

Should  his  dying  groan  my  heart  divide. 

Yet  over  his  body  I  needs  must  ride, 

Kor  pitying  stop  to  drag  him  aside. 

FIRST   YAGER. 

True  —  who  ever  asks  how  another  may  bide? 

FIRST   CUIRASSIER. 

Thus,  my  lads,  'lis  my  counsel,  while 

On  the  sohlier  Dame  Fortune  deigns  to  smile. 

That  we  with  both  hands  her  bounty  clasp. 

For  it  may  not  be  much  longer  left  to  our  grasp. 

Peace  will  be  coming  some  over-night. 

And  then  there's  an  end  of  our  martial  might. 
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The  Boldier  unhorsetl,  aDiJ  ireeh  mouDted  the  boor. 

Ere  you  can  thiok  it  'twill  be  as  before. 

As  yet  we're  together  linn  bound  in  the  land. 

The  hilt  is  yet  Eaat  in  the  eoldier's  baud. 

But  let  'em  divide  us,  and  soon  we  shall  find 

Short  commons  is  all  thitt  remains  behind. 


F1K9T   TAGBR. 

No,  no,  by  the  Lord  1  that  won't  do  for  n 
Come,  come,  lads,  let's  ail  now,  as  one,  ac 


FIRST    ARQUEHUsma. 

(To  the  Sutkr-woman,  drawing  out  hU  kalher purse). 
Bosteas,  tell  ub  how  high  you've  scored. 

Oh,  tis  unworthy  a  single  word.  [  They  settle, 

TRUWl'ETER. 

You  do  well,  sirs,  to  take  a  further  walK, 
Your  company  only  disturbs  our  l;ilk. 

[^Mxeimt  Arquebusiers. 


They  haven't  a  soul  'bovo  a  soajiboilei-'B,  though. 

We're  now  alone,  so  teach  us  who  can 
How  best  wo  may  meet  and  mar  their  plan. 

How  ?     Why,  let's  tell  them  we  will  not  go  ! 

Despising  all  discipline  !  no,  my  lads,  no. 
Rather  his  corps  let  each  of  us  sect. 
And  quietly  then  with  his  comrades  speak, 
That  every  soldier  may  clearly  know. 
It  were  not  for  his  good  ho  far  to  go ; 
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For  my  Walloons  to  answer  Tm  free. 
Every  maa  of  'em  thiDlu  aad  acta  with  ma. 

The  Teraky  regimenta,  both  horse  and  foot, 
Will  thus  resolve,  and  will  keep  them  to't. 

8KCOND  cuiKAseiEB  {joining  the^rst). 
The  Walloons  uid  the  Lomhards  one  intent. 

FIRST    YAOEK. 

Freedom  is  Yagers'  own  element. 

SECOND    YAGER, 

Freedom  mast  ever  with  might  entwine  — 
I  live  and  will  die  by  Wallenstein. 

FIRST  6HARFBHOOTEK. 

The  Lorrainers  go  on  with  the  strongest  tide, 
Where  spirits  are  light  and  courage  tried. 

DRAQOOM. 

An  Irishman  follows  his  fortune's  star. 

SECOND   SHARPSHOOTER. 

The  Tyrolese  for  their  sovereign  war. 

FIRST  CtriBASSlEB. 

Then,  comradea,  let  each  of  our  corps  agree 
A  pro  memorid  to  sign  —  that  we, 
In  spite  of  all  force  or  fraud,  will  be 
To  the  fortunes  of  Friedland  firmly  bound. 
For  in  him  is  the  soldier's  father  found. 
This  we  will  humbly  present,  when  done, 
To  Piccolomiiii  —  I  mean  the  son  — 
Who  understands  these  kind  of  affairs, 
And  the  Friedlander's  highest  favor  shares; 
Besides,  with  the  emperor's  self,  they  say 
He  holds  a  capital  card  to  play. 

SECOND  YAGSB. 

Well,  then,  in  this,  let  us  all  agree, 
That  the  colonel  shall  oar  spokesmen  be  I 
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ALL  (going). 
Good !  the  colonel  shall  our  Bpokeeman  h 

BXROK/lHT. 

Hold,  sirs  —  jnst  loss  off  a  glass  with  n 
To  the  health  of  Picooloraini. 

suTLBR-woHA^f  (ttrinffs  ajlask). 
This  shall  not  go  to  the  list  of  scores, 
I  gladly  give  it  — success  be  yours  I 

CUIRABSIBR. 

The  soldier  shall  sway  1 

BOTH  YAQERS. 

The  peasant  shall  pay  I 

DKAGooNB  and  snAKPSBOorxBa. 
The  army  shall  flourishing  stand ! 

TRUMPETEK  KJlrf  SERGEANT. 

And  the  Friedlandcr  keep  the  command  ! 

ctJiRASsiKE  (sings). 


For  there  a  man  feels  the  pride  of  his  force 

And  there  is  the  heart  of  him  tried. 
No  help  to  him  there  by  another  is  shown. 
He  stands  for  himself  ami  himself  alone. 
[  The  soldiers  from  the  hackgrouivi  have  come 
Jorward  during  tfie  ainging  of  this  verse  and 
form  the  chorus. 

Chorus. 
No  help  to  him  by  another  is  shown. 
He  stands  for  himself  and  himself  alone. 

DRAROON. 

Now  freedom  hath  fled  from  the  world,  we  find 

But  lords  and  their  bondsmen  vile  : 
And  nothing  holds  sway  in  the  bre.ist  of  mankind 

Save  falsehood  and  cowardly  guile. 
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Who  looks  in  death's  face  with  a  fearless  brow, 
The  soldier,  alone,  ia  the  freemau  now. 

Chorut. 
Who  looks  in  death's  face  with  a  fearless  brow, 
The  Boldier,  alone,  ia  the  freeman  now. 

FIB9T  YAOER. 


But  boldly  rides  onward  to  meet  with  hie  fate  — 

He  may  meet  it  to-day,  or  to-morrow ! 
And,  if  to-morrow  'twill  come,  then,  I  aay, 
Drain  we  the  cup  of  life'a  joy  to-day  I 

Chonu. 
And,  if  to-morrow  'twill  come,  then,  I  say. 
Drain  we  the  cup  of  life's  joy  to-day ! 

[  The  glaaaea  are  here  refilled,  and  all  drink. 

SKEGKANX. 

'Tia  from  heaven  his  jovial  lot  has  birth ; 

Hot  needs  he  to  strive  or  toil. 
The  peasant  may  grope  in  the  bowels  of  earth, 

And  for  treasure  may  greedily  moil : 
He  diga  and  he  delves  through  life  for  the  pelf, 
And  digs  till  he  grubs  out  a  grave  for  himself. 

Clwrus. 
He  digs  and  he  delves  through  life  for  the  pelf. 
And  digs  till  he  grnbs  out  a  grave  for  himself. 

FIRST   TAGES. 

The  rider  and  lightning  steed  —  a  pair 

Of  terrible  guests,  I  ween  ! 
From  the  bridal-hall,  as  the  torches  glare. 

Unbidden  they  join  the  scene; 
Nor  gold,  nor  woomg,  hia  passion  prove  ; 
By  atorm  he  carries  the  pnze  of  lovel 

Chorus. 
Nor  gold,  Dor  wooing,  hia  passion  prove; 
By  storm  he  carries  the  prize  of  love  1 
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>  CUtRAgglKR. 

Why  mourns  the  wench  with  so  sorrowful  face? 

Away,  girl,  the  soldier  must  go ! 
No  spot  on  tb«  earth  is  his  resting-ptace ; 

And  your  true  love  lie  never  can  know. 
Still  onward  driven  by  fate's  rude  wind, 
He  nowhere  may  leave  his  peace  behind. 

Chortts. 
Still  onward  driven  by  fate's  rude  wind) 
He  nowhere  may  leave  his  peace  behind. 

FIRST   YAOBK. 

He  Utlcts  the  lieo  next  to  Aim  by  the  hand — the  other*  do 
the  name  —  and/orm  a  larye  semi-circle. 
Then  rouse  ve,  my  comrades  —  to  horse!  to  horse  I    ^fl 

In  battle  the  breast  doth  swell !  ^* 

Youth  boils —  Uie  life-cup  foams  in  its  force  — 

Up!  ere  time  can  dew  dispell 
And  deep  be  the  stake,  as  the  prize  is  high  — 
Who  life  would  win,  he  must  dare  to  die! 

Chorxfs. 
And  deep  be  the  stake,  as  the  prize  is  high  ! 
Who  life  would  win,  he  must  dare  to  die! 

[  The  curtain  jhUs  before  the  churus  has  Jiniatted. 
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PREFACE. 

The  two  dramas,  —  Piocolomini,  or  the  first  part  of 
Wallenstein,  and  the  Death  of  Wallenstbin,  are 
introduced  in  the  original  manuacript  hy  a  prelude  in 
one  act,  entitled  Walls  n  stein's  Camp.  This  ia  written 
in  rhyme,  and  in  nine-syllable  verge,  in  the  same  lilHnff 
metre  fjf  that  expression  may  be  permitted),  with  the 
secoud  Eclogue  of  Spenser's  Shepherd's  Calendar. 

This  prelude  possesses  a  sort  of  broad  humor,  and  is 
not  deficient  in  character  :  hut  to  have  translated  it  into 
prose,  or  into  any  other  metre  than  that  of  the  original, 
would  have  given  a  false  idea  both  of  its  style  and  pur- 

Eort;  to  have  translated  it  into  the  same  metre  would 
ave  been  incompatible  with  a  faithful  adherence  to  the 
sense  of  the  German  from  the  comparative  poverty  of 
our  language  in  rhymes ;  and  it  would  have  been  nnad- 
visable,  from  the  incongruity  of  those  lax  verses  with  the 
present  taste  of.  the  English  public.  Schiller's  intention 
seems  to  liave  been  merely  to  have  prepared  his  reader 
for  the  trr^edies  by  a  lively  picture  of  laxity  of  discipline 
and  the  mutinous  dispositions  of  Wallenstein's  soldiery. 
It  is  not  necessary  as  a  preliminary  explanation.  For 
these  reasons  it  has  been  thouglit  expedient  not  to  trans- 
late it. 

The  adinirei-s  of  Schiller,  who  have  abstracted  their 
idea  of  that  author  from  the  Robbers,  and  the  Cabal  and 
Love,  plays  in  which  the  main  interest  is  produced  by 
the  excitement  of  curiosity,  and  in  which  the  curiosity  is 
excited  by  terrible  and  extraordinary  incident,  will  not 
have  perused  without  some  portion  of  disappointment 
the  dramas,  which  it  has  been  my  employment  to  trans- 
late. They  should,  however,  reflect  that  these  are  his- 
torical dramas  taken  from  a  popular  German  history; 
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that  we  mnst,  therefore,  judge  of  them  in  some  meMnre 
'  -witli  the  feelings  of  Germans ;  or,  by  analogy,  with  the 
intereet  escite<l  in  us  by  similar  dramas  in  our  own  lan- 
guage. Few,  I  trust,  would  be  rash  or  ignorant  enough 
to  compare  Schiller  with  Shakapeare;  yet,  merely  as 
illustration,  I  would  say  that  we  should  {)rocetid  to  the 
perusal  of  Wallenatoiii,  not  from  Lear  or  Othello,  but 
from  Richard  II.,  or  the  three  parts  of  Henry  VI.  We 
scarcely  expect  rapidity  in  an  historical  drama;  and 
laauypi'olix  speeches  are  pardoned  from  charactera  whose 
names  and  actions  have  formed  t)ie  most  amnsing  tales 
of  our  early  life.  On  the  other  hand,  there  exist  in  these 
plays  more  individual  beauties,  more  passages  whose 
excellence  will  bear  reflection  than  in  the  former  pro- 
ductions of  Schiller.  The  description  of  the  Astrological 
Tower,  and  the  refleotions  of  the  Young  Lover,  which 
follow  it,  form  in  the  original  a  fine  poem ;  and  my  trans- 
lation must  have  been  wretched  indeed  if  it  can  have 
wholly  overclouded  the  heautii^s  of  the  scene  in  the  first 
act  of  the  first  jilay  between  Qucstenberg,  Max,  and 
Octavio  Piccolomnii.  If  we  except  the  scene  of  the  set^ 
ting  stin  in  the  Robbers,  I  know  of  no  part  in  Schiller's 
plays  which  equals  the  first  scene  of  the  fifth  act  of  the 
concluding  plays.*  It  would  be  unbecomini^  in  me  to 
he  moi-e  diffuse  on  this  subject.  A  translator  stands 
connected  with  the  original  author  by  a  certain  law  of 
subordination  which  makes  it  more  decomns  to  point  out 
excellences  than  defects ;  indeed,  he  is  not  likely  to  be  a 
fair  judge  of  either.  The  ]>leasnre  or  disgust  from  his 
own  labor  will  mingle  with  the  feelings  that  arise  from 
an  afterview  of  the  original.  Kvon  in  ihi'  lirst  jierusal 
of  a  work  in  any  foreign  l:uign:igc  which  wc  understand, 
we  are  apt  to  attribute  to  it  more  ox<'ellcnee  than  it 
really  possessps  from  our  own  pleasurable  si'uso  of  diffi- 
culty overcome  without  effort.  Triinsiation  of  poetry  into 
ijoetry  is  difficult,  because  the  translator  must  give  a  bril- 
liancy to  his  language  without  that  warmth  of  original 
conception  from  which  siicb  brilliancy  would  follow  of  its 
own  accord.  But  the  translator  of  a  Hvin"  author  is 
incumbered  with  additional  inconveniences.    If  he  render 

•  111  this  edition,  scaoe  Hi.,  act  V. 
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his  original  faitMolly  as  to  the  sense  of  each  passage,  he 
must  necesBarily  destroy  a  considerable  portion  of  the 
spirit;  if  he  endeavor  to  give  a  worlc  executed  according 
to  laws  of  compensation  ne  subjects  himself  to  imputa- 
tions of  vanity  or  misrepresentation.  I  have  tbongbt  it 
m^  duty  to  remain  bound  by  the  sense  of  my  original 
with  as  few  exceptions  as  the  nature  of  the  languages 
rendered  possible. 

S.  T.  C. 
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DRAMATIS  rER50N£. 


VALUtmntui.  DnJir  nf  J/yinllaiul, 

"  -  -raUiiimo    of    Uu    JmatriaX 

tMinVtr  Thlrlv  Vran'  IFar. 

-uu-iaiiu  PictioLOMKii,  LmUanmt- 

Xax.  PiiroLOJiU'I,  »I»  Sob,  n-brntt 

Ouunr  Tbrkkv.  Iht  ajmuamla-  qf 
ttnemi  Utffimumtii.and  tintf herein' 
law  of  Watieniuk. 

lUUi,  fislA-Manhal,  WtUUatltWt 
OmJUaiL 

iMH-utl,  Otmonl  itfllK  0<D(U>- 


V%vii\'HTi,ra.plaiiiqfCiivatry,Aidi>- 

.tc-Canp  to  Tenkp. 
Tom  QiiEUTKNOEBO,  tlu    War  Com- 
niiaimirr,  Inptrial  Envon. 

iKTGj.  ON  Aatroloaer. 

r  pBEiDLAiTi>,    Wife  o/ 

T  DitHf/hlert  I*rijteet9  of 
Tebekv,  SiMr  of 


IHahtmm,  Ctaimmdfr 


Dos  I 


ACT  I. 

SCHNE   I. 

An  old  Oolitic  Chamber  in  the  Council-House  at  Pilaen, 
oil/i  Colors  and uthi'r  War  Inaiynia. 

Illo,  with  BuTr.Eu  and  Isulani. 

^  Te  have  come  too  late  —  Imt  yt-  iiro  point; !    The  distance, 
mnt  Isolaiii,  excuses  yotir  delay. 

130LA.\I. 

.  3  this  too,  that  wp  come  imt  eiriptydjandeJ, 
liJ>ODBuwerth  *  it  was  reported  to  its, 
Swedish  caravan  was  on  its  way, 
mrting  a  rich  cargo  of  provision, 
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Almost  six  hundreds  wagons.    This  my  Croats 
Flanged  down  upon  and  seized,  this  weighty  prize !  — 
We  bring  it  hither 

ILLO. 

Just  in  time  to  banquet         # 
The  illustrious  company  assembled  here. 

BUTLER. 

*Tis  all  alive  I  a  stirring  scene  here ! 

ISOLANI. 

Ay! 

The  very  churches  are  full  of  soldiers. 

[  Casta  his  eye  round. 
And  in  the  council-house,  too,  I  oDserve, 
You're  settled  quite  at  home !     Well,  well !  we  soldiers 
Must  shift  and  suit  us  in  what  way  we  can. 

ILLO. 

We  have  the  colonels  here  of  thirty  regiments. 
You'll  find  Count  Terzky  here,  and  Tiefenbach, 
Kolatto,  Goetz,  Maradas,  Hinnersani, 

The  Piccolomini,  both  son  and  father 

You'll  meet  with  many  an  unexpected  greeting . 
From  many  an  old  friend  and  acquaintance.     Only 
Gallas  is  wanting  still,  and  Altringer. 

BUTLER. 

Expect  not  Gallas. 

ILLO  {fiesitating). 
How  so  ?    Do  you  know 

ISOLANI  {hiterrupting  him). 

Max.  Piccolomini  here  ?    O  bring  me  to  him. 
I  see  him  yet  ('tis  now  ten  years  ago. 
We  were  engaged  with  Mansfeldt  hard  bv  Dessau), 
I  see  the  youth,  in  my  mind's  eye  I  see  him. 
Leap  his  black  war-horse  from  the  bridge  adown. 
And  t'ward  his  father,  then  in  extreme  peril. 
Beat  up  against  the  strong  tide  of  the  Elbe. 
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The  down  was  scarce  upon  liis  cliiii  1  I  bear 
He  hs^  madu  good  the  [jromiati  of  liU  youtL, 
And  tLe  full  hero  now  is  titiislicd  in  him. 


You'll  see  him  ytl  ere  evening.     He  conducts 
The  Diichedfi  Friedland  hither,  and  the  princess  * 
From  Carnthen.f     We  expect  them  hero  at  noon. 


Both  wife  and  daughtitr  ilosa  the  duke  cull  liithe 
He  crowds  in  visitants  from  all  sides. 

ISUI^NI. 

Hiu! 
So  much  the  better  I  I  had  framed  my  mind 
To  hear  of  naught  but  warlike  circumstance, 

Of  marches  Jiii.i"  attacks,  :iii.l  liaKeiit^s; 
And  lo  !  the  duke  priiviik-s,  anil  something  too 
Of  gentler  sort  and  lovely,  should  be  present 
To  feast  our  eyes. 

i.Lo  (who  has  been  stantVuig  in  Ihr  atlitmle  of  meditation, 
lo  Bl-ti.ei:,  whom  he  kuiU  ii  Uttk  on  one  siife). 
And  how  caine  you  to  know 
That  the  Count  tiallas  joins  ua  not  i* 

Because 

He  importuned  me  to  remain  behind. 

11.1,0  (irith  irarmlh). 
And  you  ?     Yon  hold  out  firmly  ! 

[  Oriwpih;/  his  hnud  with  affliction. 


Noble  Butler! 


After  the  obligation  which  the  duke 
Had  laid  so  newly  on  nie 


relgulng  poiren,  tbelr  Kiiu  kod 
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I  had  forgottGD 
A  pleasant  dnty  —  major-general, 
I  wish  you  joy ! 

ISOLANI. 

What,  you  mean, of  this  regiment? 
I  hear,  too,  that  to  make  the  gift  still  sweeter, 
The  duke  han  given  him  the  very  same 
In  which  he  first  saw  service,  and  since  then 
Worked  himself  step  by  step,  through  each  preferment, 
From  the  ranks  upwards.     And  verily,  it  gives 
A  precedent  of  hope,  a  eptir  of  action 
To  the  wliole  corps,  if  once  in  their  remembrance 
An  old  deserving  soldier  makes  his  way. 


I  am  perplexed  and  doubtful  whether  or  no 

I  dare  accept  this  your  congratulation. 

The  emperor  has  not  yet  confirmed  the  appointment. 

tSOLAMI. 

Seize  it,  friend,  seize  it .'    The  hand  which  in  that  post 
Placed  you  is  strong  enough  to  keep  you  there, 
Spite  of  the  emperor  and  his  ministers ! 

ILLO. 

Ay,  if  we  would  but  so  consider  it !  — 

If  we  would  all  of  us  eonsider  it  so ! 

The  emperor  gives  us  nothing  ;  from  the  duke 

Comes  all  —  whate'er  we  hope,  whate'er  we  have, 

ISOLANI  (to  ILLO). 

My  noble  brother !  did  I  tell  you  how 

The  duke  will  satisfy  my  creditors? 

Will  be  himself  my  bankers  for  the  future, 

Make  me  once  more  a  creditable  man ! 

And  this  is  now  the  third  time,  think  of  that  1 

This  kingly-minded  man  has  rescued  mo 

From  absolute  ruin  and  restored  my  honor. 

ILLO. 

Oh  that  his  jiower  but  kept  pace  with  his  wishes  t 
Why,  friend  I  he'd  give  the  whole  world  to  his  soldiers. 


But  at  Vienna,  brother  !  —  bere'a  the  grievance,  — 
Whiit  politic  Bcheiaes  cIo  they  not  lay  to  shorten 
Ilia  arm,  and  where  they  can  to  cli}>  his  pinioos. 
Then  these  new  dainty  rc(|nisit!one !  these 
Which  this  same  Questenberg  brings  liither ! 

BDTLEB. 

Ayl 

Those  requisitions  of  the  emperor  — 

I  too  have  heard  about  them  ;  bnt  I  hope 

The  duke  will  not  draw  back  a  single  inch! 

ILLO. 

Not  from  his  right  most  surely,  noleea  first 
From  office  ! 

BUTLBB  (shocked  and  confused). 
Know  you  aur/ht  Xhsat     You  alarm  me. 

isoLANi  ((U  tlie  name  time  with  butlee,  and  i 
a  hurryiiuj  voice). 
We  should  be  ruined,  every  one  of  us ! 

Yonder  I  see  Mtr  worthy  frieuo 

With  the  Liciitenant-Genep-al  Piccolomini. 

BUTLEB  (shaJcintf  his  fiead  siffnificaittiy). 
I  fear  we  shall  not  go  hence  as  wo  came. 

SOENE  II. 
Muter  OcTAvio  Piccoia)mi.vi  and  Questesbeeg. 
ocTAvio  {still  ill  the  distance). 
Ay  '.  ah  !  more  still  !    Still  more  new  visitors ! 
Acknowledge,  friend  !  that  never  was  a  camp, 
Which  held  at  once  so  many  heads  of  heroes. 

QUESTENItKR(i. 

Let  none  approach  a  c.imp  of  Friedland's  troops 
Who  dares  to  think  unworthily  of  war; 
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E*eD  I  myself  had  nigh  forgot  its  evils 
When  I  surveyed  that  lofty  soul  of  order, 
By  which,  whUe  it  destroys  the  world  —  itselE 
Maintains  the  greatness  whicli  itself  created. 

ocTATio  {ctpproach^  nearer). 
Welcome,  Count  iBolaoi! 


My  noble  brother  I 
Even  nov  am  1  arnved ;  it  has  been  else  my  duty  — 


And  Colonel  Butler  —  trust  me,  I  rejoice 
Thus  to  renew  acquaintance  with  a  man 
Whose  worth  and  services  I  know  and  honor. 
See,  see,  my  friend  1 

There  might  we  place  at  once  before  our  eyes 
The  sum  of  war's  whole  trade  and  mystery  — 

[  To  QuEBTSNBEBG,  presenting  Butlbb  and 
IsuLANi  at  the  same  lime  to  Aim. 
These  two  the  total  sum  —  strength  and  despatch. 

qUEBTENBEBG  (to  OCTAVIO). 

And  lo !  betwixt  them  both,  experienced  prudence ! 
OCTAVIO  (preaenting  QUESTENitKRa   to  butlbb  and 

ISOLANI) . 

The  Chamberlain  and  War-Commissioner  Questenbei^. 

The  bearer  of  the  emperor's  behests, 

The  long-tried  friend  and  patron  of  all  soldiers, 

We  honor  in  this  noble  visitor.  [  Universal  eHence. 

iLLO  {movinff  totearda  qitkbtenbebo). 
'Tib  not  the  first  time,  noble  minister, 
You  have  shown  our  camp  this  honor. 

QUEBTENBEBO. 

Once  before 
I  stood  beside  these  colors. 
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itLO. 
Perchanoe  too  you  remember  te/iere  that  was ; 
It  was  at  Zniiira  •  in  Moravia,  where 
You  did  pieaent  yourself  upon  the  part 
Of  the  emperor  to  supplica.te  our  dnke 
That  he  would  straight  neaiime  the  chief  oommand.  , 

QUKSTKNBUBG. 

To  supplicate?     Nay,  bold  general ! 

So  far  extended  neither  my  oommiasion 

(At  least  to  my  own  knowledge)  uor  my  zeal. 

ILLO. 

Well,  well,  then  — to  compel  him,  if  you  ohooBe, 
I  can  remember  ina  right  well,  Count  Tilly 
Had  suffered  total  rout  upon  the  Ijeoh. 
Bavaria  lay  all  open  to  the  enemy, 

Whum  iht'fe  wft.t  iiolliiiij;  In  clehiy  from  pressing 
Onwanls  into  tlit^  very  lufari  iif  AiiBtri;i. 
At  that  time  you  and  Werdenliei^  appeared 
Before  our  general,  storming  him  with  prayers. 
And  menacing  the  emperor's  displeasure. 
Unless  he  took  compassion  on  this  wretchednesfl. 

isoLANi  {steps  up  to  them). 
Yes,  yes,  'tis  comprehensible  enougli, 
Wherefore  with  your  commission  of  to-day, 
You  were  not  all  too  willing  to  remember 
Your  former  one. 

QUESTENBERG. 

Why  not.  Count  Isolani  ? 
No  contra<]iction  snre  exists  between  tliem. 
It  was  the  urgent  business  of  that  time 
To  snatch  Bavaria  from  her  enemy's  hand  ; 
And  my  commision  of  toJay  instructs  me 
To  free  her  from  her  good  friends  and  protectors. 

ILLO. 

A  worthy  office  !     After  with  our  blood 

Wo  have  wrested  this  Bohemia  from  the  Saxon, 

*  A  (oth  doC  (u  (mm  Chs  Mine-aiouiitBiiia,  on  Uie  tiigb  roul  from  VI 
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To  be  swept  out  of  it  is  all  our  thanks, 

Ttie  sole  reward  of  all  our  hard-woo  victories. 

QtJBSTBNBBBQ.  . 

UnlesB  that  wretched  land  be  doomed  to  suffer 

Only  a  change  of  evils,  it  must  he 

Freed  from  the  scourge  alike  of  frieud  or  foe. 

ILLO. 

What  ?    'Twao  a  favorable  year ;  the  boors 
Can  auswer  fresh  demands  ^ready. 

QltBSTENBBBG. 

Nay, 
If  you  discourse  of  herds  and  meadow-groundB— 

ISOLANI. 

The  war  maintains  the  war.    Are  the  boors  ruined 
The  emperor  gains  so  many  more  now  soldiers. 

QUXSTBNBEBO. 

And  is  the  poorer  by  even  so  many  subjects. 

ISOLANI. 

Poh !  we  are  all  his  subjects. 

qUESTEKBEBG. 

Yet  with  a  difference,  general !    The  one  fill 

With  profitable  industry  the  purse, 

The  others  are  well  skilled  to  empty  it. 

Tlie  aword  has  made  the  emperor  poor ;  the  plough 

Iduet  reinvigoratehis  resources. 

IBOLANl. 

Sure! 
Times  arc  not  yet  so  bad.    Mcthinks  I  see 

{^Examininff  with  his  eye  the  dress  and  omatnenU  <if 

QUESTKNBEEO. 

Good  store  of  gold  that  still  remains  uncoined. 

(JUESTKTfBEBG. 

Thank  Heaven !  that  means  have  been  found  oat  to  hide 
Some  little  from  the  fingers  of  the  Croats, 


^  II.LO. 

'here!    The  SXawata  and  Uie  MnitinilK, 

)n  whom  the  eiugieror  heaps  hie  ei^ts  and  graced, 

^o  the  beart-burning  of  all  good  Boh  em  i  ana  — 

'hose  niiriioDB  of  couvt  favor,  those  uourt  harpies, 

Vho  falleu  on  the  wrecks  of  citizeus 

Irivea  from  their  house  and  home  —  who  reap  no 

harvests 
lave  in  the  general  calamity  — 
Vho  now,  with  kingly  pomp,  ineult  and  mock 
^he  desolation  of  their  oouulry  —  these, 
^et  these,  and  such  as  these,  support  the  war, 
^he  fatal  war,  wliich  they  aloae  enkindled! 


^nd  those  state-parasitee,  wbo  have  tlieir  feel 

Jo  cnnstanily  hfnealii  the  fiuperor's  table. 

Who  cannot  let  a  benefice  fall,  but  they 

Snap  at  it  with  do"s'  liiint;er  — they,  foi-soolh, 

Would  pare  the  soldiers  bread  and  cross  his  reckoning  1 


My  life  long  will  it  anger  me  to  think, 
How  when  I  went  to  court  seven  years  ago, 
To  nee  aUmt  new  horses  for  our  regiment, 
How  from  one  anteoljamhiT  to  another 
They  dragged  me  on  and  left  nie  by  the  hour 
To  kick  my  heels  among  a  crowd  of  simpering' 
Feast-fattened  slaves,  ns  if  I  had  come  thither 
A  mendicant  suitor  for  the  cnmibs  of  favor 
That  fell  beneath  their  tables.     And,  at  last, 
Whom  should  tliey  send  me  but  a  Cajmchin  ! 
Straight  I  began  to  muster  up  my  sins 
For  ai«olution  —  but  no  siieb  hick  for  me ! 
T^is  was  the  inan,  this  Capuchin,  with  whom 
I  was  to  treat  concerning  the  army  horses  ! 
And  I  was  forced  at  last  to  quit  the  field. 
The  business  nna<'complished.     Afterwards 
The  dtike  procured  me  in  three  days  what  I 
Ck>nld  not  obtain  in  thirty  at  Vienna. 
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QETESTIIfaBItG. 

Ves,  yea!  jonr  travelling  bills  sooD  found  their  way  tonal 
Too  well  I  know  we  liave  still  accounts  to  settle. 

ILLO. 

War  is  violent  trade ;  one  cannot  always 
Finish  one's  work  by  soft  means;  every  trifle 
Must  not  be  blackened  into  sacrilege. 
If  we  should  wait  till  you,  in  solemn  council,' 
With  due  deliberation  had  selected 
The  smallest  out  of  four-and-twenty  evils, 
r  faith  we  should  wait  long  — 

•'  Dash !  and  through  with  it ! "    That's  the  better  watch- 
word. 
Then  after  oome  what  may  come.    'Tis  man's  nstnre 
To  make  the  best  of  a  bad  thing  once  past. 
A  bitter  and  perplexed  "  what  shall  I  do?" 
Is  worse  to  man  than  worst  necessity. 

QimSTEN'BERG. 

Ay,  donbtless,  it  is  true ;  the  dake  doee  spare  us 
The  troublesome  task  of  choosing. 

BUTLER. 

Yes,  the  dnke 

Cares  with  a  father's  feelings  for  his  troops ; 
But  how  the  emperor  feels  for  us,  we  see. 

QOEBTEMBEBO. 

His  cares  and  feelings  all  ranks  share  alike. 
Nor  will  he  offer  one  up  to  another. 


And  therefore  thrusts  he  ns  into  the  deserts 
As  beasts  of  prey,  that  so  he  may  preserve 
His  dear  sheep  fattening  in  bis  Gelds  at  home. 

QUESTENBBBO  (wU/t  a  WIMr). 

Count !  this  comparison  you  make,  not  I. 

ILLO. 

Why,  were  we  all  the  court  supposes  ns 
'Twere  dangerous,  sure,  to  give  us  liberty. 


)^ 
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QUKSTKNBKRB  {gravdy). 
Ton  have  taken  Ubeity  —  it  was  not  given  you, 
And  therefore  it  becomes  an  urgent  duty 
To  rein  it  in  with  the  curbs. 

ILLO. 

Expect  to  find  a  restive  steed  in  ub. 

QUESTENBEKG. 

A  better  rider  may  be  found  to  rule  it. 

ILLO. 

He  only  brooka  the  rider  who  has  tamed  him. 

QUESTKNBERi;, 

Ay,  tame  him  once,  and  then  a  child  may  lead  htm. 

uxo. 
The  child,  we  know,  is  found  for  him  already. 

QL'ESTKNIIERO. 

Be  duty,  sir,  your  study,  not  a  name. 

BUTLER  (who  has  stood  anlde  leith  PirroLOMiNi,  but  with 

visible  interest  in  the  coitvvrmfio/t^  advances). 
Sir  president,  tlie  emperor  lias  in  Gfrmany 
A  splendid  host  assembled  ;  in  this  kingdom 
Full  twenty  thousand  soldiers  arc  cantoned, 
With  sixteen  thousand  in  Silesia; 
Ten  regiments  are  posted  on  the  Wcser, 
The  Khine,  and  Maine  ;  in  Swiibia  there  .ire  six, 
And  in  Bavaria  twelve,  to  face  the  Swedes ; 
Without  including  in  the  account  the  garrisons 
Who  on  the  frontiers  hold  the  fortresses. 
This  vast  and  mighty  host  is  all  obedient 
To  Friedland's  captains ;  and  its  brave  commanders, 
Bred  in  one  school,  .and  nurtured  with  one  milk, 
Are  all  excited  by  one  heart  and  soul ; 
They  are  as  strangera  on  the  soil  thej'  tread. 
The  service  is  their  only  house  and  home. 
No  zeal  inspires  them  for  their  country's  cause. 
For  thous.inds  like  myself  were  born  abroad; 
Nor  care  they  for  the  emperor,  for  one  half 
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Deserting  other  service  fled  to  oura. 
Indifferent  what  their  banner,  whether  'twere, 
The  Double  Eagle,  Lily,  or  the  Lion. 
Yet  one  sole  man  can  rein  this  fiery  host 
By  equal  rule,  by  equal  love  and  fear ; 
Blending  the  many-nationed  whole  in  one ; 
^And  like  the  lightning's  fires  securely  led 
\Down  the  conducting  rod,  e'en  thus  his  power 
Rules  all  the  mass,  from  guarded  post  to  post, 
From  where  the  sentry  hears  the  Baltic  roar, 
Or  views  the  fertile  vales  of  the  Adige, 
E'en  to  the  body-guard,  who  holds  his  watch 
Within  the  precincts  of  the  imperial  palace  t 

QUE  STEN  BERG. 

What's  the  short  meaning  of  this  long  harangue? 

BirrLRE. 
That  the  respect,  the  love,  the  confidence. 
Which  makes  us  willing  subjects  of  I)uke  Friedland, 
Are  not  to  be  transferi'ed  to  the  first  comer 
That  Austria's  court  may  plesse  to  send  to  us. 
We  have  not  yet  so  readily  forgotten 
How  the  command  came  into  Friedland's  hands. 
Was  it,  forsooth,  the  emperor's  majesty 
Thai  gave  the  army  ready  to  his  hand. 
And  only  sought  a  leader  for  it?    No, 
The  army  then  had  no  existence.     He, 
Friedland,  it  was  who  called  it  into  being, 
And  gave  it  to  his  sovereign  — hut  receiving 
No  army  at  his  hand;  nor  did  the  emperor 
Give  Wallenstein  to  us  as  general.    No, 
It  was  from  Wallenstein  we  firat  received 
The  emperor  as  our  master  and  our  sovereign ; 
And  he,  he  only,  binds  us  to  our  banners ! 

ocTAVio  {interposing  and  addressing  Qpkbtknbebq). 
My  noble  friend. 
This  ia  no  more  than  a  remembrancing 
That  you  are  now  in  camp,  and  among  warriorB; 
The  soldier's  boldness  constitutes  his  freedom. 
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Could  tic  act  daringly,  unless  he  dared 
Talk  even  8oP     One  runH  into  the  otUep. 
Tlie  boldness  of  this  worthy  ofBcor,  _^ 

[PoitUinff  to  BuTUUt 
Which  now  is  but  mistaken  in  ita  mark, 
Preserved,  wlien  naaght  liiit  lioldiieaa  could  preserve  it, 
To  the  emperor,  bis  oapitnl  city,  Prague, 
111  a  tQost  formidable  mutiny 

Of  the  wliole  garrison.        [Military  mtmie  at  a  dUtance. 
Hall!  here  they  coitie! 


I 


The  sentries  are  satutiag  tliem  :  this  signal 
Announces  the  arrival  of  the  duchess. 

OCTAVIO  {to  QireBTKNBBEa). 

Then  my  son  Max.,  too,  has  returned.     Twaa  he 

Fotclicd  and  attended  them  fn.i.i  CiinitliLTi  hithc-r. 

ISOLANI  (to  II,H>). 

Shall  we  not  go  in  comp.iny  to  greet  them  ? 


Well,  let  us  go  —  Ho!  Colonel  Butler,  come.  [roOcTAVio. 
You'll  not  forget  that  yet  ere  noon  we  meet 
The  noble  envoy  .'it  the  general's  palace. 

[J-xeiitU  all  but  Qukstk.nbebu  antf  Octavio. 

Scene  111. 

QcESTENTIKWi  a«</ OcTAVIO. 

(jUKSTEJJBERG  (loith  si(/ns  oj"  aversion  and  astonishment). 
What  have  I  not  been  forced  to  bear,  Octavio ! 
What  sentiments  !  what  fierce,  uncurbed  defiance  ! 
And  were  this  spirit  universal  — 

"'  llm! 
You  are  now  aciiuaiiited  wiih  three-fourths  of  the  army. 

QUESTKMIEKi:. 

Where  must  we  seek,  then,  for  a  second  liost 
To  have  the  custodv  of  this?     Thai  lilo 


i 
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Thinks  worse,  I  fear  me,  than  he  apealu.    And  then 
Tbia  Butler,  too  —  he  cannot  even  conceal 
The  passionate  workings  of  his  ill  intentions. 


Quickness  of  temper — irritated  pride; 
'Twas  nothing  more.     I  cannot  give  up  Bntler. 
I  know  a  spell  that  will  soon  dispossess 
The  evil  spirit  in  Aim. 

QUEBTENBBKo  (waUeing  up  and  down  in.  emdent  diaquiei). 
Friend,  friend ! 
O I  this  is  worse,  far  worse,  than  we  had  suffered 
Ourselves  to  dream  of  at  Vienna.     There 
We  saw  it  only  with  a  courtier's  eyes, 
Eyes  dazzled  by  the  splendor  of  the  throne. 
We  had  not  seen  the  war-chief,  the  commander, 
The  man  all-powerful  in  his  camp.     Here,  here, 
'Tis  quite  another  thing. 

Here  is  no  emperor  more  —  the  duke  is  emperor. 
Alas,  my  friend  I  alas,  my  noble  friend  1 
This  walk  which  you  have  ta'eu  me  throug;h  the  camp 
Strikes  my  hopes  prostrate. 


Now  you  see  yourself 
Of  what  a  perilous  kind  the  office  is, 
Which  you  deliver  to  me  from  the  court. 
The  least  suspicion  of  the  general 
Costs  me  my  freedom  and  my  life,  and  would 
But  hasten  his  most  desperate  enterprise. 

QUB8TEHBERG. 

Where  was  our  reason  sleeping  when  we  trusted 
This  madman  with  the  sword,  and  placed  such  power 
In  such  a  hand  ?    I  tell  you,  he'll  refuse, 
Flatly  refuse  to  obey  the  imperial  orders. 
Friend,  he  can  do  it,  and  what  he  can,  he  will. 
And  then  the  impunity  of  his  defiance  — 
Oh  !  what  a  proclamation  of  our  weakness  I 
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D'ye  think,  too,  he  has  brought  his  wife  and  daughter 

Wiilioiil  a  purpose  hither?    Here  in  camp! 

Aud  at  thu  very  point  of  time  in  which 

We're  arming  for  the  war  ?     That  he  haa  taken 

These,  tlie  last  pledges  of  his  loyalty, 

Away  from  out  the  emperor's  doiiiiniouB  — 

This  is  no  doubtful  tokcu  of  the  ii 

Of  some  eruption. 

qUBSTGNBEBG. 

How  shall  we  bold  footing^ 
Beneath  thia  tcmjteat,  wliicli  collects  itself 
And  threats  us  from  all  quarters  ¥     The  enemy 
Of  the  empire  on  onr  bora  ere,  now  already 
The  master  of  tb«  Danuho,  and  still  farther, 
And  farther  still,  extending  every  hour! 

Of  insurrection  — peaNantry  in  arms  — 
All  orders  discontented  — ■  aud  the  army, 
Just  in  the  moment  of  our  expectation 
Of  aidance  from  it  —  lo  !  tliis  very  army 
Seduced,  run  wild,  lost  to  all  discipline, 
Loosened,  and  i-ent  asunder  from  llie  state 
And  from  their  sovereign,  the  blind  instrument 
Of  the  most  daring  of  mankind,  a  weapon 
Of  fearful  power,  which  at  his  will  he  wields. 

Nay,  nny,  friend  !  let  us  not  despair  too  soon  — 
Men's  words  are  even  bolder  than  their  deeds ; 
And  miiny  a  resolute,  who  now  appears 
Made  up  to  all  extremes,  will,  on  a  sudden. 
Find  in  his  breast  a  heart  he  wol  not  of. 
Let  but  a  single  honest  mnn  speak  out 
The  true  name  of  his  crime  t     Kemeniber,  too, 
We  stand  not  yet  so  wholly  unprotected. 
Counts  Altringer  and  Onllas  have  maintained 
Their  little  army  faithful  to  its  duty. 
And  daily  it  becomes  more  numerous. 
Kor  can  he  take  us  by  siirprise  ;  you  know 
J  hold  him  all  encompassed  by  my  listeners. 
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What'er  he  does,  is  mine,  even  while  His  doing     — 
No  step  so  small,  bat  instantly  I  hear  it ; 
Yea,  his  own  mouth  diaoloses  it. 

QITESTENBERG. 

Tis  quite 
Incomprehensible,  that  he  detects  not 
The  foe  so  near  I 

OCTAVIO, 

Beware,  yon  do  not  think. 
That  I,  by  lying  arte,  and  complaisant 
Hypoerisy,  have  sulked  into  hia  graces. 
Or  with  the  substance  of  smooth  profeseions 
Nourish  his  all-confiding  friendship  I     No  — 
Compelled  alike  by  prudence,  and  that  duty 
Which  we  all  owe  our  country  and  our  sovereign, 
To  hide  my  genuine  feeling  from  him,  yet 
Ne'er  have  I  duped  him  with  base  counterfeits  I 


OCTATIO. 

I  know  not  what  it  is  thatso  attracts 

And  links  him  both  to  me  and  to  ray  eon. 

Comrades  and  friends  we  always  were — long  habit, 

Adventurous  deeds  performed  in  company, 

And  all  those  many  and  various  incidents 

Which  stores  a  soldier's  memory  with  affections. 

Had  bound  us  long  and  early  to  each  other  — 

Yet  I  can  name  the  day,  when  all  at  once 

His  heart  rose  on  me,  and  his  confidence 

Shot  out  into  sudden  growth.     It  was  the  morning 

Before  the  memorable  fight  at  Lfltzen. 

Urged  by  an  ugly  dream,  I  sought  him  out, 

To  press  him  to  accept  another  charger. 

At  a  distance  from  the  tents,  beneath  a  tree, 

I  found  him  in  n  sleep,     When  I  had  waked  him 

And  had  related  all  my  bodings  to  him, 

Long  time  he  stared  upon  me,  like  a  man 

Astounded  :  thereon  fell  upon  my  neck. 
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And  miLiiifeHted  to  me  an  emotion 

That  far  outalripiied  the  worth  of  that  small  aervice. 

Since  then  iiie  confidence  has  followed  me 

With  the  eatne  pace  that  mine  has  fled  from  him. 

qtJESTEHBKBU. 

You  lead  your  sod  into  the  secret? 

OCT  A  vio. 

No  I 

(Jt:  KMT  F.N  BE  KG. 

What  I  and  not  warn  liim  either,  what  bud  hands 
His  lot  has  placed  him  in  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

I  must  perforce 
Leave  him  in  wardship  to  his  innotcnce. 
His  young  and  open  soul  — ditisiniulation 
Is  foreign  to  its  habits  !     I^orancc 
Alone  can  keep  alive  the  cheerful  air. 
The  unembarrassed  scnsu  .tnd  light  free  spirit, 
That  makes  the  duke  secure. 

QUESTENREKG  (anxtOUslt/). 


I  must  venture  it. 
Hush  I    There  he  comes  ! 

Scene  IV. 
Max.  Piccolomint,  Octavio  Piccolomini,  Questbnbesq. 

MAX. 

Ha!  there  he  is  himself.     Welcome,  ray  father! 

\_}Te  embniceK  his  father.     As  he  funis  round,  he 

observes  Ql'kstknberg,  and  dr<xw»  bw-k  with  a 

cold  and  reserved  air. 
You  are  engaged,  I  see.     PlI  not  disturb  you. 


«ta 
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OCTAVIO. 

How,  Max.  ?    Look  closer  at  this  visitor. 
Attention,  Max.,  an  old  friend  merits  —  reverence 
Belongs  of  right  to  the  envoy  of  your  sovereign. 

MAX.  {drily). 

Von  Questenberg !  —  welcome  —  if  you  bring  with  you 
Aught  good  to  our  headquarters. 

QUESTENBERG  {seizing  his  hand). 

Nay,  draw  not 
Your  hand  away,  Count  Piccolimini ! 
Not  on  mjr  own  account  alone  I  seized  it. 
And  nothmg  common  will  I  say  therewith. 

[  Taking  the  hands  of  both, 
Octavio  — Max.  Piccolomini ! 

0  savior  names,  and  full  of  happy  omen  ! 

Ne'er  will  her  prosperous  genius  turn  from  Austria, 
While  two  such  stars,  with  blessed  influences 
Beaming  protection,  shine  above  her  hosts. 

MAX. 

Heh  !  Noble  minister!     You  miss  your  part. 

You  come  not  here  to  act  a  panegyric. 

You're  sent,  I  know,  to  find  fault  and  to  scold  us  — 

1  must  not  be  beforehand  with  my  comrades.  ' 

OCTAVIO  (^O  MAX.). 

He  comes  from  court,  where  people  are  not  quite 
So  well  contented  with  the  duke  as  here. 

MAX. 

What  now  have  they  contrived  to  find  out  in  him  ? 

That  he  alone  determines  for  himself 

What  he  himself  alone  doth  understand ! 

Well,  therein  he  does  right,  and  will  persist  in't 

Heaven  never  meant  him  for  that  passive  thing 

That  can  be  struck  and  hammered  out  to  suit 

Another's  taste  and  fancy.     He'll  not  dance 

To  every  tune  of  every  minister. 

It  goes  against  his  nature  —  he  can't  do  it, 

He  is  possessed  by  a  commanding  spirit, 

And  his,  too,  is  the  station  of  command. 
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And  well  for  us  it  is  so  !     Tliure  i-xiBl 

Few  lit  to  rule  thetiiaelves,  but  few  that  use 

Their  iotellects  iulelligently.     Then 

Well  for  the  whole,  if  there  be  found  A  man 

Who  makes  himself  what  nature  destined  liim, 

The  pause,  the  central  point,  to  thouii»nd  thuusands  — 

Stnnds  fixed  and  stately,  like  a  firm-built  oolamn, 

Where  all  may  preaa  with  joy  and  cotifidenoe  - 

Now  such  a  man  is  Wallensteiii ;  and  \t 

Another  better  suilfl  the  court  —  no  other 

But  such  a  one  as  he  can  serve  tlie  army. 
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What  delight  to  obnerve 

How  he  incites  and  str<!n_L'lhena  all  iiroiinrl  him. 
Infusing  life  and  vigor,     Kvery  power 
Seems  as  it  were  redoubh'd  by  his  presence: 
He  draws  forth  every  latcut  energy, 
Showing  to  each  his  own  ]iei-uliar  talent, 
Vet  leaving  all  to  be  wliiil  nature  made  them, 
And  watching  only  that  tlicy  be  naught  else 
In  the.ri^ht  place  and  time;  and  lie  has  skill 
To  mould  the  powers  of  nW  to  his  own  end. 

QfKSTKNRKRC. 

But  who  denies  his  knowledge  of  mankind, 
And  skill  to  use  it  ?     Our  complaint  is  this  :  — 
That  in  the  master  he  forgets  the  servant, 
As  if  he  claimed  by  birth  bis  present  honors. 

MAX. 

And  does  he  not  bo  ?    Is  lie  not  endowed 
With  every  gift  and  power  to  carry  out 
The  high  intents  of  nature,  and  to  win 
A  ruler's  station  by  a  ruler's  talent? 

Ql'ESIENBERd. 

So  then  it  seems  to  rest  with  him  alone 
Wliat  is  the  worth  of  all  mankind  beside! 


J 


F^ar 
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MAX. 

Uncommon  men  reqaire  no  common  trast ; 
Give  bim  but  Bcope  and  he  will  set  the  bounds. 

QUESTENBER 

The  proof  4ft  jret  to  come. 

MAX. 

Thus  are  ye  ever. 
Ye  shrink  from  every  thin^  of  depth,  and  think 
Yourselves  are  only  safe  while  ye  re  in  shallows. 

OCTAVIO  {to  QUESTENBERG). 

'Twere  best  to  yield  with  a  good  grace,  my  friend ; 
Of  him  there  you'll  make  nothing. 

MAX.  (continuing). 

In  their  fear 
They  call  a  spirit  up,  and  when  he  comes, 
Straight  their  flesh  creeps  and  quivers,  and  they  dread  him 
More  than  the  ills  for  which  they  called  him  up. 
The  uncommon,  the  sublime,  must  seem  and  be 
Like  things  of  every  day.     But  in  the  field. 
Ay,  tJiere  the  Present  Being  makes  itself  felt. 
The  personal  must  command,  the  actual  eye 
Examine.     If  to  be  the  chieftain  asks 
All  tliat  is  great  in  nature,  let  it  be 
Likewise  his  privilege  to  move  and  act 
In  all  the  correspondences  of  greatness. 
The  oracle  within  him,  that  which  lives, 
He  must  invoke  and  question  —  not  dead  books. 
Not  ordinances,  not  mould-rotted  pjipers. 

OCTAVIO. 

My  son  !  of  those  old  narrow  ordinances 

Let  us  not  hold  too  lightly.     They  are  weights 

Of  priceless  value,  which  oppressed  mankind, 

Tied  to  the  volatile  will  of  their  oppressors. 

For  always  formidable  was  the  League 

And  partnership  of  free  power  with  free  will. 

The  way  of  ancient  ordinance,  though  it  winds, 
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Is  yet  00  devious  patli.     Slrniglil  forward  goe« 
The  lightning's  path,  and  straight  Llie  ft^arful  puh 
Of  the  t^Hti nun-ball.     Direct  it  flies,  aod  rapid  ; 
Shatti-ring   that  it    inaj-  reach,  and    shatteriug  what  il 

rcach^.'S, 
My  son,  the  road  tlie  hunitui  tieing  travels, 
That,  on  which  blessing  coinirs  and  goes,  doth  follov 
The  river's  course,  the  valley's  playful  windings, 
Curves  round  the  cornfield  and  the  hill  of  vines. 
Honoring  the  holy  bounds  of  property  ! 
And  thus  secure,  though  late,  |eads  to  tt£  ead. 

gUE8TE>(BKRG. 

Oh,  hear  your  father,  noble  vonlli !  hear  him 
Who  is  at  once  the  hero  and  the  man. 


I 


My  Bon,  the  nursling  of  the  camp  spoke  in  thee! 

A  war  of  fifteen  years 

Hftth  bten  thy  ediiuation  and  thy  school. 

Peace  hast  tliou  never  nitrussecl  1     There  exists 

An  higher  than  the  warrior's  excellence. 

In  war  itself  war  is  no  ultimate  jmrjiose. 

The  vaHt  and  sudden  deeds  of  violence. 

Adventures  wild,  and  wonders  of  the  moment, 

Tiiese  are  not  they,  my  sun,  that  venerate 

The  cairn,  the  blissful,  and  the  erdnriug  mighty! 

Lo  there!  the  soldier,  rapid  architect! 

Buildij  his  light  town  of  canvas,  an<1  at  once 

The  whole  scene  mi)veK  and  bustles  momently. 

With  arms,  and  nei<rliin<r  steeds,  and  ndrth  and  quarrel 

The  iiintlcv  market  tills;  the  mads,  the  streams 

Are  <'rowdeil  willi  new  freights;  trade  stirs  and  hurries, 

Jiut  on  some  morrow  morn,  all  suddenly. 

The  tents  dr.i].  down,  tho  liorde  renews  its  march. 

Dreary,  and  solitary  as  a  churchyard  ; 

The  meadow  and  down-trod<1en  seed-plot  lie. 

And  the  year's  harvest  is  gone  utterly. 

MAX. 

Oh,  let  the  etiii.er"r  make  peace,  my  father! 
Most  gladly  would  I  give  the  blood-stained  laurel 
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For  the  first  violet  *  of  the  leafless  spring, 

Plucked  in  those  quiet  fields  where  I  have  journeyed. 

OCTAVIO. 

What  ails  thee  ?    What  so  moves  thee  all  at  once? 

MAX. 

Peace  have  I  ne'er  beheld  ?     I  have  beheld  it. 

From  thence  am  I  come  hither:  oh,  that  sight. 

It  glimmers  still  before  me,  like  some  landscape 

Leh  in  the  distance,  — some  delicious  landscape ! 

My  road  conducted  me  through  countries  where 

The  war  has  not  yet  reached.  'Life,  life,  my  father  — 

My  venerable  father,  life  has  charms 

Which  we  have  never  experienced.     We  have  been 

But  voyaging  along  its  barren  coasts. 

Like  some  poor  ever-roaming  horde  of  pirates, 

That,  crowded  in  the  rank  and  narrow  ship, 

House  on  the  wild  sea  with  wild  usages. 

Nor  know  aught  of  the  mainland,  but  the  bays 

Where  safeliest  they  may  venture  a  thieves'  landing. 

Whate'er  in  the  inland  dales  the  land  conceals 

Of  fair  and  exquisite,  oh,  nothing,  nothing, 

Do  we  behold  of  that  in  our  rude  voyage. 

OCT  A  V 10  (attentive^  with  an  appearance  of  uneasiness). 
And  so  your  journey  has  revealed  this  to  you? 

MAX. 

'Twas  the  first  leisure  of  my  life.     O  tell  me, 
What  is  the  meed  and  purpose  of  the  toil, 
The  painful  toil  which  robbed  me  of  my  youth. 
Left  me  a  heart  unsouled  and  solitary, 
A  spirit  uninformed,  unornamented  ! 
For  the  camp's  stir,  and  crowd,  and  ceaseless  lamm, 
The  neighing  war-horse,  the  air-shattering  trumpet, 
The  unvaried,  still  returning  hour  of  duty. 
Word  of  command,  and  exercise  of  arms  — 

<*  In  the  original, 

**  Den  b1nt*gen  Lorbeer  geb'ich  hin  mit  Frenden 
Film  erste  Veilchen,  das  der  Milrs  one  bringt, 
Pm  dttrf tij^e  Pfand  4er  neuTerJilngten  Erde,** 
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There's  nothing  here,  there's  nothing  in  nil  this, 

To  satisfy  the  heart,  the  gasping  heart ! 

Mert!  bustling  niitbingness,  whure  the  soul  is  not- 

This  cannot  he  the  sole  felicity, 

TL<.>8e  cannot  be  man's  best  and  only  pleasures  1 

(K'TA\no. 

Much  hast  thou  learnt,  my  son,  in  this  short  jouro^ 


Oh  (lay,  thrico  lovely !  wheo  at  length  the  soldier 

Rtturns  homo  into  life ;  when  he  becomes 

A  fellow-riian  among  his  fcllow-men. 

The  colors  are  nufurlerl,  the  cavalcade 

Mashals,  and  now  the  biiKz  is  hushed,  and  hark ! 

Now  the  soft  peaoe^naroh  beats,  home,  brothers,  home  t 

The  caps  and  nolmet  are  all  garlanded 

Willi  grc'ij  IjotiyhR,  tlK^  I;ist  [ilutid.riiig  of  tlic  fields. 

The  city  'j^ntcA  (ly  open  of  themsclvcB, 

They  need  no  longer  tlio  jietard  to  tear  them. 

The  ratM])arts  arc  :UI  filled  with  men  and  women, 

With  peaceful  men  and  women,  that  send  onwards 

KIrscs  and  welcomtngs  upon  the  air, 

Which  they  make  breezy  with  affectionate  gestures. 

From  all  the  towers  rings  out  the  merry  peal. 

The  joyons  vespers  of  a  bloody  day. 

0  happy  man,  O  fortuniite  !  for  whom 

The  well-known  door,  the  faithful  arms  are  open, 
The  faithful  len<1er  arms  with  mute  embracing. 

mjESTE.vBERn  {oj^partntJ;/  much  affected). 
O  that  yon  shonld  speiJc 
Of  such  a  distant,  distant  time,  and  not 
Of  the  to-morrow,  not  of  this  to-day. 

ma:^.  (turiiinff  round  to  him  fuick  and  vehement). 
Where  lies  the  fault  hut  on  you  in  Vienna ! 

1  will  deal  openly  with  you,  Questenberg, 
Just  now,  as  first  I  saw  you  standing  here 
(I'll  own  it  to  you  freely),  indignation 
Crowded  and  pressed  my  inmost  soul  together. 
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'Tis  ye  that  hinder  peace,  ye  I  —  and  the  warrior, 

It  is  the  warrior  that  mnst  force  it  from  yon. 

Ye  fret  tiie  general's  life  out,  blacken  him, 

Hold  him  up  aa  a  rebel,  and  heaven  knows 

What  else  still  worse,  because  he  spares  the  Saxona, 

And  trips  to  awaken  confidence  in  the  enemy ; 

Which  yet's  the  only  way  to  peace:  for  if 

War  intermit  not  during  war,  hovi  then 

And  whence  can  peace  come?    Your  own  plagnes  fall 

on  you ! 
Even  as  I  love  what's  virtuous,  hate  I  you. 
And  here  I  make  this  vow,  here  pledge  myself. 
My  blood  shall  spurt  out  for  this  Wallenstein, 
And  my  heart  drain  off,  drop  by  drop,  ere  ye 
Shall  revel  and  dance  jubilee  o'er  his  ruin.  [.£W& 

SCEMB  V, 

QUESTENBERO,  OoTAVIO  PiCCOLOMlNl. 

QUESTBNBtCRIi. 

Alaa  !  alas  I  and  stands  it  so  7 

[  TTien  in  presnin^  and  impatient  tone». 
What  friend  !  and  do  we  let  him  go  away 
In  this  delusion  —  let  him  go  away  ? 
Not  call  him  back  immediately,  not  open 
His  eyes  upon  the  spot  ? 

ocTAVio  (recovering  himself  mU  of  a  deep  study). 
He  has  now  opened  mine, 
And  I  see  more  than  pleases  me. 

QDKSTBNBKRO. 

What  is  it? 

OCTAVIO. 

Curse  on  this  journey ! 

QUESTENBEBQ. 

But  why  so?    What  is  it? 

OCTAVIO. 

Come,  come  along,  friend  !  I  must  follow  up 
"The  ominous  tracTc  immediately.  Mine  eyes 
Are  opened  now,  and  I  must  use  them.     Come ! 

[^Draws  Questenbebo  on  loith  Aim. 
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gueSTEMBBRG. 

What  now  ?      Where  go  you  then  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

To  her  facTself. 

QUKSTEMBEBO. 

To 

OCTAVIO  {interrupting  kim  and  correcting  himg^). 

To  the  duke.     Come,  let  us  go 'Tis  dooe,  'tis  done, 

I  see  the  nei  Ihal  is  thrown  over  him. 
Oh  I  he  returus  not  to  me  its  he  went. 

QCESTENBBUO. 

Nay,  but  explain  joureelf. 

OCTAVIO. 

And  that  I  should  ni 
Foresee  it,  not  provant  this  journey  I  Wherefore 
Did  I  keep  it  from  him?     Ynu  were  in  the  right. 

I  should  have  wanii'd  liiiu.     Now  it  is  loo  laic. 

QUESTKSBKRG. 

But  what^e  too  late?     Betliink  yoiirsolf,  my  friend, 
Tliat  you  arc  talking  absolute  riddles  to  inc. 

OCTAVIO  {more  coUecled). 
Come!  to  the  duke's.     'Tis  close  upon  the  hour 
Which  he  appointed  you  for  audience.     Cnme ! 
A  curse,  a  threefold  curse,  upon  this  journey! 

l^Ife  leaih  Questenbkbo  off". 

■*  ACT   II. 

SCK.VE    I. 

CAw.'/ffN  ("  a  spacious  chamber  in  the  houxe  of  the  Duke 
of  Frieilla"<f.  •Servants  tmi>fof/efl  in  putUiig  the  fables 
atyli-hnirn  In  ortler.  Daring  this  outers  Skxi,  like  an 
old  It'i/ian  iloctor,  in  Muck,  and  dothed  sometnhat  fan- 
tastiadli/.  He  carries  a  white  staf,  wth  wAi'cA  he 
marks  out  the  quarters  of  the  heavens. 

FIRST    eERVANT. 

Come  —  to  it,  lads,  to  it !  Make  an  end  of  it.  I  hear  the 
sentry  call  out,  "  Stand  to  your  arms ! "  They  will  be 
here  in  a  minute. 


■aaah^^x^— a-« 
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SECOND   SEBYANT. 

Why  were  we  not  told  before  that  the  audience  would 
be  held  here?  Nothing  prepared  —  no  orders  —  no  in- 
structions. 

THIRD   SERVANT. 

Ay,  and  why  was  the  balcony  chamber  countermanded, 
that  with  the  great  worked  carpet  ?  There  one  can  look 
about  one. 

FIRST   SERVANT. 

Nay,  that  you  must  ask  the  mathematician  there.  He 
says  it  is  an  unlucky  chamber. 

SECOND   SERVANT. 

Poh !  stuiT  and  nonsense !  that's  what  I  call  a  tmm.  A 
chamber  is  a  chamber ;  what  much  can  the  place  signify 
in  the  affair  ? 

SENi  (toith  gravity). 

My  son,  there's  nothing  insigniiicant, 
Nothing!    But  yet  in  every  earthly  thing, 
First  and  most  principal  is  place  and  time. 

FIRST  SERVANT  {to  the  second). 

Say  nothing  to  him,  Nat.  The  duke  himself  most  let 
him  have  his  own  will. 

SENI  (counts  the  chairs^  half  in  a  loud,  half  in  a  low 
voice^  till  he  comes  to  eleven^  which  he  repecUs). 

Eleven !  an  evil  number  !     Set  twelve  chairs. 

Twelve !  twelve  signs  hath  the  zodiac :  five  and  seven, 

The  holy  numbers,  include  themselves  in  twelve. 

SECOND   SERVANT. 

And  what  may  you  have  to  object  against  eleven  ?  I 
should  like  to  know  that  now. 

SENI. 

Eleven  is  transgression  ;  eleven  oversteps 
The  ten  commandments. 

SECOND    SERVANT. 

That's  good?  and  why  do  you  call  five  a  holy  number? 


)iU 


THE   PKlCOU»MlNI. 


BESt. 
Five  is  tlie  bouI  of  man  :  for  even  ns  man 
Is  mingled  up  of  guod  ami  evil,  so 
The  five  is  tlic  first  number  that's  made  np 
Of  even  and  odd. 


The  foolish  old  coxcomb  ! 


I 


PIRST   SBRVAMT. 

Ay!  let  him  alono  though.     I  like  to  hear  him;  there 
is  more  in  his  words  than  can  be  seen  at  first  sight.       ^ 

THIBU    BBtlVAKT.  |Bi 

Off,  they  come.  ^M 

There !    Out  at  the  side-door.  -^ 

\^The}i hurry  off.     Ssyi /oUowii  sIofi4ff.    Apiiff$ 

briiHinl/if.xI'rffnfromviini'h.horedninhioii, 
,in'l  jil.ictf  it  w,  tU  l;l,h,  i,'xtr  the  (li>ke'» 
chair.  They  are  amiouiatd  from  vnlhout, 
atid  tlte  iciiiffs  of  the  door  fly  open. 

Scene  II. 
Wallenstein,  Duchess. 

Tou  went,  then,  through  Vienna,  were  presented 
To  the  Queen  of  Hungary? 

iirciiKss, 
Yen  ;  and  to  the  empress,  loo. 
Anil  hy  both  majesties  wore  wc  admitted 
To  kiss  tlie  hand. 

IVALI.ENSTEIN. 

And  how  was  it  rtreived. 
That  1  had  sent  for  wife  and  dauglitcr  hither 
To  the  camp,  in  wintor-timu? 

UUCilESS. 

I  did  even  that 
Which  you  eomniispionod  me  lo  do.     I  told  them 
Tou  had  determined  on  our  daughter's  marrii^e, 


■r  f."! 
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And  wished,  ere  yet  you  went  into  the  field. 
To  show  the  elected  husband  his  betrothed. 

WALLENSTBIN. 

And  did  they  guess  the  choice  which  I  had  made? 

DUCHESS. 

They  only  hoped  and  wished  it  may  have  fallen 
Upon  no  foreign  nor  yet  Lutheran  noble. 

WALLENSTKIN. 

And  you  —  what  do  yau  wish,  Elizabeth  ? 

DUCHESS. 

Your  will,  you  know,  was  always  mine. 

WALLBNSTEiN  {after  a  pause). 

Well,  then,— 
And  in  all  else,  of  what  kind  and  complexion 
Was  your  reception  at  the  court? 

[  The  Duchess  casts  her  eyes  on  the  ground^  and 
remains  silent. 
Hide  nothing  from  uie.     How  were  you  received  ?    . 

DUCHESS. 

O !  my  dear  lord,  all  is  not  what  it  was. 
A  canker-worm,  my  lord,  a  canker-worm 
Has  stolen  into  the  bud. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Ay  !  is  it  so  ? 
What,  they  were  lax?  they  failed  of  the  old  respect? 

DUCHESS. 

Not  of  respect.     No  honors  were  omitted, 

No  outward  courtesy ;  but  in  the  place 

Of  condescending,  confidential  kindness, 

Familiar  and  endearing,  there  were  given  me 

Only  these  honors  and  that  solemn  courtesy. 

Ah  !  and  the  tenderness  which  was  put  on, 

It  was  the  guise  of  pitv,  not  of  favor. 

No !  Albrecht's  wife,  Duke  Albrecht's  princely  wife. 

Count  Harrach's  noble  daughter,  should  not  so  — 

Not  wholly  so  should  she  have  been  received. 
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WALI.EN8TEIN. 

Yea,  yes ;  they  have  taken  offence.    My  latest  conduct 
Tbey  rniled  at  it,  no  doubt. 


O  that  tbey  had  I 
1  have  been  long  accustomed  to  'lefend  yoti. 
To  heal  and  pacify  diat«inpered  spirits. 
No ;  no  one  railed  at  you.    Thoy  wrapped  them  up, 
O  Heaven  I  in  such  op]>rea8ive,  solemn  silence  I 
Here  is  no  every-<lay  misiinderatauding, 
Ko  transient  pique,  no  cloud  Uinl  passes  over ; 
Something  most  luckless,  most  unhealahle. 
Has  taken  }>lacel    The  Queen  of  Hungary 
Used  formerly  to  call  me  her  dear  aunt. 
And  ever  at  departure  to  embrace  me 

WALI.es  STEIN, 

Now  she  omitted  it '! 

DUi  iiEKS  (t''i2>i"'J  way  her  tears  ajter  a  pause). 
She  did  embrace  me. 
But  then  first  wlien  I  ha<l  already  taken 
Aly  formal  leave,  and  when  the  door  already 
Had  closeil  njmn  me,  then  did  she  come  out 
In  haste,  as  she  had  suddenly  l)ethouglit  herself, 
And  pressed  me  to  her  busuin,  more  with  anguish 
Than  tenderness. 

WALi.ENSTEiN  (seizes  her  hand  soothingly). 
Nay,  now  collect  yourself. 
And  what  of  Eggenberg  and  Lichtenstein, 
And  of  our  otlier  fricndB  there  ? 

uut;iiKss  (ahakini/  her  head). 

I  saw  none. 

WAI.I.ENSTET.V, 

The  ambassador  from  Spain,  who  once  was  wont 
To  plead  so  warmly  for  me? 

DUCHESS. 

Silent,  silent! 


4 

Pi 

I 


THE  PlCCOtX)MINi.  187 

WALLENSTEiN. 

These  suns  then  are  eclipsed  for  us.    Henceforward 
Must  we  roll  on,  our  own  fire,  our  own  light. 

DUCHESS. 

And  were  it — were  it,  my  dear  lord,  in  that 
Which  moved  about  the  court  in  buzz  and  whisper. 
But  in  the  country  let  itself  be  heard 
Aloud  —  in  that  which  Father  Laraormain 
In  sundry  hints  and 

WALLENSTEiN  {eagerly), 

Lanormain  !  what  said  he  f 

DUCHESS. 

That  you're  accused  of  having  daringly 

O'erstepped  the  powers  intrusted  to  you,  charged 

With  traitorous  contempt  of  the  emperor 

And  his  supreme  behests.     The  proud  Bavarian, 

He  and  the  Spaniards  stand  up  your  accusers  — 

That  there's  a  storm  collecting  over  you 

Of  far  more  fearful  menace  than  the  former  one 

Which  whirled  you  headlong  down  at  Regensburg. 

And  people  talk,  said  he,  of Ah  I 

\^Stifting  extreme  emotion. 


WALLENSTEIN. 
DUCHESS. 

I  cannot  utter  it  I 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Proceed  ! 

DUCHESS. 

They  talk 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Well! 

DUCHESS. 


Proceed  1 


Of  a  second  —  {catches  her  voice  and  hesitates.) 


WALLENSTEIN. 

Second 
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Host  diagnoefiil 

DiBmJBsion. 

WALLKSSTEtM. 

Talk  tliey? 
[^Slride^  acroaa  the  c/iamber  in  vehement  agitation. 
O !  tbey  force,  tbey  tlirmt  — 
With  violence,  ag^nst  my  own  will,  onwara! 

DUCHESS  {pres«ea  iiettr  to  him  inentrtaty). 
Oh  I  if  there  yet  be  time,  my  hiiaband  !  if 
By  giving  way  and  by  eubniisaion,  this 
Can  be  averted  —  my  dear  lord,  give  way  ! 
•  ■  -    -*     Tell  th 


1 


I 


Win  down  yonr  proud  heart  to  it !      Tell  the  hei 
It  ifl  your  sovereign  lord,  ymir  emiieror, 
Before  wliom  you  retreat.     Ob!  let  uo  longer 
IjOw  trickling  malice  btaoken  your  ^o<I  raeailii 

With  abhorred  vonniTioiH  irlnsscs.     Stnri.l  yrm  up 

Shielded  and  helmed  and  weajioiiod  « itii  the  truth, 

And  drive  before  yon  into  ultermost  shame 

Theae  slanderous  liars  !     Few  lirra  friends  have  we  — 

You  know  it !     The  swift  prowth  of  our  good  fortune, 

It  bath  but  set  us  u|>  ,i  mark  for  hatred. 

What  are  we,  if  the  sovereign's  grace  and  favor 

Stand  not  before  us ! 

Scene    HI. 

Enter  the  Countess  Tekzky,  lentlinf/  in   her  hand  the 

Princess  Tiikkla,  ricldij  (ulornej  leilh  brilliants. 

CousTKSH,  TiitKLA,  Wali.esstein,  Dichkss. 

lorsTESs, 

How,  rIsIit!     Whiit,  nlrcady  upon  busiiieas? 

[  Ofi.iirriii'/  /he  roiinlcii'iiiee  of'  the  DuoHKsa. 
And  busin.-sH  »f  no  p'h-asiuir  kind  1  no.-,  ' 
Kre  he  has  ghidik-nrd  at  his  child.     The  first 
Moment  l.eiontiR  to  joy.     Ht-ro,  rrifiDand  !    father! 
This  is  thy  daughter. 

[TiiKKi.A  aj'jiroaches  tcitha  shy  and  timid  air,  atid 
bends  herself  as  about  to  kiss  his  hand.  He  re- 
ceives her  in  his  artns,  andrenunns  /itamUngfor 
tome  time  lost  in  thefeding  of  her  ^Teaence. 


1?Hfi   PIOCOLOMINL 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Yes !  pure  and  lovely  hath  hope  risen  on  me, 
I  take  her  as  the  pledge  of  greater  fortune* 

DUCHESS. 

'Twas  but  a  little  child  when  you  departed 
To  raise  up  that  great  array  for  the  emperor : 
And  after,  at  the  close  of  the  campaign, 
When  you  returned  home  out  of  Pomerania, 
Your  daughter  was  already  in  the  convent, 
Wherein  she  has  remained  till  now. 

WALLEN8TEIN. 

The  while 
We  in  the  field  here  gave  our  cares  and  toils 
To  make  her  great,  and  fight  her  a  free  way 
To  the  loftiest  earthly  good  ;  lo  !  mother  Nature 
Within  the  peaceful,  silent  convent  walls, 
Has  done  her  part,  and  out  of  her  free  grace 
Hath  she  bestowed  on  the  beloved  child 
The  god-like  ;  and  now  leads  her  thus  adorned 
To  meet  her  splendid  fortune,  and  my  hope. 

DUCHESS    {to  THBKLA). 

Thou  wouldst  not  now  have  recognized  thy  father, 
Wouldst  thou,  my  child  ?  She  counted  scarce  eight  years 
When  last  she  saw  your  face. 

thekla. 

O  yes,  yes,  mother ! 
At  the  first  glance !     My  father  has  not  altered. 
The  form  that  stands  before  me  falsifies 
No  feature  of  the  image  that  hath  lived 
So  long  within  me ! 

wallenstein. 

The  voice  of  my  child  ! 

[  TTien  after  a  pause. 
I  was  indignant  at  my  destiny, 
That  it  denied  me  a  man-child,  to  be 
Heir  of  my  name  and  of  my  prosperous  fortune, 
And  re-illume  my  soon-extinguished  being 
In  a  proud  line  of  princes. 


I  wronged  my  defiliny.     Here  upon  this  head, 
So  lovely  in  its  maiden  bloom,  will  I 
Let  fall  the  garland  of  a  lift;  of  war, 
Nordeem  it  loat,  if  only  I  can  wreath  it, 
Transmuted  to  a  regal  ornament, 
Around  these  beauteous  hrowa. 

[Ife  clasps  her  in  his  arttui  at  Piccolomini  enters. 

SCBNK    IV. 
Enter  Max.  Piccolomini,  mid  tome  time  after  CoDST 
Tkrzky,  t/ie  others  rentainiJig  as  before.  ^^ 

COUMTEBB.  ^H 

There  comes  the  Paladin  who  protected  us,  ^^ 

WA1.I.IENBTKIK. 

Max. !     Welcome,  ever  welcome  !     Always  wert  thou 
The  morning  star  of  my  best  joys! 

MAX. 

My  general 

Till  now  it  was  the  tnn.eror  who  rewarded  thee, 
I  but  the  instrument.      Diis  day  thou  hast  bound 
The  father  to  thee,  Max. !  the  fortunate  father. 
And  this  debt  Friodlnnd's  self  must  pay. 

My  prince  1 
Yon  made  no  common  hurry  to  transfer  it. 
I  come  with  shame  :  yea,  not  without  a  i>ang! 
For  scarce  have  I  arrived  here,  scarce  delivered 
The  mother  and  the  daughter  to  your  arms. 
But  there  is  brou<^ht  to  me  from  your  equorry  • 
A  splendid  richly-plated  hunting 'dress 
So  to  remunerate  me  for  my  troubles  — 

•  A  reriewor  in  Die  ii/.-r^iry  tlni-llf  nlwervrH  Hint,  In  Ihew  lines.  Mr. 
Colarldee  hae  inlsBiJurehfi.ileil  llu-  uhhiiIiic  <■!  llie  Hur.l  "  aug,"  a  uani,  IrkUi- 
lUlultu-uiiug/'aiuit  of  clothes.    Tlw  fulluxiiig  venloD.  u  a  anbcil- 

Wheii  from  your  stablce  tliero  (8  brniiirht  to  ids 
A  tenm  of  four  n>«l  rlfhly  liarii«>M»l  ^orau. 

Th«  Wrm,  however,  la  ")«(Nl.iug."iihlcb  may  ineaii  a  ■' liiinciog  equip*™," 
or  a  •■hoDUng  Biud  ;  -  afiljougli  llili*r(  gives  oi.ly  -  a  team  oilonr  horM*." 


^^Tm^^SSSmSmSSS^'^--  — . 
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Yes,  yes,  remunerate  me,  — since  a  trouble 
It  must  be,  a  mere  ofKce,  not  a  favor 
Which  I  leaped  forward  to  receive,  and  which 
I  came  with  grateful  heart  to  thank  you  for. 
No  !  'twas  not  so  intended,  that  my  business 
Should  be  my  highest  best  good  fortune ! 

[Terzky  enters,  and  delivers  letters  to  the  Duke, 
which  he  breaks  open  hurriecUy, 

COUNTESS  {to  MAX.). 

Remunerate  your  trouble !     For  his  joy 

He  makes  you  recompense.     'Tis  not  unfitting 

For  you,  Count  Piccolomini,  to  feel 

So  tenderly  —  my  brother  it  beseems 

To  show  himself  forever  great  and  princely. 

THEKLA. 


Then  I  too  must  have  scruples  of  his  love  : 
For  his  munificent  hands  did  ornament  me 
Ere  yet  the  father's  heart  had  spoken  to  me. 


MAX 

Yes  ;  'tis  his  nature  ever  to  be  giving 
And  making  happy. 

[He  grasps  the  hand  of  the  Duchess  ttrith  stiU 
increasing  warmth, 

IIow  my  heart  pours  out 
Its  all  of  thanks  to  him  !     O!  how  I  seem 
To  utter  all  tliinsj^s  in  the  dear  name  —  Friedland. 
While  I  shall  live,  so  long  will  I  remain 
The  captive  of  this  name  :  in  it  shall  bloom 
My  every  fortune,  every  lovely  hope. 
Inextricably  as  in  some  magic  ring 
In  this  name  hath  my  destiny  charm-bound  me  I 

COUNTESS  (who  during  this  time  has  been  a^ixionslg  watch- 
ing the  DUKE,  and  remarks  that  he  is  lost  in  thought 
over  the  letters). 

My  brother  wishes  us  to  leave  him.    Come. 


THE   PICCOLOMINI. 

WALLKTfSTBiN  (tums  himaelf  rwind  quick,  cottecU  hima^, 
and  apfokit  Ktth  cheerfulness  to  the  Duchess). 
Once  more  I  bid  thee  welcome  to  llie  camp, 
Thou  art  the  hostess  of  thie  court.     You,  Max., 
Will  now  again  administer  youi-  old  office, 
While  we  perform  the  aoverei^'a  business  here. 
[Max.  Piccolouini  i^er^  the  DrciiKss  his  arm  ;  th» 
CiiiiNTKSS  accompanies  C/ie  Prin':es3,  " 

TKHZKr  (calling  after  him). 
Max.,  we  depend  on  seeing  yon  at  the  meeting;  J 


I 


SCKNB   V. 

Wallknstkis,  Count  Tebzkt. 
wALLKNSTBiN  {in  dttfi  thought,  to  Muaeff)^: 

She  !i.is  SfPii  all  lliin,i;s  ns  llu-y  iiro  — i 
And  squares  c'oni|>k'ttlv  with  my  other  notices, 
They  have  detonninyfrtTnidly  in  Vienna, 
Have  given  me  mv  sncoessoi-  silro.iily  ; 
It  is  the  King  of  Hungary,  Ferdinaml, 
The  emperor*  ik'Hoate  son  !  he's  now  llicir  savior. 
He's  the  new  star  that's  risins  now  !     Of  as 
Tliey  think  themselves  already  fairly  rid. 
And  as  we  were  deceased,  the  heir  already 
Is  entering  on  ]>oBseBsion  —  Tlierefore  —  deap.ilch  ! 
[,Is  he  turns  rouml lie  fihuervcs  Tekzky,  and 
ffieeg  him  a  lefti-r. 
Count  Altriiiger  will  havu  himself  excused. 
And  Gallaa  too  —  I  like  not  this ! 

TEltZKV. 

And  if 
Thou  loiterest  longer,  n\\  will  fall  away. 
One  following  the  other. 

WALT.KVfiTEIN. 

Altringer 
Is  master  of  the  Tyrol  p.isses.     I  must  forthwith 

Send  some  one  to  him,  thiil  he  iet  not  in 
The  Spaniards  on  me  from  the  Milanese. 
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-Well,  and  the  old  Sesin,  that  ancient  trader 


In  contraband  negotiations,  he 

Has  shown  himself  again  of  late.     What  brings  he 

From  the  Count  Thur  ? 

TEBZKY. 

The  count  communicates 
He  has  found  out  the  Swedish  chancellor 
At  Halberstadt,  where  the  convention's  held, 
Who  says,  you've  tired  him  out,  and  that  he'll  have 
No  further  dealings  with  you. 

WALL£NST£IN. 

And  why  so  ? 

TERZKY. 

He  says,  you  are  never  in  earnest  in  vour  speeches ; 
That  you  decoy  the  Swedes  —  to  make  fools  of  them; 
Will  league  yourself  with  Saxony  against  them, 
And  at  last  make  yourself  a  riddance  of  them 
With  a  paltry  sum  of  money. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

So  then,  doubtless. 
Yes,  doubtless,  this  same  modest  Swede  expects 
That  I  shall  yield  him  some  fair  German  tract 
For  his  prey  and  booty,  that  ourselves  at  last 
On  our  own  soil  and  native  territory 
May  be  no  longer  our  own  lords  and  masters! 
An  excellent  scheme  !     No,  no  !    They  must  be  off, 
Off,  off !  away !  we  want  no  such  neighbors. 

TERZKY. 

Nay,  yield  them  up  that  dot,  that  speck  of  land  — 
It  goes  not  from  your  portion.    If  you  win 
The  game,  what  matters  it  to  you  who  pays  it? 

WALLEN  STEIN. 

Off  with  them,  off !    Thou  understand'st  not  this. 

Never  shall  it  be  said  of  me,  I  parcelled 

My  native  land  away,  dismembered  Germany, 

Betrayed  it  to  a  foreigner,  in  order 

To  come  with  stealthy  tread,  and  filch  away 


My  otni  share  of  the  plunder  —  Neverl  Bevwl 

Nrt  foreijj:!!  power  shall  stj-ike  roi)t  in  tlje  einpirfli 
And  least  of  alt  these  tioths  !  these  hungry  wolvef 
W'lio  send  such  ecviouB,  hot,  and  greedy  glancfia 
Toward  the  rich  htesaings  of  our  German  lauds  I 
I'll  have  their  aid  to  cast  and  draw  my  n«<t8, 
But  not  a  single  fish  of  all  the  draught 
Shall  they  oome  in  for. 

TEKZRY. 

You  will  deal,  however. 
More  fairly  with  the  Saxons?  they  lose  patience 
While  you  shift  round  and  make  so  many  curves. 
Say,  to  what  jiurjjost;  all  tln-se  masks?    Your  friends 
Are  plunged  in  doubts,  baffled,  and  led  astray  in  yon. 
There's  Oieustiern,  there's  Amheini  —  neither  knows 
What  he  should  think  of  your  procrastinations, 
And  in  the  end  H'™^'*-'  tlif  Hiir ;  nil 
I'asscs  through  inu,     I've  not  I'ven  your  handwriting. 

«',M.I,KNKTKIM. 

I  never  give  handwriting;  and  thou  knowost  it. 

TKKZKV. 

But  how  can  it  be  knoicn  that  you  arc  in  earnest, 

If  the  act  follows  not  upon  the  word  ? 

You  must  yourself  acknowledge,  that  in  all 

Your  intercourses  hitherto  with  the  enemy, 

You  might  ha\e  done  with  a.ifety  all  you  have  done. 

Had  you  meant  nothin<;  further  than  to  gull  him 

For  the  emperor's  service. 

wAi.LK.vsTEiN  ('ift'r  ii  fHtiixe,  '.luring  Khich  he  looks 
nnrroo-l;,  o>i  TKiiZKv). 
And  from  whence  duBt  thou  know 
Th.it  I'm  not  gulling  liim  for  llic  emperor's  service? 
Whence  kninvcst  lliou  that  I'm  not  gulling  all  of  you? 
DoHt  llioii  know  me  so  well?     When  made  I  thee 
The  intendant  of  my  secret  purposes? 
I  am  not  conscious  thril  I  ever  opened 
My  inmost  thoughts  to  thee.     The  emperor,  it  is  true, 
Hath  dcill  with  me  amiss;  and  if  I  would 
I  coTild  repay  him  with  usurious  interest 


Mito 
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For  the  evil  be  hath  done  me.    It  delights  me 
To  know  my  power ;  but  whether  I  shall  use  it. 
Of  that  I  should  have  thought  that  thou  couldst  speak 
No  wiser  than  thy  fellows. 

TBRZKY. 

So  hast  thou  always  played  thy  game  with  us. 

IMUerlLLO. 

SCENB  VI. 

Illo,  Wallenstbin,  Tebzky. 
wallenstein. 
How  stand  affairs  without?    Are  they  prepared? 

Illo. 

• 

You'll  find  them  in  the  very  mood  you  wish. 
They  know  about  the  emperor's  requisition, 
And  are  tumultuous. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

How  hath  Isolani 
Declared  himself? 

,  Illo. 

He's  yours,  both  soul  and  body, 
Since  you  built  up  again  his  faro-bank. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And  which  way  doth  Kolatto  bend  ?    Hast  thou 
Made  sure  of  Tiefenbach  and  Deodati? 

ILLO. 

What  Piccolomini  does  that  they  do  too. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Tou  mean,  then,  I  may  venture  somSwhat  with  them  ? 

ILLO. 

If  you  are  assured  of  the  Piccolomini. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Not  more  assured  of  mine  own  self. 
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TKEZKV. 

And  yet 

I  would  yoa  trusted  not  so  much  to  Octavio, 
The  fox ! 

WAiLKNSTEIN. 

Thou  tcachest  mc  to  know  my  man  ? 
Sixteen  campaigiia  I  have  made  with  that  old  warrm.- 
Besides,  I  iiave  hia  horoscope ; 
We  both  are  born  beneath  like  stars  —  in  abort, 

[  With  an  air  of  mystery. 
To  this  belongs  its  own  peculiar  aspect, 
If  therefore  thou  canst  warrant  me  tha  rest  - 


ILLO. 


There  is  ainoue  them  all  but  this  one  voice. 
You  must  not  lay  down  the  command.     I  hear 
They  mean  to  send  a  deputation  to  you. 


i 


ALLENSTEIN, 


If  I'm  in  aught  to  bind  myself  to  them 
They  too  must  bind  themselves  to  me. 


Their  words  of  honor  they  must  give,  their  oaths. 
Give  them  in  writing  to  me,  promising 
Devotion  to  my  service  unconditional. 

ILLO. 

Why  not? 

TKRZKV. 

Devotion  unconditional? 
The  exception  of  their  duties  towards  Austria 
They'll  always  place  among  the  premisoB. 
With  this  reserve 

wAi.LENSTEis  (shaking  his  head). 

All  unconditional ; 
No  premifies,  no  reserves. 


TUB   PICCOLOHJNI. 


A  thought  has  struck  me. 
Does  not  Count  Terzky  give  ub  a  set  banquet 
This  evening? 

rERZKT. 

Yes ;  and  all  the  generals 
Have  been  invited. 

ILLO    (to   WALLENSTEUT). 

Say,  will  you  here  fully 
Coromiesion  me  to  use  my  own  discretion  ? 
I'll  gain  for  you  the  generals*  word  of  honor, 
Eveu  as  you  wish. 

WALLENSTBIN. 

Gain  me  their  signatures  I 
How  you  come  by  them  that  is  your  concern. 


And  if  I  bring  it  to  you  in  black  on  white. 
That  all  the  leaders  who  are  present  here 
Give  themselves  up  to  you,  without  condition ; 
Say,  will  you  then  —  then  will  you  show  yourself 
In  earnest,  and  with  some  decisive  action 
Try  your  fortune. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Get  but  the  signatures! 

ILLO. 

Think  what  thou  dost,  thou  canst  not  execute 
The  emperor's  orders,  nor  reduce  thine  army, 
Nor  send  the  regiments  to  the  Spaniards'  aid, 
Unless  thou  wouldst  resign  thy  power  forever. 
Think  on  the  other  hand  — thou  canst  not  spurn 
The  emperor's  high  commands  and  solemn  orders, 
Nor  longer  temporize,  nor  seek  evasion, 
Wouldst  thou  avoid  a  rupture  with  the  court. 
Resolve  then  !     Wilt  thou  now  by  one  bold  act 
Anticipate  their  ends,  or,  doubting  still, 
Await  the  extremity  ? 
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WALLBHBTKm. 

There's  lime  boton 
The  extremity  arrivca. 

ILLO. 

Seize,  aeize  the  boar, 
Ere  it  slips  from  you.     Seldom  comes  the  momeB^,- J 
In  life,  whioli  if  indeed  sublime  and  weighty. 
To  make  a  great  decision  poseible, 
O I  many  tbinge,  all  Iransient  and  all  riqiid, 
Musi  meet  at  once  ;  and,  haply,  they  thus  met 
May  by  ^b at. confluence  be  enloi'ocd  to  pause 
Time  long-enougli  for  wisdom,  tbougli  too  short, 
Far,  far  too  short  a  time  for  doubt  and  scruple ! 
This  is  that  moment.    See,  our  army  chieftains. 
Our  best,  our  bohteet,  are  sssemblea  round  you, 
Their  king-like  Icaili-r!     On  your  no.!  (hey  wnit. 
The  single  llnvad.s,  wliicli  jjcre  your  |>rus|>eroua  fortune 
Hath  woven  toi^ellier  in  uiic  |iolt.'(U  woli 
Instinct  with  destiny,  ()  !  let  them  not 
Unravel  of  Vheniselves.     If  yoii  jiernnt 
These  chiefs  to  separate,  so  unanimous 
Bring  you  them  not  a  sccoiid  lime  logelher. 
'Tia  the  high  tide  that  heaves  the  stranded  ship, 
And  every  individiiars  s}jinl  waxes 
In  the  great  stream  of  multiliides.     Behold 
They  .ir«  std!  here,  here  still !     Hut  soun  the  war 
Bursts  them  once  more  asunder,  and  in  small 
rarticutar  anxieties  and  interests 
Scatters  their  spirit,  and  the  sympathy 
Of  eaeh  man  with  the  whole.     He  who  to-day 
Forgets  himself,  forced  onw.ird  with  the  stream. 
Will  become  sober,  st-cing  but  himself. 
Feel  only  bis  own  weakness,  and  with  speed 
Will  face  about,  and  m.arch  on  in  the  old 
High  road  of  duty,  the  old  broad-trodden  road, 
And  seek  but  to  make  Khelter  in  good  plight. 

wai.lenstein. 
Tlie  time  is  not  yet  come. 


f»—mm 
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So  yon  say  always. 
But  when  will  it  be  time  ? 

WALLENSTSIN. 

When  I  shall  say  it. 

ILLO. 

You'll  wait  upon  the  stars,  and  on  their  hours, 
Till  the  earthly  hour  escapes  you.    Oh,  believe  me, 
In  your  own  bosom  are  your  destiny's  stars. 
Confidence  in  yourself,  prompt  resolution, 
This  is  your  Venus !  and  the  sole  malignant, 
The  only  one  that  harmeth  you  is  doubt. 

WALLSNSTSIX. 

Thou  speakest  as  thou  understandest.    How  oft 
And  many  a  time  I've  told  thee  Jupiter, 
That  lustrous  god,  was  setting  at  thy  birth. 
Thy  visual  power  subdues  no  mysteries ; 
Mole-eyed  thou  mayest  but  burrow  in  the  earth, 
Blind  as  the  subterrestrial,  who  with  wan 
Lead-colored  shine  lighted  thee  into  life. 
The  common,  the  terrestrial,  thou  mayest  see. 
With  serviceable  cunning  knit  together, 
The  nearest  with  the  nearest ;  and  -therein 
I  trust  thee  and  believe  thee !  but  whate'er 
Full  of  mysterious  import  Nature  weaves, 
And  fashions  in  the  depths  —  the  spirit's  ladder. 
That  from  this  gross  and  visible  world  of  dust, 
Even  to  the  starry  world,  with  thousand  rounds. 
Builds  itself  up ;  on  which  the  unseen  flowers 
Move  up  and  down  on  heavenly  ministries  — 
The  circles  in  the  circles,  that  approach 
The  central  surf  with  ever-narrowing  orbit — 
These  see  the  glance  alone,  the  unsealed  eye, 
Of  Jupiter's  glad  children  born  in  lustre. 

[JETe  wcUks  across  the  chamber^  then  retumSj  and 
standing  still,  proceeds. 
The  heavenly  constellations  make  not  merely 
The  day  and  nights,  summer  and  spring,  not  merely 
Signify  to  the  husbandman  the  seasons 


i 
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Of  sowing  and  of  liarveftt.     Human  actios, 
That  istbe  seed,  tog,  of  contingpncies, 
Strewed  on  the  dark  lafid  of  futurity 
In  hopes  to  recoDcile  tie' powers  of  fate 
Whence  it  behoves  us  to  seek  out  the  seed-time. 
To  watch  the  stars,  select  their  proper  hours. 
And  trace  with  seardiing  eye  the  heavenly  houset),.] 
Whether  the  enemy  of  growth  and  thriviDg 
Hide  himself  not,  malignant,  in  his  corner. 
Therefore  permit  me  my  own  Ume.     Meanwhile 
Do  you  vour  part.     As  yet  I  cannot  say 
What  /shall  do  —  only,  give  way  I  will  not, 
Depose  me,  too,  they  shall  not.     Oa  these  points 
You  may  rely. 

PAGE  {entering).  ^^_ 

ttj  lords,  the  generals.  '^^H 

WAT.LENSTEIX. 

Let  them  come  in. 

TEEZKY. 

Shall  ail  the  chiefs  be  present  ? 

WALLENSTKIN. 

'Twere  needless.     Both  the  Pifcolomini 
Maradas,  Butler,  Forgtctsch,  IJeodati, 
Karaffa,  Isolaui  —  these  may  come. 

[Terzkv  </oes  out  with  the  Page. 

WALLENSTEIN    [Co    ILLO). 

Hast  thou  taken  heed  that  Questenberg  was  watched  ? 
Had  he  uo  means  of  secret  intercourse? 


I  have  watched  him  closely  —  and  he  spoke  with  none 
But  with  Octavio. 


■i«i 
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scKNE  vn. 

Wallenstbin,  Tkrzky,  Illo.  —  To  them  enter  Questbk- 
BEBG,  OcTAvio,  and  Max.  Piccolomiki,  Butler,  Iso- 
LANi,  Mabadas,  and  three  other  Generals.  Wallen- 
STEIN  motions  Questenberg,  who  in  consequence  takes 
the  chair  directly  opposite  to  him  ;  the  others  follow^ 
arranging  themselves  according  to  their  rank.  There 
reigns  a  momentary  silence. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I  have  understood, 
'Tis  true,  the  sum  and  import,  Questenberg, 
Of  your  instructions.    I  have  weighed  them  well, 
And  formed  my  final,  absolute  resolve ; 
Yet  it  seems  fitting  that  the  generals 
Should  hear  the  will  of  the  emperor  from  your  month. 
May  it  please  you  then  to  open  your  commission 
Before  these  noble  chieftains  ? 

QUESTENBEBG. 

I  am  ready 
To  obey  you ;  but  will  first  entreat  your  highness. 
And  all  these  noble  chieftains,  to  consider. 
The  imperial  dignity  and  sovereign  right 
Speaks  from  my  mouth,  and  not  my  own  presumption. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

We  excuse  all  preface. 

QUESTENBERG. 

When  his  majesty 
The  emperor  to  his  courageous  armies 
Presented  in  the  person  of  Duke  Friedland 
A  most  experienced  and  renowned  commander, 
He  did  it  in  glad  hope  and  confidence  \y 

To  give  thereby  to  the  fortune  of  the  war 
A  rapid  and  auspicious  change.     The  onset 
Was  favorable  to  his  roval  wishes. 
Bohemia  was  delivered  from  the  Saxons, 
The  Swede's  career  of  conquest  checked  !    These  lands 
Began  to  draw  breath  freely,  as  Duke  Friedland 
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From  nit  the  streams  of  GcmiAny  forced  hither 
The  ecftttered  armiea  of  Ibe  enemj'; 
Hither  invoked  aa  rouud  om;  magic  circle 
The  Rliinegrave,  Bernliard,  Bad^r,  Oxenstiern, 
Yea,  ami  the  never-con^ucred  king  liitneelf ; 
Flere  finally,  before  the  eye  of  NQrnber^ 
The  fearful  game  of  battle  to  decide. 

To  the  point,  so  please  you. 

qiTESTEKDKRG. 

A  new  spirit 
At  once  proclaimed  to  us  the  new  commander. 
No  longer  strove  blind  rnge  with  rage  more  hlindf  J 
But  in  the  enlightened  field  of  skill  was  shown        ' 
How  fortitude  can  triumph  over  boldness, 
And  Bcientitic  an  outweary  courage. 
In  vain  they  tempt  hiin  to  the  fight,  he  only 
Entrenches  him  still  deeper  in  his  hold. 
As  if  to  build  an  everlasting  fortress. 
At  length  grown  desperati',  now,  the  king  resolves 
To  storm  the  camp  and  lead  his  wasted  legions, 
Who  daily  fall  by  famine  and  by  plague, 
To  quicker  deaths  and  hunger  and  disease. 
Through  lines  of  baiHcnilcs  behind  whose  fence 
Death  lurks  within  a  thousand  mouttis  of  fire. 
He  yet  unconquered  strives  to  storm  his  way. 
There  was  attack,  and  there  rosiBtance,  such 
As  mortal  eye  had  never  seen  before  ;■ 
Repulsed  at  last,  the  king  withdrew  his  troops 
From  this  so  murderous  field,  and  not  a  foot 
Of  ground  was  gained  by  all  that  fearful  slaughter- 


Pray  spare  us  these  recitals  from  gazettes, 
Which  we  onrselvcs  beheld  with  deepest  horror. 

QUEST  KNUKlici. 

In  XUrnberg's  camp  the  Swedish  monarch  left 
His  fame — in  Liltzen's  plains  his  life.     But  who 
Stood  not  astoimded,  when  victorious  Friedland 
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After  this  day  of  triumph,  this  proud  day, 

Marched  toward  Bohemia  with  the  speed  of  flight, 

And  vanished  from  the  theatre  of  war  ? 

While  the  young  Weimar  hero  ♦  forced  his  way 

Into  Franconia,  to  the  Danube,  like 

Some  delving  winter-stream,  which,  where  it  rushes. 

Makes  its  own  channel ;  with  such  sudden  speed 

He  marched,  and  now  at  once  'fore  Ke^ensburg 

Stood  to  the  affright  of  all  good  Catholic  Christians. 

Then  did  Bavarians  well-deserving  prince 

Entreat  swift  aidance  in  his  extreme  need  ; 

The  emperor  sends  seven  horsemen  to  Duke  Friedland, 

Seven  horsemen  couriers  sends  he  with  the  entreaty : 

He  superadds  his  own,  and  supplicates 

Where  as  the  sovereign  lord  he  can  command. 

In  vain  his  supplication  !     At  this  moment 

The  duke  hears  only  his  old  hate  and  grudge. 

Barters  the  general  good  to  gratify 

Private  revenge  —  and  so  falls  Regensbnrg. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Max.,  to  what  period  of  the  war  alludes  he? 
My  recollection  fails  me  here. 

MAX. 

He  means 
When  we  were  in  Silesia. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Ay !  is  it  so ! 
But  what  had  we  to  do  there? 

MAX. 

To  beat  out 
The  Swedes  and  Saxons  from  the  province. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

True; 
In  that  description  which  the  minister  gave, 
I  seemed  to  have  forgotten  the  whole  war. 

[  To  QUESTBNBERO. 

Well,  but  proceed  a  little. 

*  Bernhard  of  Saxe- Weimar,  who  succeeded  Gfutanu  in  oommand. 
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QUE ST END K KG. 

We  hoped  upon  tlie  Oder  to  rega'm 

What  on  the  Danube  sliaiiiefuirj-  was  lost. 

We  looked  tor  deeds  of  al  l-astouiiding  grandeur 

Upon  a  theatre  of  war,  on  which 

A  Friedland  led  in  person  to  the  field, 

And  the  famed  rival  of  the  greaX  GuBtavus 

Had  but  a  Thurn  and  Arnbeim  to  oppose  bim  1 

Yet  the  encounter  of  their  mighty  hosts 

Served  but  to  feast  and  entertain  each  other. 

Our  country  groaned  beneath  the  woes  of  war, 

Yet  naught  but  peace  prevailed  in  PriedUnd's  camp  I 

WALLS  NSTKtX. 

Full  many  a  bloody  strife  is  fought  in  yiaa,  ^9 

Because  its  youthful  general  needs  a  victory.  "^ 

But  'tis  tlie  privilege  of  the  old  commander 
To  spare  the  coats  of  fighting  useless  battles 
Merely  to  show  that  he  knows  liow  to  conquer. 
It  would  have  little  helped  my  fame  to  bo.ist 
Of  conquest  o'er  an  Arnheirn  ;  but  far  more 
Would  my  forbearance  have  availed  my  country, 
Had  I  succeeded  to  dissolve  the  alliance 
Existing 'twixt  the  ^axon  and  the  Swede. 

HUESTKNnKRG. 

But  you  did  not  succeed,  and  so  commenced 

The  fearful  strife  anew.     And  here  at  length, 

Beside  the  river  Obor  did  the  duke 

Assert  his  ancient  fame.     V\mn  the  fields 

Of  Steinau  did  the  Swedes  lay  down  their  arms, 

Subdued  without  a  blow.     And  here,  with  others, 

The  rii;hleousness  of  heaven  to  his  avenger 

Delivered  that  long-|>ractifipd  stirrer-up 

Of  insurrection,  that  cni-se-Iadcn  torch 

And  kindler  of  this  war,  Matthias  Thnm. 

But  he  had  fallen  into  maijnanlmous  h.inds 

Instead  of  punishment  he  found  reward, 

And  with  rich  presents  did  the  duke  dismiss 

The  arch-foe  of  his  emperor. 
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WALLBNSTSIN  (laUffhs). 

I  know, 
I  know  yon  had  already  in  Vienna 
Your  windows  and  your  balconies  forestalled 
To  see  him  on  the  executioner's  cart. 
I  might  have  lost  the  battle,  lost  it  too 
With  infamy,  and  still  retained  your  graces  — 
But,  to  have  cheated  them  of  a  spectacle, 
Oh !  that  the  good  folks  of  Vienna  never, 
No,  never  can  forgive  me ! 

QUESTENBERO. 

So  Silesia 
Was  freed,  and  all  things  loudly  called  the  duke 
Into  Bavaria,  now  pressed  hard  on  all  sides. 
And  he  did  put  his  troops  in  motion  :  slowly, 
Quite  at  his  ease,  and  by  the  longest  road 
He  traverses  Bohemia ;  but  ere  ever 
He  hath  once  seen  the  enemy,  faces  round. 
Breaks  up  the  march,  and  takes  to  winter-quarters. 

WALLSNSTEIX. 

The  troops  were  pitiably  destitute 

Of  every  necessary,  every  comfort. 

The  winter  came.     What  thinks  his  majesty 

His  troops  are  made  of?    Aren't  we  men  ;  subjected 

Like  other  men  to  wet,  and  cold,  and  all 

The  circumstances  of  necessity  ? 

Oh,  miserable  lot  of  the  poor  soldier ! 

Wherever  he  comes  in  all  flee  before  him. 

And  when  he  goes  away  the  general  curse 

Follows  him  on  his  route.     All  must  be  seized. 

Nothing  is  given  him.     And  compelled  to  seize 

From  every  man  he's  every  man's  abhorrence. 

Behold,  here  stand  my  generals.     Karaffa ! 

Count  Deodati !     Butler!     Tell  this  man 

How  long  the  soldier's  pay  is  in  arrears. 

BUTLER. 

Already  a  full  year. 


lio. 
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WALhRS^TEIS. 


And  'tis  the  hire 
That  constitutes  the  hireling's  name  aud  dulieS) 
The  soldier's  pay  is  the  soldier's  covenanta* 

IJTJESTENBERG, 

Ah !  this  is  a  far  other  toue  from  that 

In  which  the  duke  spoke  eight,  nine  years  ago. 

WAI.LEXRTKIN. 

Yea!  'tia  my  fault,  I  know  it:  I  myself 
Have  spoilt  the  emperor  by  indulging  him. 
Nine  years  ago,  during  the  Banish  war, 
I  raiaed  him  up  a  force,  a  mighty  force, 
Fut'ty  or  fifty  thonsond  men,  that  cost  hira 
Of  hm  own  purse  no  doit.     Through  B&xoBjr 
The  fury  goddess  of  the  war  marched  on. 
E'en  to  tliu  siirf-r.irka  of  the  Hnllic,  h.Tirin^ 
The  terrors  of  his  name.     That  was  a  time  I 
In  the  whole  imperial  realm  no  name  like  mine' 
Honored  with  festival  and  celebration  — 
And  Albrecht  Wallonatein,  it  was  the  title 
Of  the  third  jewel  in  hia  crown  ! 
But  at  the  Diet,  when  the  princes  met 
At  Reeensbur^,  there,  there  liie  whole  broke  out, 
There  t was  laid  open,  there  it  was  made  known 
Out  of  what  money-bag  I  had  paid  the  boat, 
And  what  were  now  my  thanks,  what  had  I  now 
That  I,  a  faithful  servant  of  the  sovereign, 
Had  loaded  on  myself  the  people's  cursea, 
And  let  tlie  princes  of  the  empire  pay 
The  expenses  of  this  war  that  agi:;randizea 
The  emperor  alone.     What  thanks  bad  I? 
What  ?     I  was  offered  up  to  their  complaint 
Dismissed,  degraded  ! 


•  Tbe  orlgluii 


lo  Engllsli 


MilJW  diMii  Si'l-lalr. 

Fi  wcrden,  dar 

And  that  for  whlc 

li  bo  aold  liln 

— -W*        -      tTW- 
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QUBSTBNBEBG. 

But  your  highness  knows 
What  little  freedom  he  possessed  of  action 
In  that  disastrous  Diet. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Death  and  hell  I 
I  had  that  which  could  have  procured  him  freedom 
No !  since  'twas  proved  so  inauspicious  to  me 
To  serve  the  emperor  at  the  empire's  cost, 
I  have  been  taught  far  other  trains  of  thinking 
Of  the  empire  and  the  Diet  of  the  empire. 
From  the  emperor,  doubtless,  I  received  this  staff, 
But  now  I  hold  it  as  the  empire's  general,  — 
For  the  common  weal,  the  universal  interest. 
And  no  more  for  that  one  man's  aggrandizement ! 
But  to  tjie  point.    What  is  it  that's  desired  of  me  ? 

QUESTEXBBRG.  ' 

First,  his  imperial  majesty  hath  willed 
That  without  pretexts  of  delay  the  army 
Evacuate  Bohemia. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

In  this  season  ? 
And  to  what  quarter  wills  the  emperor 
That  we  direct  our  course  ? 

QUESTENBERG. 

To  the  enemy. 
His  majesty  resolves,  that  Regensburg 
Be  purified  from  the  enemy  ere  Easter, 
That  Lutheran  ism  may  be  no  longer  preached 
In  that  cathedral,  nor  heretical 
Defilement  desecrate  the  celebration 
Of  that  pure  festival. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

My  generals, 
Can  this  be  realized  ? 

ILLO. 

'Tis  not  possible. 
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It  can't  be  realized. 

QrSSTSNBBSS. 

The  emperor 
Already  hulh  commanded  Colouol  Siiys 
To  advance  towards  Bavaria. 


Wliat  did  Suys  ? 

QITESTENHBHG. 

That  wLicb  his  duty  prompted.    lie  advanced. 


What !  he  advanced  ?    And  I,  hix  general, 
Had  given  him  orders,  peremptory  orders : 

With  my  authority  ?     Is  tliis  tUf  obedience 
Due  to  my  ollicc,  wliiuli  being  llirown  aside. 
No  war  can  be  condiicti'il '/    OhicftainB,  speak : 
You  be  the  judges,  generals  !     Wliat  deserves 

That  officer  who,  of  his  oath  neglectful. 
Is  guilty  of  contempt  of  orders  f 


Death. 
WALLENSTEiN  {riiisini/  kit  voice,  as  iiH  hit  iLi.o  had  re- 
maiimd siiettt  and  aeetnimjly  scrujmlaus). 
Count  Piccolominil  what  has  he  deserved? 
MAX,  rict'oi.OMiNi  {after  a  long  pause). 
According  to  the  letter  of  the  law, 
Death. 

ISOI.ANI. 

Death. 

Death,  by  the  laws  of  war. 
[QuESTENTKRii  riites /r(im  his  seat,  Wa li.knstkin 
follotea,  all  the  rest  rise. 


THE   PIOCOLOMINI.  209 

WALLENSTEIN. 

To  this  the  law  condemns  him,  and  not  I. 

And  if  I  show  him  favor,  'twill  arise 

From  the  reverence  that  I  owe  my  emperor. 

QU£STENBERG. 

If  so,  I  can  say  nothing  further  —  herel 

WALLEN8TBIN. 

I  accepted  the  command  but  on  conditions! 

And  this  the  first,  that  to  the  diminution 

Of  my  authority  no  human  being. 

Not  even  the  emperor's  self,  should  be  entitled 

To  do  au^ht,  or  to  say  aught,  witli  the  army. 

If  I  stand  warranter  of  the  evenly 

Placing  my  honor  and  my  head  in  pledge, 

Needs  must  I  have  full  mastery  in  all 

The  means  thereto.     What  rendered  this  Gustavus 

Resistless,  and  unconquered  upon  earth? 

This  —  that  ho  was  the  monarch  in  his  army  ! 

A  monarch,  one  who  is  indeed  a  monarch, 

Was  never  yet  subdued  but  by  his  equal. 

But  to  the  point !     The  best  is  yet  to  come, 

Attend  now,  generals !  • 

.  QUESTENBERG. 

The  Prince  Cardinal 
Begins  his  route  at  the  approach  of  spring 
From  the  Milanese  ;  and  leads  a  Spanish  army 
Through  Germany  into  the  Netherlands. 
That  he  may  march  secure  and  unimpeded, 
'Tis  the  emperor's  will  you  grant  him  a  detachment 
Of  eight  horse-regiments  from  the  array  here. 

WALLEXSTEIN. 

Yes,  yes !  I  understand  !    Eight  regiments !    Well, 
Right  well  concerted.  Father  Lanormain  I 
Fight  thousand  horse !   Yes,  yes !  'tis  as  it  should  be ! 
I  see  it  coming. 

QUESTENBERG. 

There  is  nothing  coming. 
All  stands  in  front:  the  counsel  of  state-pmdence, 
The  dictate  of  necessity ! 


J 


WALLBNSTKIN. 

Whallhen? 
Wliat,  my  lord  envoy  't     May  I  Dot  be  suffered 
To  iiQ(ler8taD<l  that  folks  are  tireil  of  seeing 
The  sword's  hilt  in  my  grasp,  and  that  your  court 
Snatch  eagerly  at  this  pretence,  and  use 
The  Spanish  title,  and  drain  oS.  my  forces, 
To  lead  into  the  om|)ire  a  new  army 
Unsuhiectcd  to  my  control?     To  tlirow  me 
Pluniply  aside,  —  I  am  still  too  jiuwerful  for  yon 
To  venture  that.     My  stipulation  runs, 
That  all  the  imperial  fortes  shnU  obey  me 
Where'er  the  German  is  the  native  language. 
Of  tjpanish  trooi>s  and  ol  prince  cardinals, 
That  take  their  rant«  w  vi^torS)  through  the  em^re, 
There  stands  no  syllahle  in  my  stipulation. 

Steals  in  on  tiplois  ami  cretjw  round  behind  it; 
First  makes  me  weaker,  then  to  be  dispensed  with, 
Till  it  dares  strike  at  length  a  bolder  blow. 
And  make  short  work  with  me. 
What  need  of  all  these  crooked  ways,  lord  envoy? 
Straightforw.ird,  man !  his  compact  with  ine  pinches 
The  emperor.     He  would  that  1  moved  off ! 
Well!     I  will  gratify  him  ! 

[TZerc  there  commences  an  uifitation  amoni/  the  gen- 
erals, lehich  increases  continuuUy, 

It  grieves  me  for  my  noble  officers'  sakes ; 

I  see  not  yet  by  what  means  they  will  come  at 

The  moneys  they  Ijave  adv.inced,  or  how  obtain 

The  recom])ense  their  services  demand. 

Still  a  new  leader  brings  new  cl.iimants  forward, 

And  prior  merit  eiipcrannuates  <)uicklv. 

There  serve  here  many  foreigners  in  the  army, 

And  were  the  man  in  all  else  brave  and  gallant, 

I  was  not  wont  to  make  nice  scrutiny 

After  hifi  pedigree  or  c.itechism. 

This  will  he  otherwise  i'  the  time  to  rome. 

Well ;  me  no  longer  it  concerns.        [lie  teats  himself. 
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MAX.  PIOCOLOMINI. 

Forbid  it,  Heaven,  that  it  Bhonld  come  to  this! 
Our  troops  will  swell  in  dreadful  fermentation — . 
The  emperor  is  abused  —  it  cannot  be. 

ISOLANI. 

It  cannot  be ;  all  goes  to  instant  wreck. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

ft 

Thou  hast  said  truly,  faithful  Isolani ! 
What  we  with  toil  and  foresight  have  built  up 
Will  go  to  wreck  —  all  go  to  instant  wreck. 
What  then  ?    Another  chieftain  is  soon  found, 
Another  army  likewise  (who  dares  doubt  it  ?) 
Will  flock  from  all  sides  to  the  emperor. 
At  the  first  beat  of  his  recruiting  drum. 

[During  this  sjyeech,  Isolani,  Teezky,  Illo,  <md 
Mar  AD  AS  talk  confusedly  with  great  agitation. 

MAX.  piccoLOMiNi  {busHy ^and  passionately  going  from 
on^  to  another  J  and  soothing  them). 

Hear,  my  commander !    Hear  me,  generals ! 

Let  me  conjure  you,  duke!     Determine  nothing, 

Till  we  have  met  and  repreflentea  to  you 

Our  joint  remonstrances !     Nay,  calmer  1     Friends! 

I  hope  all  may  yet  be  set  right  again. 

TKRZKY. 

Away  !  let  us  away !  in  the  antechamber 

Find  we  the  others.  [  They  go. 

BUTLEB  (to  QITESTENBEBO). 

If  good  counsel  gain 
Due  audience  from  your  wisdom,  my  lord  envoy, 
You  will  be  cautious  how  you  show  yourself 
In  public  for  some  hours  to  come  —  or  hardly 
Will  that  gold  key  protect  you  from  maltreatment. 

[^Commotions  heard  from  withotU. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

A  salutary  counsel Thou,  Octavio ! 

Wilt  answer  for  the  safety  of  our  guest. 


niE    riCMXILOMINI. 

Farewell,  Von  Questenberg  1 

[QuBSTBNBCRr,  M  about  tO  SpSOk. 

Nay,  not  a  word. 
Noi  one  word  more  of  that  deteated  subject ! 
Voii  lisvo  performed  your  duty.     Wu  know  now 
To  separate  the  office  from  tbe  man. 
[.-is  Qdestknbkrg  i»  going  off  with  Octavio,  Gorrz, 

TiKFE-HHACH,  KoLATTO,  j»rM«   I'l,  aeoerul  ol/ier  gen- 

erals /oSotoinff  them, 

OOSTii. 

Wbere's  he  who  means  to  rob  aa  of  our  general  ? 

TiKFENRAC'H  {at  Cfui  gante  time). 
What  are  we  forced  to  hi'ur?   That  thou  wilt  leave  ta? 

KOI.ATTO  (at  the  mme  Hme). 
We  w!tl  live  with  thee,  we  will  die  with  thw. 
wAi.i,E\sTEix  (init/i  sfuCelinesSf  aiul pointing  to  illo). 
There!  the  field-marnhal  knows  our  will.  [Exit. 

[  Wiile  all  are  yaing  off  the  stage,  the  curtain  drops. 

A<^S«BNS  III. 

A  Small  Chamber. 
Ii.Lo  a>i(i  TiiiizKV. 

TEItZKY. 

Now  for  tliis  evening's  business  !     Ilow  intend  you 
To  uinnage  witli  tlie  generals  at  the  banquet? 

ILI.O. 

Attend  I    We  frame  a  formal  declaration, 
Wherein  we  to  the  duke  consign  ourselves 
Collectively,  to  be  and  to  remain 
IHe,  both  with  life  and  limb,  attd  not  to  spare 
The  last  drop  of  our  blood  for  him,  provided, 
So  doing  we  infringe  no  oath  or  duty 
We  ni.iy  be  undir  to  the  emperor.     Mark  ! 
Thin  reserviition  we  expressly  make 
In  a  particular  clause,  and  save  the  com 
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Now  bear !  tbia  formnla  so  framed  aod  worded 
Will  be  presented  to  them  for  perusal 
Before  the  biuiquet.    Xo  one  will  find  in  it 
Caase  of  offence  or  scruple.     Hear  now  further ! 
After  the  feast,  when  now  the  vapering  wine 
Opens  the  heart,  and  shuts  the  eyes,  we  let 
A  counterfeited  paper,  in  the  which 
This  one  particular  clause  has  been  left  out, 
Go  round  for  signatures. 

TEBZRY. 

How  t  think  you  then 
That  they'll  believe  themselves  bound  by  an  oath, 
Which  we  have  tricked  them  into  by  a  juggle? 

ILLO. 

We  shall  have  caught  and  caged  them  I   Let  them  then 
Beat  tiieir  wings  bare  against  the  wires,  and  rave 
Loud  as  they  may  against  our  treachery  ; 
At  court  their  signatures  will  be  believed 
Far  more  than  their  most  holy  atfirmatioDS. 
Traitors  they  are,  and  must  be ;  therefore  wisely 
Will  make  a  virtue  of  necessity. 

TERZKT. 

Well,  well,  it  shall  content  me  :  let  but  something 
Be  done,  let  only  some  decisive  blow 
Set  US  in  motion. 

inc. 
Besides,  'tis  of  subordinate  importance 
How,  or  how  far,  we  may  thereby  propel 
The  generals,     "Tis  enough  that  we  persuade 
The  duke  that  tlicy  are  his.     Let  him  but  act 
In  his  determined  mood,  as  if  he  had  them, 
And  he  wiU  have  them.     Where  he  plunges  in. 
He  makes  a  whirlpool,  and  all  stream  down  to  it. 

TKKZKY. 

His  policy  is  such  a  labyrinth. 
That  many  a  time  when  I  have  thought  myself 
Close  at  his  side,  he's  gone  at  once,  and  left  me 
Ignorant  of  the  ground  where  I  was  standing. 
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He  lends  the  enemy  his  ear,  permits  mc 
To  write  to  them,  to  Arnheim ;  to  Sesina 
Himself  comes  forward  blank  and  undisguised  ; 
Talks  with  us  by  the  hour  about  his  plans, 
And  when  I  think  I  have  him  — off  at  once  — 
He  has  slipped  from  me,  and  appears  as  if 
He  had  no  scheme,  but  to  retain  his  place. 


He  give  up  his  old  plans  I  I'll  tell  you,  friend  1 
His  soul  is  ocoupiod  with  nothing  else, 
Even  in  bis  sleep  —  tbey  nre  bia  thonghts,  his  dre 
That  day  by  day  he  questions  for  this  purpose 
The  motions  of  the  planets 

TBBZKT.  ^ 

Ah  !  you  know 
Ih  B  n  ght   tl  at  is  now  coming,  he  with  Seni, 
Shuts  h  I  self  up  in  the  astrological  tower 
To  make  jo    t  observations  —  for  I  hear 
It   s  to  be  a  n  f^ht  of  weight  und  crisis ; 

d  so    eth    p  great,  and  of  long  expectation. 
Takes  place  in  heaven. 

ILLO. 

O  that  it  might  take  plaoe 
On  earth  !     The  generals  are  full  of  zeal, 
And  would  with  ease  be  led  to  anything 
Rather  than  lose  their  chief.     Observe,  too,  that 
We  have  at  last  n  fail'  excuse  before  us 
To  form  a  close  alliance  'gainst  the  court, 
Vet  innocent  its  title,  bearing  simply 
That  we  support  him  only  in  command. 
But  in  the  ardor  of  pursuit  thou  knowcst 
Men  soon  forget  the  goal  irom  which  they  etartecl. 
The  object  I've  in  view  is  that  the  prince 
Shall  either  find  Ihcm,  or  believe  them  ready 
For  every  linzard.     Opportunity 
Will  tempt  liim  on.     Be  the  great  stop  once  taken, 
Which  at  Vienna's  court  can  ne'er  l>e  pardoned. 
The  force  of  cirounistances  will  lead  him  onward 
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The  farther  still  and  farther.  T'la  the  choice 
That  makes  him  andeoisive  —  oome  but  need, 
And  all  hia  powers  and  wisdom  will  oome  with  it. 

TERZKY. 

'Tie  this  alone  the  enemy  awaits 

To  change  their  chief  and  join  their  force  with  oura. 

ILLO. 

Come !  be  we  bold  and  make  despatch.    The  work 

In  this  next  day  or  two  must  thrive  and  grow 

More  than  it  has  for  years.     And  let  bnt  only 

Thiugs  first  torn  up  auspicious  here  below  — 

Mark  what  I  say  —  the  right  stars,  too,  will  show  them- 

Come  to  the  generals.    All  is  in  the  glow, 
And  must  be  beaten  while  'tis  malleMtle. 


Do  you  go  thither,  Illo  ?     I  must  stay 
And  wait  here  for  the  Countess  Tersky.     Know 
That  we,  too,  are  not  idle.     Break  one  string, 
A  second  is  iu  readiness. 


Yes: 


ves! 
sly  mei 


TEBZKY. 

A  secret.     Hush !  she  comes. 

[.Ew*(  Iixo. 

SCKNK   II. 

The  Countess  sl^>a  out  from  a  closet. 

Count  and  Countess  Tkrzkt. 

TBKZKY. 

Well  —  is  she  coming  ?    I  can  keep  him  back 
No  longer. 

countess. 
She  will  be  here  instantly. 
You  only  send  him. 


not  quite  certain, 
I  must  confess  it,  countees,  whether  or  n 
We  me  eaniine  tlie  iluke'g  tlmnlcH  hereby.     You  kn<n^ 
No  ray  bag  broke  out  from  him  oq  this  ]>oiiit. 
You  have  o'erruled  me,  and  yourself  know  best 
How  far  you  dare  proceed, 

COUNTEBS. 

I  take  it  on  me. 
r  Talking  ta  hersdf  le/iile  slu  is  ailvancitiff. 
Here's  no  heed  of  full  powers  and  commissions; 
My  cloudy  duke  !  we  understand  each  other  — 
And  without  words.     What  could  I  uot  unriddle, 
Wherefore  the  daughter  should  be  sent  for  hither. 
Why  first  he,  and  no  other  aliould  be  chosen 
To  fetch  her  hither?    This  sham  of  betrothing  her 
To  a  bridegroom  •,  whom  riu  uno  kiiim:^  — Xol  no! 
This  m.iy  blind  otliers  !     I  see  through  thee,  brother ! 
But  it  beseems  thee  not  to  draw  a  card 
At  such  a  game.     Not  yet !     It  all  remains 
Mutely  delivered  up  to  my  finessing. 
Weil  —  thou  shalt  not  have  been  deceived,  Duke  Fried- 
land, 
In  her  who  is  thy  sister. 

SEKVANT  (enters). 

The  commanders  !  [£^iC. 

TERZKY  (to  the  countess). 
Take  care  you  heat  his  f.incy  and  affections  — 
Possess  him  with  a  reverie,  and  send  him, 
Absent  anil  dreaming  to  theliaii<[uet,;  that 
He  may  not  boggle  at  the  signature. 


rOUNTKS.S. 

Take  care  of  your  guosta  !     Go,  send  hid 

[1  hither. 

TERZKY. 

All  rests  upon  his  undersigning. 

riigeshould  not  titke  rl«ce  till  yt'srs  stieiwanls. 

e™r'tho*"'l.£?1SiK 
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coiTHTKSS  (inUrrtiptinff  Mm). 

Go  to  your  guests  1    Go 

iLLO  (cornea  back). 

Where  art  Staying,  Tensky? 
The  house  is  full,  and  all  expecting  you. 

TKBZKV. 

Instantly!  instantly!  .    [^To  the  Couvrsss. 

And  let  him  not 
Stay  here  too  long.    It  might  awake  suspicion 

lu  the  old  man 

COUMTSSS. 

A  truce  with  your  precautions  1 

[£beun;  Tbbzkt  and  Iixo. 

Sc-KNE   III. 
CouMTESs,  Max.  Piccolomini. 
MAX.  (peeping  in  on  the  stagt  slyly). 
Aunt  Terzky !  may  I  venture  ? 

\^Adeances  to  the  middle  of  the  eUiffe,  and  lookif 
arottnd  him  with  uneasineta. 

She's  not  here ! 
Where  is  she? 

COUNTESS. 

Look  but  somewhat  narrowly 
In  yonder  corner,  lest  perhaps  she  lie 
Concealed  behind  that  screen. 

MAX. 

There  lie  her  gloves  t 
{^Snatchet  at  them,  b»t  the  Countess  takee  them  heraelf. 
Yon  nnkind  lady  !     You  refuse  me  this, 
You  make  it  an  amusement  to  torment  me. 

C0UNTE88. 

And  this  the  thanks  you  give  me  for  my  trouble? 

UAX. 

,  O,  if  you  felt  the  oppression  at  my  heart ! 
Since  we've  been  here,  so  to  constrain  myself 
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With  such  poor  stealth  to  hazard  words  and  glances. 
These,  these  are  not  my  habits! 

COUNTESS. 

You  liare  still 
Many  new  habits  to  acquire,  young  friend  1 
But  on  this  proof  of  your  obedient  leniper 
I  must  continue  to  msist ;  and  only 
On  this  condition  can  I  play  the  agent 
For  your  concerns, 

MAX. 

But  wherefore  comes  she  notf^ 
Where  is  she? 

COVSTEBB. 

Into  m}/  hands  yon  muet  plaoo  ^d 
Whole  and  entire.     Whom  could  you  fiod,  Indee 

More  zealously  afTcoteil  to  your  interest? 

No  aoiil  on  earlh  must  know  it  —  not  your  fathei 

J/d  nui.st  not,  aliove  all. 


Alas  !  what  danger  ? 
Here  is  no  face  on  wiiich  I  might  concentre 
All  the  enraptured  soul  stirs  up  within  me. 
O  lady!  tell  me,  is  ail  changed  around  me? 
Oris  it  only  I? 

I  lind  myself. 
As  among  strangers!     Not  a  trace  is  left 
Of  all  my  former  wishes,  former  joys. 
Where  has  it  vanished  to  P    There  was  a  time 
When  even,  rnethought,  with  snch  a  world  as  this, 
i  waa  not  discontented.     Now  how  flat! 
LSbv  stale  1     No  life,  no  hloom,  no  flavor  in  it  I 
^My  comrades  arc  intolerable  to  nie. 

y  father  —  even  to  him  I  can  say  nothing. 
,  my  military  duties  —  O ! 
f  are  such  wearymg  toys! 


But,  gentle  friend  I 
A  entreat  it  of  your  condescension, 
^WOnld  be  pleased  to  sink  your  eye,  and  favor 


rrsM 


555S^.— :. 


THE   PlOOOtOMINl.  219 

With  one  short  glance  or  two  this  poor  stale  world, 
Where  even  now  much,  and  of  much  moment^ 
Is  on  the  eve  of  its  completion. 

MAX. 

Something, 
I  can't  but  know  is  going  forward  round  me. 
1  see  it  gathering,  crowding,  driving  on. 
In  wild  uncustomary  movements.     Well, 
In  due  time,  doubtless,  it  will  reach  even  me. 
Where  think  you  I  have  been,  dear  lady?    Nay, 
No  raillery.     The  turmoil  of  the  camp. 
The  spring-tide  of 'acquaintance  rolling  in, 
The  pointless  jest,  the  empty  conversation. 
Oppressed  and  stilled  me.    1  gasped  for  air — 
I  could  not  breathe  —  I  was  constrained  to  fly, 
To  seek  a  silence  out  for  my  full  hearty . 
And  a  pure  spot  wherein  to  feel  my  happiness. 
No  smiling,  countess !     In  the  church  was  I. 
There  is  a  cloister  here  "  To  the  heaven's  gate,"  * 
Thither  I  went,  there  found  myself  alone. 
Over  the  altar  hung  a  holy  mother ; 
A  wretched  painting 'twas,  yet 'twas  the  friend 
That  I  was  seeking  in  this  moment.     Ah, 
How  oft  have  I  beheld  that  glorious  form 
In  splendor,  'mid  ecstatic  worshippers ; 
Yet,  still  it  moved  me  not !  and  now  at  once 
Was  my  devotion  cloudless  as  my  love. 

COUNTKSR. 

Enjoy  your  fortune  and  felicity  ! 

Forget  the  world  around  you.     Meantime,  friendship 

Shall  keep  strict  vigils  for  you,  anxious,  active. 

Only  be  manageable  when  that  friendship 

Points  you  the  road  to  full  accomplishment. 

MAX. 

But  where  abides  she  then  ?    Oh,  golden  time 
Of  travel,  when  each  morning  sun  united 

•  I  am  doubtful  whether  this  be  the  dedication  of  the  cloister,  or  the  name 
f  one  of  the  city  gates,  near  which  it  stood.  I  have  translated  it  in  the 
ormer  sense  ;  bnt  fearful  of  having  made  some  blander,  I  add  the  original, — 
*M  iat  ein  Kloster  hier  zur  JSimmelsp/orte, 
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And  but  the  coming  night  divided  lis ; 
Then  ran  no  sand,  then  struck  no  hour  for  ua, 
And  time,  in  our  excess  of  hAppincBs, 
Seemed  on  lu*  I'ouFBe  eternal  to  stand  still. 
Oh,  he  hath  fallen  from  out  his  heaven  of  bliaa 
Who  can,  descend  to  count  the  changing  hours, 
No  clock  strikes  ever  for  the  happy ! 

COUNTK88. 

How  long  is  it  since  you  declared  your  passion  f 
This  morning  did  I  hazard  the  first  word. 

COUNTESS, 

This  morning  the  first  time  in  twenty  days? 

MAX. 

'Twas  at  that  hunting-cnstle,  betwixt  here 

And  Nepomuck,  where  yoit  had  joined  us,  and — ■ 

That  was  the  last  relay  of  the  whole  journey  ; 

In  a  balcony  we  were  standing  mute, 

And  gadnp  out  upon  the  dreary  field  ; 

Before  us  tlie  dragoons  were  riding  onward. 

The  safeguard  wliicli  the  duke  had  sent  us  —  heavy; 

The  inijuietude  of  parting  lay  upon  mo. 

Anil  trembling  venturfd  I  at  length  these  words : 

This  all  reminds  me,  noble  niiiidtn,  that 

To-day  I  must  take  leave  of  my  good  fortune. 

A  few  hours  more,  and  vou  will  find  a  falher. 

Will  see  yourself  surrounded  by  new  frien.ls, 

And  I  li('iK'efi>rlh  shall  be  biit  im  a  stranger, 

Lost  in  the  many  —  "  Speak  with  my  Aunt  Terzky  ! " 

With  liurrviiii:  voice  slif  inlorrui.te.l  ine. 

Sill'  faltered.  "   1  beheld  a  jrluwlug  red 

Possess  her  beautiful  cheeks,  and  froin  the  ground 

Raised  slowly  up  her  eve  met  mine — no  longer 

Did  I  control  myself. 

IT^e  Prfncr-is  Titeki-a  appears  at  the  <h>or,  and 

rtmaing  stun>iin</,  obsfTfed  (»j  the  Countess, 

but  nut  by  Piivoi-OMiNr. 

With  instant  Imldness 
I  caught  her  in  my  arms,  my  lips  touched  hers ; 
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There  was  a  rustling  in  the  room  close  by ; 

It  parted  us  — 'Twas  you.    What  since  has  happened 

You  know. 

COUNTESS  {after  apause^  toith  a  stolen  glance  at  thskla). 

And  is  it  your  excess  of  modesty 
Or  are  you  so  incurious,  that  you  do  not 
Ask  me  too  of  my  secret  ? 

MAX. 

Of  your  secret  ? 

COUNTESS. 

Why,  yes!    When  in  the  instant  after  you 
I  stepped  into  the  room,  and  found  my  niece  there ; 
What  she  in  this  first  moment  of  the  heart 
Taken  with  surprise  — 

MAX.  (with  eagerness). 
Well? 


Scene  FV. 
Thekla  (hurries  forward)^  Countess,  Max.  Piccolomini. 

THEKLA  (to  the  countess). 

Spare  yourself  the  trouble : 
That  hears  he  better  from  myself. 

max.  (stepping  badcward). 

My  princess ! 
What  have  you  let  her  hear  me  say.  Aunt  Terzky? 

THEKLA  (to  the  COUNT»8S). 

•  Has  he  been  here  long  ? 

COUNTESS. 

Yes ;  and  soon  must  go, 
Where  have  you  stayed  so  long? 

THEKLA. 

Alas !  my  mother, 
Wept  so  again !  and  I  —  I  see  her  suffer. 
Yet  cannot  keep  myself  from  being  happy. 


11^ 


Tire  hCcolomini. 


Now  once  again  I  have  (^oarage  to  look  on  you. 
To-day  at  noon  I  could  not. 
The  dazzle  of  the  jewels  that  played  rouud  you 
Hid  the  beloved  from  me. 

TirKKLA. 

Then  yon  saw  me 
With  your  eye  only  —  and  not  w  ith  your  heart  ? 

This  morning,  when  I  found  you  in  the  circle 

Of  all  your  kindred,  in  your  fnther'a  arms, 

Beheld  myself  an  alien  in  this  circle, 

U I  what  an  impulse  felt  I  in  that  moment 

To  fall  upon  hia  neok,  to  call  him  J^atAer/ 

But  his  stern  eye  o'erpowered  the  swelling  pasdon, 

It  dared  n..t  but  be  silent.     Ami  tljo^^e  brilliants. 

That  like  a  ci-own  of  stai-s  enwrealhed  your  brows, 

They  scared  me  too !    O  wherefore,  wherefore  should  he 

At  the  first  meeting  spread  na  'twere  the  ban 

Of  excommnnication  round  you,  —  wherefore 

Dress  up  the  angel  as  for  sarritict!. 

And  cast  upon  the  li^ht  an<l  joyous  heart 

The  mournful  burden  of  his  stiition  V     Filly 

M;iy  love  dare  woo  for  love ;  but  siic-h  a  splendor 

Might  none  but  nioiiarcbs  venture  to  apjiroach. 

TKIvKl.A. 

Hush !  not  a  word  more  of  ilils  mummerv ; 
Yon  see  how  soon  the  bunlen  is  tfimwri  off. 

*  [  ?V>  (Ac  t'oir>JTEss. 

He  is  not  in  sjiirils.     Wherefore  is  In-  not":' 
•Tis  you,  autit,  that  have  made  him  all  so  gloomy ! 
He  had  quite  anotlier  nature  "ti  the  journey  — 
So  calm,  so  bright,  so  joyous  eiocpieiit.        '  [  To  Max. 
It  was  my  wish  to  see  you  al»;iys  so, 
.And  never  otherwise  ! 

Vou  find  yourself 
In  your  gre.at  father's  arms,  beloved  lady  ! 
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All  in  a  new  world,  which  does  homage  to  you, 
And  which,  were't  only  by  its  novelty. 
Delights  your  eye. 

THXKLA. 

Yes ;  I  confess  to  you 
That  many  things  delight  me  here :  this  camp. 
This  motley  stage  of  warriors,  which  renews 
So  manifold  the  image  of  my  fancy. 
And  binds  to  life,  binds  to  reality. 
What  hitherto  had  but  been  present  to  me 
As  a  sweet  dream  ! 

MAX. 

Alas !  not  so  to  me. 
It  makes  a  dream  of  my  reality. 
Upon  some  island  in  the  ethereal  heights 
I've  lived  for  these  last  days.     This  mass  of  men 
Forces  me  down  to  earth.     It  is  a  bridge     • 
That,  reconducting  to  my  former  life. 
Divides  me  and  my  heaven. 

THEKLA. 

The  game  of  life 
Looks  cheerful,  when  one  carries  in  one's  heart 
The  unalienable  treasure.     'Tis  a  game, 
Which,  having  once  reviewed,  I  turn  more  joyous 
Back  to  my  deeper  and  appropriate  bliss. 

[Breaking  ojf\  and  in  a  sportive  tone. 
In  this  short  time  that  I've  been  present  here. 
What  new  unheard-of  things  have  I  not  seen ; 
And  yet  they  all  must  give  place  to  the  wond 
Which  this  mysterious  castle  guards. 

couNTE ss  {recollecting) . 

And  what 
Can  this  be  then  ?    Methought  I  was  acquainted 
With  all  the  dusky  corners  of  this  house. 

THEKLA  (smiling). 

Ay,  but  the  road  thereto  is  watched  by  spirits, 
Two  griffins  still  istand  sentry  at  the  door. 
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a  {laughs). 
The  astrological  lower !     How  bappena  it 
Thiit  ihia  same  sanctuary,  wlioae  accesa 
Ib  to  all  others  so  impracticable, 
Opens  before  you  eveu  at  your  approach? 

THBKLA. 

A  dwarfiali  old  man  with  a  friendly  face 
And  snow-white  hairs,  whose  gracious  sor 
Were  mine  at  first  sight,  opened  me  the  doora. 

That  is  the  dnke's  astrologer,  old  Seni. 


He  questioned  me  on  many  points ;  for  instanoe, 
When  I  was  bom,  what  month,  and  on  what  day,  ■ 

Wliether  by  ft.iy  or  in  tlie  nisrhl. 

<;t)V.NTKSS. 

He  wished 

To  erect  a  figure  for  yotir  horoscope. 

My  hand  too  he  evnmined,  shook  his  head 

With  much  sad  me.iiiinii,  ;ind  the  lines,  inethought, 

Did  not  si^uare  over  truly  with  his  wishes. 

rOUNTKSS. 

Well,  princess,  and  what  found  you  in  this  tower? 

My  highest  privilege  has  been  to  snatch 
A  side-glance,  and  away  ! 


It  was  a  strange 
Sensation  that  came  oVr  inc,  when  at  first 
From  the  broad  sunshine  I  stepped  in  ;  and  now 
The  narrowing  line  of  daylight,  that  ran  after 
The  closing  door,  was  gone;  and  all  about  me 
'Twas  pale  and  duskv  night,  with  many  shadows 
B'antasticaliy  cast,     tiei-e  »\\  or  seven  ' 
Colossal  statues,  and  all  kings,  stood  round  me 
In  a  half-circle.     Each  one  in  his  hand 
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A  soeptre  bore,  and  on  hid  head  a  star ; 

And  ID  the  tower  do  other  light  waa  there 

But  from  these  stars  all  seemed  to  come  from  them. 

"  These  are  the  planets,"  said  that  low  old  man, 

"They  govern  worldy  fates,  and  for  that  cause 

Are  imaged  here  as  kings.    He  farthest  from  you, 

Spiteful  and  cold,  an  old  man  melancholy, 

With  bent  and  yellow  forehead,  he  is  Satnm. 

He  opposite,  the  king  with  the  red  tight. 

An  armed  man  for  the  battle,  that  is  Mars ; 

And  both  these  bring  but  little  luck  to  man." 

But  at  his  aide  a  lovely  lady  Btood, 

The  star  upon  her  head  was  soft  and  bright, 

Oh,  that  was  Venus,  the  bright  star  of  joy.       _ 

And  the  left  hand,  lo  !  Mercurj',  with  wings 

Quite  in  the  middle  glittered  silver  bright. 

A  cheerful  man,  and  with  a  monarch's  mien  ; 

And  this  was  Jupiter,  my  father's  star : 

And  at  his  side  I  saw  the  Sun  aod  Moon, 


Oh,  never  rudely  will  I  blame  his  faith 

In  the  might  of  stars  and  angels.    'Tis  not  merely 

The  human  being's  pride  that  peoples  space 

With  life  and  mystical  predominance  ; 

Since  likewise  for  the  stricken  heart  of  love 

This  vieible  nature,  and  this  common  world. 

Is  all  too  narrow ;  yea,  a  deeper  import 

Lurks  in  the  legend  told  my  infant  years 

Than  lies  upon  that  truth,  we  live  to  learn. 

For  fable  is  love's  world,  his  home,  his  birth-place ; 

Delightedly  dwells  he  among  fays  and  talismans, 

And  spirits;  and  delightedly  believes 

DivinltieB,  being  himself  divine 

The  intelligible  forms  of  ancient  poets, 

The  fair  humanities  of  old  religion, 

The  power,  the  beauty,  and  the  majesty, 

That  had  her  haunts  in  dale,  or  piny  moaDtatn, 

Or  forest  by  slow  stream,  or  pebbly  spring, 

Or  chasms,  and  watery  depths,  all  these  have  vanished. 

They  live  no  longer  in  the  faith  of  reason ! 
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But  Btill  the  heart  doth  nsed  a.  language,  Btffl 
Doth  the  old  instinct  bring  back  the  old  nainei ; 
And  to  yon  starry  world  they  now  are  gone, 
Spirits  or  gode,  that  used  to  ebare  this  earth 
With  man  as  with  their  friend,*  and  to  the  lover  1 
Yonder  they  move,  from  yonder  visible  sky 
Shoot  influence  down :  and  even  at  this  day 
'Tis  Jupiter  who  brings  what'er  is  great, 
And  Venus  who  brings  everything  that's  fair! 

TUKELA. 

And  if  this  be  the  science  of  the  stars, 

I  too,  with  glad  and  zealous  industry, 

Will  learn  acquaintance  with  this  cheerful  faitb. 

It  is  a  gentle  and  affectionate  thought. 

That  in  ioi measurable  lieights  above  us. 

At  our  first  birth,  the  wreath  of  love  was  woven, 

With  sparkling  stars  for  flowers. 

CUUNTKSS. 

Not  only  roses 
But  thorns  too  liatJi  the  heaven,  and  well  for  you 
Leave  they  your  wreath  of  love  inviolate  : 
What  Venus  twined,  the  bearer  of  glad  fortiine, 
The  sullen  orb  of  Mars  soon  tears  to  pieces. 


Soon  will  this  gloomy  empire  reach  its  close. 
Blest  bo  the  general's  zt'al;  into  the  laurel 
Will  he  inweave  the  olive-branch,  presenting 
Peace  to  the  shouting  nations.     Tlien  no  wish 
Will  have  remained  for  his  groat  lieait !     Enough 
Has  he  performed  for  glory,  and  can  now 
Live  for  himself  and  his.     To  his  domains 
Will  he  retire;  he  has  a  stately  seat 
Of  fairest  view  at  Gitschin ;  Keichenberg, 
And  Friedland  Castle,  both  lie  pleasantly; 
Even  to  the  foot  of  the  huge  moimtainu  here 
Stretches  the  chase  and  covers  of  his  forests: 

To  sll  liji)ult;vnt.  ramdiie  Loil,  B.  IX. 


-■a^  I—         — 


jl        ^^  -  ^*^—^-e*— 
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His  ruling  passion  to  create  the  splendid 

He  can  indulge  without  restraint ;  can  give 

A  princely  patronage  to  every  art, 

And  to  all  worth  a  sovereign  s^rotection. 

Can  build,  can  plant,  can  watch  the  starry  courses 

C0UNTK88. 

Yet  I  would  have  you  look,  and  look  again. 
Before  you  lay  aside  your  arms,  young  friend  1 
A  gentle  bride,  as  she  is,  is  well  worth  it. 
That  you  should  woo  and  win  her  with  the  sword. 

MAX. 

Oh,  that  the  sword  could  win  her ! 

COUNT£SS. 

What  was  that  ? 
Did  you  hear  nothing  ?     Seeemed  as  if  I  heard 
Tumult  and  larum  in  the  banquet-room. 

[^Exit  Countess. 

Scene  V. 
Thekla  andM^Ax.  Piccolomini. 

THEKLA  (as  soon  as  the  countess  is  out  ofsigfUy  in 
a  quicky  low  voice  to  piccolomini). 

Don't  trust  them !     They  are  false ! 

MAX. 

Impossible  t 

THEKLA. 

Trust  no  one  here  but  me.     I  saw  at  once. 
They  had  a  purpose. 

MAX. 

Purpose  !  but  what  purpose? 
And  how  can  we  be  instrumental  to  it  ? 

THEKLA. 

I  know  no  more  than  you  ;  but  yet  believe  me : 
There's  some  design  in  this ;  to  make  us  happy, 
To  realize  our  union  —  trust  me,  love ! 
They  but  pretend  to  wish  it. 
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But  these  Territya  —  ' 
Why  use  we  them  at  all  ?     Why  not  your  motherf 
Excellent  creature !  she  deserves  from  UB 
A  fnll  and  filial  confidance. 

THKKLA, 

She  doth  love  yon. 
Doth  rate  you  high  before  all  others  —  but  — 
But  such  a  secret  —  she  would  aever  have 
The-courage  to  conceal  it  from  my  father, 
For  her  own  peace  of  mind  we  must  preserve  it 
A  secret  from  her  too. 

UAX. 

Why  any  secret  ? 
I  love  not  secrets.    Mark  what  I  will  do. 
I'll  throw  mc  M,  your  father's  fet'l  —  let  hin 
Decide  upon  my  fortunes!     He  ia  true, 
He  wears  no  niiisk  —  he  liatL-s  all  crooked  ways  — 
He  is  BO  good,  so  noble  ! 

TiiKKLX  {falls  on  his  neck). 
That  are  you  I 

MAX. 

You  knew  him  only  since  this  tnom  !  but  I 
Have  lived  ten  years  already  in  his  presence  ; 
And  who  knows  whether  in  this  very  moment 
He  is  not  merely  waiting  for  us  both 
To  own  our  loves  in  order  to  unite  us  ? 
You  are  silent ! 

You  look  at  me  with  such  a  hopelessness! 
What  have  you  to  object  against  your  father  ? 

THKKLA. 

T  ?    Nothing.     Only  he's  so  occupied  — 

He  has  no  leisure  time  to  think  about 

The  happiness  of  us  two.  [  Takhirj  his  hand  tettderty. 

Follow  me! 
Let  us  not  place  too  great  a  faith  in  men. 
These  TorKkys  —  we  will  still  be  grateful  to  them 
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For  every  kindness,  but  not  trust  them  further 
Than  they  deserve ;  —  and  in  all  else  rely 
On  our  own  hearts ! 

MAX. 

O  !  shall  we  e'er  be  happy  ? 

THBKLA. 

Are  we  not  happy  now?    Art  thou  not  mine? 

Am  I  not  thine  ?    There  lives  within  my  soul 

A  lofty  courage  —  'tis  love  gives  it  me  1 

I  ought  to  be  less  open  —  ought  to  hide 

My  heart  more  from  thee  — so  decorum  dictates: 

But  where  in  this  place  couldst  thou  seek  for  truth. 

If  in  my  mouth  thou  didst  not  find  it  ? 

We  now  have  met,  then  let  us  hold  each  other 

Clasped  in  a  lasting  and  a  firm  embrace. 

Believe  me  this  was  more  than  tlieir  intent. 

Then  be  our  loves  like  some  blest  relic  kept 

Within  the  deep  recesses  of  the  heart. 

From  heaven  alone  the  love  has  been  bestowed. 

To  heaven  alone  our  gratitude  is  due; 

It  can  work  wonders  for  us  still. 


Scene  VI. 
To  them  enters  the  Countess  Terzky. 

COUNTESS  {in  apresavvg  tnanner). 

Come,  come ! 
My  husband  sends  me  for  you.     It  is  now 
The  latest  moment. 

[  They  not  appearing  to  attend  to  what  she  saya^ 
she  steps  between  them. 

Part  you ! 

THEKLA. 

Oh,  not  yet ! 
It  has  been  scarce  a  moment. 

COUNTESS. 

Ay !    Then  time 
Flies  swiftly  with  your  highness,  princesB  niece ! 


THE   PICCOLOMINI. 


MAX. 
There  ie  no  hnrry,  aunt. 

COITKTKBS. 

Away !  away  I 
The  folks  begin  to  miss  you.     Twice  already 
His  father  has  asked  for  liini. 


Ha .  hie  father ! 

CUDMTKBB. 

You  understand  that,  niece  I 

TUKKLA. 

Why  needs  he 
To  go  at  all  to  that  aocioty  f 
'Tis  not  Ilia  proper  company.    They  may 
Be  worthy  men,  but  he's  too  voutiy  for  them ; 
Inlirk'f,  lii'.sulls  nut  HU.'li  f^ucu'ty. 

i-UL'NTlvSS. 

Yoli  mean,  you'd  rsitlier  keO|>  liiiii  wholly  here? 

Yea  !  you  have  hit  it,  mint !     Thut  is  my  meaning, 
Leave  him  hei-e  wholly  !    Toll  the  comiiany 

<;i>ttNTESS. 

Whnl  I  Iiiivo  ymi  lost  yc.iir  sciisos,  niece? 
Count,  you  remember  the  conditions.     Come! 

MAX.  {fO  THLLliA). 

Lady,  I  must  obuy.     Karcwell,  dear  lady! 
[Thelka  turns atriiy  from  liimwithii  quick  motion. 
What  eay  jou  llien,  dear  lady? 

TiiBLKA  {wilfio'it  l'i"kiiig  at  Aim). 

Nothing.    Go! 

MAX. 

Can  I,  when  you  .are  angry 

[/fe  ffriiirg  up  to  her,  their  eijes  m/'et,  sfie  stands 
■tiioit  a  moment,  tliPn  lfir<iir,i  fier.telf  into  his 


■  fast  to  hit  heart. 


r-iP'^-^mta^i-H 
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COUNTESS. 

Off !  Heavens !  if  any  one  should  come  ! 

Hark  !     What's  that  noise !     It  comes  this  way.    Off ! 

[Max.  tears  himself  away  out  of  her  arms  and  goes. 
The  Countess  accompanies  him,  Thekla 
follows  him  with  her  eyes  at  firsts  walks  nestlessly 
across  the  room,  then  stops^  and  remains  stand- 
ing^ lost  in  thought.  A  guitar  lies  on  the  tahle, 
she  seizes  it  as  by  a  sudden  emotion^  atul  (\fler 
she  has  played  awhile  an  irregular  cmd  mdan- 
^  choly  symphony,  sJiefaUs  gradually  into    the 

music  and  sings. 

Scene  VH. 

THEKLA  {plays  and  sifigs). 

The  cloud  doth  gather,  the  greenwood  roar. 

The  damsel  paces  along  the  shore ; 

The  billows,  they  tumble  with  might,  with  might ; 

And  she  flings  out  her  voice  to  the  darksome  night ; 

Her  bosom  is  swelling  with  sorrow ; 
T)ie  world  it  is  empty,  the  heart  will  die. 
There's  nothing  to  wish  for  beneath  the  sky : 
Thou  Holy  One,  call  thy  child  away ! 
I've  lived  and  loved,  and  that  was  to-day ; 

Make  ready  my  grave-clothes  to-morrow.* 

•  I  found  it  not  in  my  power  to  translate  this  song  with  literal  fldellty. 
preserving  at  the  same  time  the  Aleaio  moyement,  and  nave  therefore  added 
the  original,  with  a  prose  translation.  Some  of  my  readers  may  he  more  for- 
tunate. 

THSKLA  (ipielt  und  singt). 

Der  Richwald  hrauset,  die  Wolken  ziehii, 
Das  Miigdlein  wandelt  an  Ufers  OrOn : 
Es  bricht  sich  die  Welle  mit  Maeht.  mlt  Maoht, 
Und  sie  singt  hinaus  in  die  flnstre  Naeht, 

Das  Auge  yon  Weinen  getrttbet : 
Das  Hens  is  gestorben,  die  Welt  ist  leer, 
Und  weiter  glebt  sie  dem  Wunsehe  nichts  mehr. 
Du  Heilige,  mfe  dein  Kind  zurllck. 
Ich  habe  genossen  das  irdisehe  Gltlok, 

Ich  habe  gelebt  und  gellebet. 

LITERAL  TRANSLATION. 

7HEKLA  ( plctpt  and  Hngt). 

The  oak-forest  bellows*  the  clouds  gather,  the  damsel  WAlki  to  and  fro  on 
the  green  of  the  shore  :  the  wave  breaks  with  might,  with  might,  and  she 
sings  out  into  the  dark  night,  her  eye  diaoolorea  with  weeping :  the  heart 
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SCEKH    VIII. 

CouSTKflB  (returns),  Thklka. 

C0UNTE98. 

Fie,  lady  niece  !  to  throw  youreelf  upon  him 
Like  a  poor  gift  to  one  who  carea  not  for  it, 
And  so  miiBt  be  flung  after  him  !     For  you, 
Duke  Friedland's  only  child,  I  abould  have  thought 
It  had  been  more  beseeming  to  have  shown  your§elf 
More  chary  of  your  person. 

THEKLA  (rtsmy). 

And  what  ii 

COUKTKSS. 

I  mean,  niece,  that  yon  should  not  have  forgotten 

Who  you  are,  and  who  he  in.     But  perchance 
That  never  once  occurred  to  you. 


That  you're  the  daughter  of  the  Prince  Duke  Friedland. 

TIIIlKLA. 


Well,  and  what  farther? 


rOU.NTF.fiS. 

What?  a  pretty  question  ! 


miiniKT  at  oar  ultl  ballails  :  ~ 

The  olowis  »re  Wni-kening,  th"  Blnmig  thw.ilpiiiiia, 

Blllow.i  Kre  breslilnE,  the  liiiinHerH  licnrt  Hohlng, 

Tbus  in  the  ilark  nigM  nlie  iiln^th  nione, 

Hfr  eye  Qpwar.l  roving: 

The  werlil  Is  emMt,  the  h^nrt  1»  rtcRd  BUrely, 


.-:  IP  !■  ■■  »■ 


THE  PIOCOLOHINI*  238 

THBKLA. 

He  was  born  that  which  we  have  bat  become. 
He's  of  an  ancient  Lombard  family, 
Son  of  a  reigning  princess. 

COUNTESS. 

Are  you  dreaming  ? 
Talking  in  sleep  ?    An  excellent  jest,  forsooth  f 
We  shall  no  doubt  right  courteously  entreat  him 
To  honor  with  his  hand  the  richest  heiress 
In  Europe. 

THBKLA. 

That  will  not  be  necessary. 

COUNTBSS. 

Methinks  'twere  well,  though,  not  to  mn  thQ  hazard. 

THEKLA. 

His  father  loves  him  ;  Count  Octavio 
Will  interpose  no  difficulty 

COUNTESS. 

His! 
His  father !    His  !    But  yours,  niece,  what  of  years  ? 

THEKLA. 

Why,  I  begin  to  think  vou  fear  his  father. 
So  anxiously  you  hide  it  from  the  man  ! 
His  father,  his,  I  mean. 

COUNTESS  (looks  at  her  as  scrttHnizing), 

Niece,  you  are  false. 

THEKLA. 

Are  you  then  wounded  ?    O,  be  friends  with  me ! 

COUNTESS. 

You  hold  your  game  for  won  already.    Do  not 
Triumph  too  soon  ! 

THEKLA  {interrupting  her^  and  attempting  to  soothe  her). 

Nay  now,  be  friends  with  me. 
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COUNTKSB. 


It  is  not  yet  so  far  gooe. 


I  believe  you. 

COUNTKS3. 

Did  you  suppose  your  father  had  laid  out 

His  most  important  life  in  toils  of  war, 

Denied  himself  each  quiet  earthiy  bliss, 

Had  banished  tjlunihera  from  his  tent,  deroted 

His  noble  head  tfl  care,  and  for  this  only, 

To  make  a  happier  pair  of  yon  t    At  length 

To  draw  you  fi-om  your  convent,  and  conduct 

In  easy  triumph  to  your  arms  the  man 

That  chanced  to  please  your  eyes  I  All  tfaia,  metbinica, 

He  riiight  have  inirchascil  at  i\  ['heiiper  rate. 


That  which  he  did  not  plant  for  me  might  yet 
Bear  me  fair  fruitage  of  its  own  accord. 
And  if  my  friendly  .and  affectionate  fate, 
Out  of  his  fearful  and  enormous  being. 
Will  but  prepare  the  joys  of  life  for  me 


Th. 


COUNTESS. 

u  seeat  it  with  a  lovelorn  maiden's  eyes. 


Cast  thine  eye  round,  betliink  thee  who  ibouart;  — 
Into  no  house  of  joyance  bast  tbou  stepped, 
For  no  espousals  dost  thou  find  the  walls 
Decked  out,  no  guests  the  nuptial  garland  wearing; 
Here  is  no  splendor  but  of  arms.     Or  Ibinkest  tbou 
That  all  these  thousands  are  here  congregated 
To  lead  up  the  long  dances  at  thy  wedding ! 
Thou  see'st  thy  father's  forehead  full  of  thought. 
Thy  mother's  eye  in  tears  :  upon  the  b.ilancc 
,  Lies  the  great  destiny  of  all  our  house. 
Leave  now  the  puny  wish,  the  girlish  feeling  ; 
Oh,  thrust  it  far  behind  thee !     Give  tbou  jiroof 
Thon'rttbe  daughter  of  the  mighty  —  his 
Who  where  he  moves  creates  the  wonderful. 


-  A.  .-Jg 


«^ 
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Not  to  herself  the  woman  must  belong, 
Annexed  and  bound  to  alien  destinies. 
But  she  performs  the  best  part,  she  the  wisest, 
Who  can  transmute  the  alien  into  self, 
Meet  and  disarm  necessity  by  choice ; 
And  what  must  be,  take  freely  to  her  heart, 
And  bear  and  foster  it  with  mother's  love. 

THEKLA. 

Such  ever  was  my  lesson  in  the  convent. 
I  had  no  loves,  no  wishes,  knew  myself 
Only  as  his  —  his  daughter —  his,  the  mighty! 
His  fame,  the  echo  of  whose  blast  drove  to  me 
From  the  far  distance,  weakened  in  my  soul 
No  other  thought  than  this  —  I  am  appointed 
To  ofiEer  myself  up  in  passiveness  to  him. 

COUNTESS. 

That  is  thy  fate.     Mould  thou  thy  wishes  to  it  — 
I  and  thy  mother  gave  thee  the  example. 

THSKLA. 

My  fate  hath  shown  me  him,  to  whom  behoves  it 
That  I  should  offer  up  myself.     In  gladness 
Him  will  I  follow. 

COUNTESS. 

Not  thy  fate  hath  shown  him ! 
Thy  heart,  say  rather  —  'twas  thy  heart,  my  child  ! 

THEKLA. 

Faith  hath  no  voice  but  the  heart's  impulses. 
I  am  all  his !     His  present  —  his  alone. 
Is  this  new  life,  which  lives  in  me  ?    He  hath 
A  right  to  his  own  creature.     What  was  I 
£re  his  fair  love  infused  a  soul  into  me  ? 

COUNTESS. 

Thou  wouldst  oppose  thy  father,  then,  should  he 
JIave  otherwise  ctetermined  with  thy  person  ? 

[Thekla  remains  Hlent.    The  Countess  eantinves. 
Thou  meanest  to  force  him  to  thy  liking?    Child, 
His  name  is  Friedland. 
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THKKLA, 

My  name  Wo  \a  Fri«dland. 
He  shall  have  foiinrl  a  genuine  daugliter  ia  me. 

couNTKaa. 
What  I  he  has  vanqiiiahcd  all  impediment, 
And  in  the  wilful  mood  of  hifl  own  il[iu"hter 
Shall  a  new  struggle  rise  for  him  ?  Child  1  child 
As  yet  thou  haat  Huen  Ihy  father's  sinik-a  alone; 
The  eye  of  hia  ra^  thou  hast  not  seen,  Dear  child, 
I  will  not  frighten  lliee.  To  that  oitreme, 
]  trust  it  ne'er  ahall  come.  Hia  will  is  yet 
Unknown  to  ine  ;  'tia  possible  his  aims 
May  have  the  same  direction  as  thy  wish. 
But  this  can  never,  never  be  hia  will, 
That  thou,  the  daughter  of  his  haughty  fortntiei^ 
Rhoulilest  (j'er  demean  thee  m  a  lovi'siclt  maiden 
And  liite  some  poor  cost-nothitis,  fling  thyself 
Toward  the  man,  who,  if  that  high  prize  ever 
Be  deatined  to  await  him,  yet  with  aacrilicea 
The  higlieal  love  can  bring,  must  pay  for  it. 

[J'Jxit  COUNTKSB. 

SrENE  IX. 
KKLA  (irfio  <htriiiii  the  lust  a^mevh  kiid  been  atanding 
evulnntti/  lost  in  her  n'jtectioiis). 
I  thank  thee  for  the  hint.     It  turns 
My  sad  presentiment  to  ctTtainty. 
And  it  is  90 !     Not  one  friend  have  we  here. 
Not  one  true  heart !  we've  nothing  but  ourselves  I 
Oh,  ahe  Haid  rightly  —  no  aiispiciotis  signs 
Beam  on  this  covenant  of  our  afftctiona. 
This  is  no  theatre  where  hope  abides  : 
The  dull  thiok  noise  of  war  alone  stira  here. 
And  lovi;  himself,  as  he  were  armed  in  steel, 
Steps  forth,  and  girds  him  for  tin-  slnfe  of  death. 

[Musirfrnm  the  fmngitet-room  is  fieard. 
There's  a  dark  spirit  walking  in  our  house. 
And  swiftly  will  the  dcstinv  close  on  us. 
It  drove  me  hither  from  my  calm  a.syhim. 
It  tnncks  my  soul  with  charming  witchery, 


■ 

d. 
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It  lares  me  forward  in  a  seraph's  shape, 

I  see  it  near,  I  see  it  nearer  floating,  . 

It  draws,  it  pulls  me  with  a  godlike  power  — 

And  lo!  the  abyss  —  and  thither  am  I  moving^ 

I  have  no  power  within  me  not  to  move ! 

[  7%€  music  from  the  banquet-room  becomes  louder. 
Oh,  when  a  house  is  doomed  in  fire  to  perish, 
Many  and  dark  Heaven  drives  his  clouds  together. 
Yea,  shoots  his  lightnings  down  from  sunny  heights, 
Flames  burst  from  out  the  subterraneous  chasms, 
And  fiends  and  angels,  mingling  in  their  fury, 
Sling  firebrands  at  the  burning  edifice.* 

\^Exit  Thekla. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I. 

A  large  saloon  lighted  up  with  festal  splendor ;  in  the 
midst  of  ity  and  in  the  centre  of  the  stage  a  table  richly 
set  out,  at  which  eight  generals  are  sitting,  among  whom 
are  Octavio  Piccolomini,  Terzky,  and  Mabadas. 
Right  and  left  of  this,  but  further  back,  two  other 
tables,  at  each  of  which  six  persons  are  placed.  The 
middle  door,  which  is  standing  open,  gives  to  the 
prospect  a  fourth  table  with  the  satne  number  of  per- 
sons. More  forward  stands  the  sideboard.  The  whole 
front  of  the  stage  is'  kept  open  for  the  pages  and 
servants-ifi-waiting.  All  is  in  motion.  The  band  of 
music  belonging  to  Terzky's  regiment  march  across 
the  stage,  and  draw  up  around  the  tables,  B^ore  they 
are  quite  off  from,  the  front  of  tJie  stage.  Max.  Picco- 
lomini appears,  Tkiizky  advances  torcards  him  imth  a 
paper,  Isolani  comes  up  to  meet  him  with  a  beaker, 
or  service-cup, 

*  There  are  few  who  will  not  have  taste  enough  to  laugh  at  the  two  con- 
cluding lines  of  this  soliloquv  :  and  still  fewer,  I  would  fain  hope,  whotrould 
not  have  been  more  disposed  to  shudder,  had  I  given  a  /aUltfm  tnunUitioii. 
For  the  readers  of  German  I  have  added  the  original :  — 

Blind-wUthend  schleudert  selbst  der  Gott  der  Preiide 
Den  Pechkranx  in  das  breunende  Gebiude. 
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TeEZST,   ISOLANI,    Max.    PlCCOLOUint. 

laOLANI. 

Here,  brother,  what  we  love!     Why,  where  bast  b 

Off  to  thy  place  —  quick !     Terzky  here  has  given 

The  mother's  holiday  wine  up  to  free  booty. 

Here  it  goes  on  as  at  the  Heidelberg  castle. 

Already  hast  thou  lost  the  best.     They're  giving 

At  yooder  tabic  ducal  crowns  in  shares; 

There  Sternberg's  lands  and  chsttt-'In  are  put  up. 

With  Eggenberg's,  Sluwata's,  Li  ch  ten  stem's. 

And  all  the  great  Bohemian  feudalities. 

Be  nimble,  lad !  and  something  may  turn  up 

For  thee,  who  knows?  off — to  thy  place!  quick!  marchl 

TiBrBNBACH  atid  ooETZ  (coB  out  from  the  second  and 
third  tablet). 
Count  Piccolomini ! 

TKKZKY. 

Stop,  ye  shall  have  hitn  in  .in  instant.     Head 
This  oath  here,  whether  'as  tis  here  set  forth. 
The  wording  satisfies  yon.     They've  all  read  it. 
Each  in  his  turn,  and  each  one  will  subscribe 
His  individual  signature. 

MAX.  {readx). 
"Itif/ralis  aervire  nejiis." 

ISOI.ASI. 

Tliat  sounds  to  my  cars  very  much  like  Latin, 
And  being  interpreted,  pray  what  iriay  it  mean? 


"Inasmnch  as  our  supreme  commander,  the  illustrious 
Duke  of  F'ricdland,  in  conBeqiience  of  the  manifold 
affronts  and  grievances  which  he  h.ia  received,  had  ex- 
pressed his  determinalion  lo  quit  the  emperor,  but  on 
our  unanimous  entreaty  has  graciously  consented  to  re- 
main still  with  the  army,  and  not  lo  part  from  us  with- 
out nur  approbation  thereof,  so  we,  collectively  and  eacA 
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in  particular^  in  the  stead  of  an  oath  personally  taken, 
do  hereby  oblige  ourselves  —  likewise  by  him  honorably 
and  faithfully  to  hold,  and  in  nowise  whatsoever  from 
him  to  part,  and  to  be  ready  to  shed  for  his  interests  the 
last  drop  of  our  blood,  so  far,  namely,  as  our  oath  to  the 
emperor  will  permit  it,  (  These  last  words  are  repeated 
by  IsoLANi.)  In  testimony  of  which  we  subscribe  our 
names." 

TBBZKT. 

Now !  are  you  willing  to  subscribe  to  this  paper? 

ISOLANI. 

Why  should  he  not  ?     All  officers  of  honor 
Can  do  it,  ay,  must  do  it.    Pen  and  ink  here ! 

TBBZKT. 

Nay,  let  it  rest  till  after  meal. 

ISOLANI  (drawing  max.  along). 
Come,  Max. 

[^Both  seat  themselves  at  their  table. 

SCBNB  II. 

Tbrzky,  Nbumann. 

TBRZKY  (beckons  to  NEUMANN,  who  is  waiting  at  the  side- 
table  and  steps  fonoard  with  him  to  the  edge  of  the 
stage). 

Have  you  the  copy  with  you,  Neumann  ?    Give  it. 
It  may  be  changed  for  the  other  ? 

NEUMANN. 

I  have  copied  it 
Letter  by  letter,  line  by  line ;  no  eye 
Would  e'er  discover  other  difference. 
Save  only  the  omission  of  that  clause, 
According  to  your  excellency's  order. 

TBBZRY. 

Right !  lay  it  yonder  and  away  with  this  — 

It  has  performed  its  business  —  to  the  fire  with  it. 

[Neumann  lays  the  copy  on  the  table^  and  steps  back 
again  to  the  side-table. 
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SCKS-E  III. 
Illo  {comes  out  from  the  second  chamber),  TbezeH] 

ILI.O. 

How  goes  it  with  young  Piccolomini  I 

TEBZKA'. 

All  riglit,  I  tliitik.     He  has  started  no  object 

ILI.O. 

He  is  the  only  one  I  fear  about  — 

He  and  hU  father.     Hare  an  eye  on  both  I 

TERJtKT. 

How  lookf  it  at  your  table  :  you  forget  not 
To  keep  them  warm  and  stirring  T 


Oh 

,  quite  cordial, 

Tlirj  are  ijuilo  conliiil  in  \hf 

sch.-m 

-.     We  huve  them 

And  'tia  as  1  predicted  too. 

Already 

It  is  the  talk,  not  merely  to  i 

naintai 

The  duke  in  station.     "  Sim-t 

■  we're 

once  for  all 

Together  and  unanimous,  wli 

iv  not,' 

Says  Monteeui^ili,  "ay,  wliv 

iiot  on 

ward. 

And  make  conditions  with  tl 

le  emperor 

There  in  his  own  Venice?" 

Trust 

me,  count, 

Were  it  not  for  these  said  l*i 

cpolom; 

ini. 

We  might  have  spared  ourse 

Ivea  th 

e  cheat. 

TKKZKY. 

And  Butler? 

How  goes  it  there y    Hush! 

S,;kne  IV. 

To  them  enter  Buti.ei 

ifrom 

a  second  table. 

Don't  di> 

iturb  yourselves ; 

Field-marshal,  I  have  nnd.'rs 

1<)<m\  yi 

m  perfectly. 

Good  hiek  be  to  the  selieme; 

and  at 

'  to  me. 

[  Wil/i  <in  air  of  mystery. 
You  may  depend  iijxin  nie. 
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jvuo  (with  vivacity). 

Hay  we,  Butler  ? 

BUTLEK. 

With  or  without  the  olaiiee,  all  one  to  me ! 

You  uoderstand  roe !    My  fidelity 

The  duke  may  put  to  any  proof  —  I'm  with  him ! 

Tell  him  so !    I  m  the  emperor's  officer, 

As  long  as  'tis  his  pleanure  to  remain 

The  emperor'fl  general !  and  Friedland's  servant, 

Ah  soon  as  it  sh&ll  please  him  to  become 

His  own  lord. 

TEBZKV. 

You  would  make  a  good  exchange. 
No  stern  economist,  no  Ferdinand, 
Is  he  to  whom  you  plight  your  services. 

BUTLER  {icith  a  haughty  look). 
I  do  not  put  up  my  fidelity 
To  sale,  Count  Terzky  1    Half  a  year  ago 
I  would  not  have  advised  you  to  have  made  me 
An  overture  to  that,  to  which  I  now 
Offer  myself  of  my  own  free  accord. 
But  that  is  past!  and  to  the  duke,  field-marshal, 
I  bring  myself,  together  with  my  regiment. 
And  mark  you,  'tis  my  humor  to  beheve, 
The  example  which  I  give  will  not  remain 
Without  an  influence. 

ILLO. 

Who  isjgnorant, 
•  That  the  whole  army  looks  to  Colonel  Butler 
As  to  a  light  that  moves  before  them? 


Ay? 

Then  I  repent  me  not  of  that  fidelity 
Which  for  the  length  of  forty  years  I  held. 
If  in  my  sixtieth  year  my  good  old  name 
Can  purchase  for  me  a  revenge  so  full. 
Start  not  at  wlint  I  say,  sir  generals  \ 
My  real  motives  —  they  concern  not  you. 
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That  Ihb  your  game  had  crooked  luy  judgmvot  - 
That  (inkl  I'll  ess,  quick  blood,  or  such  Ukc  cause, 
Has  drivca  the  old  niau  from  the  track  of  honor, 


Which  ho  so  long  had  trodden.     Come,  my  friendst-^ 
I'm  not  thereto  determined  with  less  6riDQ«n, 
Because  I  know  aiid  have  looked  Ete-adily 
At  thai  on  which  I  have  determined. 


Say, 
And  epeak  roundly,  what  are  we  to  deem  youf 


A  friend  1  I  giva  you  here  my  hand  !  Fm  yours 

With  all  I  haTO.     Not  only  men,  but  money 

Will  the  duke  want,     fio,  tell  him,  sii-a ! 

I've  e;irneil  ;uui  laid  up  Bumcwliat  in  his  service, 

I  lend  it  liiin  ;  and  is  he  my  survivor. 

It  has  ijoen  already  long  ajro  bequeathed  to  him ; 

He  is  my  heir.     For  me,  I  strtnd  alone 

Here  in  tlie  world  ;  naught  know  I  of  the  feeling 

That  hinds  the  husband  to  a  wife  and  children. 

My  name  dies  with  me,  my  existence  ends. 


'Tis  not  your  money  that  he  needs  —  a  heart 

Like   yours    weij^hs   tons  of   gold    down,  weighs  down 

BliTLEK. 

1  came  a  simple  soldier's  boy  from  Ireland  * 

To  Prague  — and  with  a  m.isler,  whom  I  buried. 

From  lowest  staide  duty  I  climbed  up. 

Such  was  the  fate  of  war.  to  this  lii.i;h  rank, 

The  plaything  of  a  whimsical  pood  fortune. 

And  W'allenstein  too  is  a  child  of  luck : 

I  love  a  fortune  that  is  like  my  own. 


All  powerful  souls  have  kindred  with  each  other. 
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Tbift  ie  an  awfol  moment  I  to  the  brave, 
To  the  determined,  an  auspiciouB  moment. 
Tliu  Prince  of  Weimar  arms,  upon  the  Maine, 
To  found  a  mighty  duko<lom.     He  of  Halberstadt, 
That  Mansfeldt,  wanted  but  a  longer  life 
To  have  marked  out  with  hie  good  sword  a  lordship 
That  should  reward  his  courage.    Who  of  these 
Equals  our  Friedland  ?    There  is  nothing,  nothing 
So  high,  but  be  may  set  the  ladder  to  it ! 

TEBZKT. 

That's  spoken  like  a  man ! 

nUTLEB. 

Do  you  secure  the  Spaniard  and  Italian  — 
I'll  be  your  warrant  for  the  Scotchman  Lesly. 
Come  to  the  company! 

TKKZKT. 

Where  is  the  master  of  the  collar?      Ho  ! 

Let  the  best  wines  come  up.     Ho !  cheerly,  boy  I 

Luck  comes  to-day,  so  give  her  hearty  welcome. 

l^eeunt,  each  to  his  table. 

Scene  V. 

The  Master  of  the  Cellar,  advancing  with  KEUKAtnf, 

Servants  passing  backtr^ards  aita  forwards, 

MASTER  of    the   GELLAB. 

The  best  wiue !  Oh,  if  hiy  old  mistress,  bis  ladj 
mother,  c<4ld  but  see  these  wild  goings  on  she  would 
turn  herself  round  in  her  grave.  Yes,  yes,  air  officer!  'tis 
all  down  the  hill  with  this  noble  house  !  no  end,  no  mod- 
eration!  And  this  marriage  with  the  duke's  sister,  a 
splendid  connection,  a  very  splendid  connection  1  but  I 
will  tell  you,  air  officer,  it  looks  do  good. 

NEUHAira. 

Heaven  forbid !  Why,  at  this  very  moment  the  vbole 
proapeot  is  in  bud  and  bloBsom  I 
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MASTElt   OF   THK   CBLLAB. 

You  think  bo  ?    Well,  well  1  much  may  be  said  on  that 
licail. 

FIRST  BKRVAN'r  (come«).  •«  ■ 

Burgundy  foi'  the  fourth  table.  ^^BH 

MASIER   ur   TilE   CKLI,AK.  ^^^ 

Now,  Bir  lieutenant,  if  Lliie  aiut  tbe  sBvvntieth  flask  — 


MASTER  OF  THK  CELLAR  (continuttiff  /its  t/itccntne  to 

They  are  soaring  too  high.  Thev  woii]<t  rival  ktngi  and 
electors  in  tbeir  pomp  and  Bplenaor ;  and  wherever  tfae 

duke  lenjis,  not  !1  ininulo  floos  niv  pracious  inaBter,  the 
coiiiit,  loil.roritliol.Hiik—  (/>.'//<.  Skilvints).  WI.;.!  .!o 
you  Bliuid  llii'ie  listi'iiinir  foi?  I  will  let  you  know  you 
have  li'jiK  jircRently,  Off !  see  to  the  tables,  see  to  the 
flasks!  Look  there!  Couiit  Palfi  has  an  empty  glass 
before  him  ! 

RUNSKK  (comes). 
The  ja;reat  servipc-cuji  is  wanted,  sir,  that  rich  gold  cup 
with  the  Bohemian  arms  on  it.     The  count  says  you  know 
which  it  is, 

MASTER  OF   TriE    TKLLAR. 

Ay!  that  wiia  maile  for  Frc.lerick'K  coronation  by  the 
artist  Willinm  —  there  was  not  such  another  prize  in  the 
whole  booty  at  Pragiic. 

RrNNK.R.  • 

The  same  !  —  a  health  is  to  go  round  in  him. 

MASTKIt  OF  TlIK   CELLAR    {shukhlfl    hiS    hcod  wAtfc   he 

fefi:hes  ami  ri/ixrt!  the  atp»). 
This  will  bo  something  for  the  tale-bearers  —  this  goee 
to  Vienna. 

NEUMAXy. 

Permit  me  to  look  at  it.  W-'ll,  this  is  R  cup  indeed! 
How  heavy !  as  well  it  may  be,  being  all  gold.     And  wh>t 
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neat  things  arc  embossed  on  it !  how  natural  and  elegant 
tbey  look  I  There,  on  the  first  qoarter,  let  me  see.  That 
prood  amazon  there  on  horseback,  she  that  is  taking  * 
leap  over  the  crosier  and  mitres,  and  carries  on  a  wana  a 
hat  together  with  a  banner,  on  which  there's  a  goblet 
represented.     Can  you  tell  me  what  all  this  signifies  9 

UASTEB  OT   THE  CELLAK. 

The  woman  you  see  there  on  horseback  is  the  Free 
Election  of  the  Bohemian  Ci-own.  That  is  signified  b^ 
the  round  hat  and  by  that  fiery  steed  on  which  she  is 
riding.  The  hat  is  the  pride  of  mau ;  for  he  who  cannot 
keep  nia  hat  on  before  kings  and  emperors  is  no  free  man. 

NEUHANIT. 

But  what  is  the  oup  there  on  the  banner. 

MA8TBB  OF   THE   CELLAR. 

The  cup  signifies  the  freedom  of  the  Bohemian  Church, 
aa  it  was  m  our  forefathers'  titnea.  Our  forefathers  in  the 
wars  of  the  Hussites  forced  from  tbe  pope  this  noble 
privilege ;  for  the  pope,  you  know,  wilt  not  grant  the  cup 
to  any  layman.  Your  true  Moravian  values  nothing  be- 
yond the  oup  I  it  is  his  costly  jewel,  and  has  cost  the 
Bohemians  their  precious  blood  in  many  and  many  a  battle. 

KEUUAKN. 

And  what  says  that  chart  that  hangs  in  the  air  there, 
over  it  all  ? 

HA8TKR   OF   THE'  CELLAK. 

That  signifies  the  Bohemian  letter-royal  which  we 
forced  from  the  Emperor  Rudolph  —  a  precious,  never  to 
be  enough  valued  parchment,  that  secures  to  the  new 
church  the  old  pnvi leges  of  free  ringing  and  open 
psalmody.  But  since  he  of  ^teiermark  has  ruled  over  us 
that  is  at  an  end ;  and  after  the  battle  at  Prague,  in  whioh 
Count  Palatine  Frederick  lost  crown  and  empire,  onr 
faith  hangs  upon  the  pulpit  and  the  altar  —  and  onr 
brethren  look  at  their  homes  over  their  shoulders;  but 
the  lotter-royaJ  the  emperor  himself  cut  to  pieces  with  his 
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Wby,  my  good  Master  of  the  Cellar !  you  are  deep  re»d 
in  the  chronicles  of  your  country. 

MASTER  OF    THK   CKLLAB. 

So  were  my  torefatliprs,  and  for  that  reaaou  were  they 
minstrele,  and  served  under  Procopius  nnd  Ziska.  Peace 
be  with  their  ashes !  Well,  well !  they  fought  for  a  good 
cause  though.    There  I  cari-y  it  up ! 

SBVUASH. 

Stay  I  let  me  but  look  at  this  second  quarter.     Look 
there/    That  is,  when   at   Prague  Castle,  the  imperii 
counsellors,  Martinitz  and  Stawala,  were  hurled  down 
head  over  hceb.    'Tis  even  sol  there  stands  Count  "nmrrt 
who  commands  it. 

[Runner  takes  the  terviee^^  and  goes  off  with  it. 

MAHTEB   OF   TIIK   CEI.LAK. 

Oh,  let  me  never  more  hear  of  that  day.  It  was  the 
three-and- twentieth  of  M.iy  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one 
thousand  six  hundred  and  eighteen.  It  seems  to  me  as 
it  were  hut  yesterday  —  from  that  unlucky  day  it  all  be- 
gan, all  the  heartaches  of  the  country.  Smce  that  day  it 
IS  now  sixteen  years,  and  there  has  never  once  been 
peace  on  the  earth. 

[ITenhh  drmik  aloud  at  t/te  second  ia&le. 

The  Prince  of  Weimar!     Hurrah  ! 

[At  the  third  and  fourth  tables. 

Lonp;  live  Prince  William !  Long  live  Dnke  Bernard ! 
Hurrah  !  [Music  strikes  up. 

FIRST   SERVANT. 

Hear  'em !     Hear  'em  !     What  -in  uproar ! 

SECOND  SERVANT  (cotnes  iH  riDinitiff). 
Did  yon  hoar?    They  have  drunk  the  Prince  of  Wei- 
mar's health. 

THIRD   SERVANT, 

The  Swedish  chief  commander! 

FIRST  SERVANT  {speaking  at  the  same  time). 
The  Lutheran ! 
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BECOND   SSBTAMT, 

Just  before,  when  Count  Deodati  gaye  out  tbe  em- 
peror's bealth,  tbcy  were  all  as  mum  as  a  nibbling  mouse. 

HASTES  OF   TUB   CSU.AR. 

Po,  po !  When  the  wine  goes  in  strange  things  come 
out.  A  ^od  servant  hears,  and  beat's  not  I  Yon  should 
be  nothing  but  eyea  and  feet,  except  when  you  are 
caUed  to. 

SECOND    BERT  ANT. 

ITotAe  RuNNEB,  to  whom  he  gives  aeeretlt/  ajlmk 

of  wine,  keying  his  eye  on  the  Hastes  of 

THE   Cellar,  statidiug  between  him  and  the 

Runner. 

Quick,  Thomas !  before  the  Master  of  the  Cellar  runs 

this  way ;  'tis  a  flask  of  Frontignac !    Snapped  it  up  at 

the  third  table.    Canat  go  oS  with  it? 

RUNNEB  {hide*  it  in  hia  pockU). 
All  right!  [.£^t<  the  Second  Servant. 

THIRD   BEBTANT  (OStde  tO  the  FIBBT) 

Be  on  the  hark,  Jack  I  that  we  may  have  right  plenty 
to  tell  to  Father  Quivoga.  He  will  give  us  nght  plenty 
of  absolution  in  return  for  it. 

7IK8T   SERVANT. 

For  that  very  purpose  I  am  always  having  something 
to  do  behind  Illo  s  cnair.  He  is  the  man  for  speeches  to 
make  you  stare  with. 

HASTEB  OF   THE   CELLAB  {tO  NBCHANN). 

Who,  pray,  may  that  swarthy  man  be,  he  with  the 
cross,  that  is  chatting  bo  confidently  with  Estcrhats? 


Ay,  he  too  is  one  of  those  to  whom  they  confide  too 
much.     He  calls  himself  Maradas ;  a  Spaniard  is  he. 

HASTEB  OF  THE   CE  LLAB.(f mpaft'snA^). 

Spaniard!  Spaniard!  I  tell  you,  friend,  nothing  good 
comes  of  those  Spaniards.  All  these  outlandish  ^IIowb 
are  little  better  than  rogues. 
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NKUMANN. 


Fy,  fy !  yon  should  not  say  bo,  friend.  There  are 
among  them  our  very  best  getieralM,  and  those  on  whom 
the  duke  at  thia  inonieut  relies  the  most. 

UASTEIt   OF    THE   CKLLAB. 

[Ta&inff  tliejltxab  out  q^'tke  RustnEo^s potJicL 
My  son,  it  will  be  broken  to  jdeoea  in  your  pocket. 

[Tkrzky  Anrrie*  iii,fetcfie»  uieaij  the  paper,  and 
calls  to  a  serounl  far  pen  wtd  iitk,  and  goet  lo   I 
the  back  of  If  its  utaye.  -<-^^ 

MASTER   OF  TUB  CBt.LAB  {tO  the  SBBVANTS.] 


i  lieuteDant-^eneral  stands  up.  Bo  OQ  the  i 
They  bre^  up.  Off,  and  move  back  the  fc 
[  neif  rim  at  aWthe  taUfx,  the  Rekvants  hurry 


'antok.     ' 


(/it!  ijiinsls  voiiif  /vrintril. 


Scene  VI. 

OcTAVio  PirooLOMiNl  enters,iH  convermtion  with  Mab- 
ADAs,  aiid  both  place  themselves  quite  oii.  the  edge  of  the 
stage  on  one  side  of  the  prosceiiiiim  On  the  side  di- 
rectly opposite.  May.  Ph  riu.oiiiM,  bi/  himself,  lost  in 
Ihouffhf,  ii'id  takini)  no  p'lrt  in  anj/thiny  that  in  going 
fonoard.  The  mid-lie  space  betireen  bot/t,  but  rather 
more  distant  from  the  edge  of  the  slaye,  is  filed  up  by 
BuTLKii,  IsoLAsi,  GoKTz,  TiKKEsnAcii,  aWKoLATTO. 

istii.wi  (irhile  the  company  iti  comiiiy  foriMird). 
Good-ni;,'ht,     gooil-night,    Kol.alto!      Good-night,    lieu- 
ten  anlr-gen  era  I  !       I  should  ralliLT  sny  good-morning. 

ooKTz  (lo  tikke.vbach). 
Noble    brother !  (mai^iny  the  usual  compliment  after 
meals). 

TiEFEsnACH. 
Ay  t  'twas  a  royal  fo.'is(.  indeed. 
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OOBTZ. 

Yes,  my  lady  countess  uaderstaadB  these  nutten.  Her 
moth«ii--in-law,  heaven  rest  her  sou!,  taught  her !  Ah  I 
that  was  a  housewife  for  you  I 

TIBFBNBACII. 

Tliere  was  not  her  like  in  all  Bohemia  for  setting  out 
a  table. 

ocTAVio  (aside  to  uaradab). 
Do  mc  tlie  favor  to  talk  to  me — talk  of  what  yon  will 
—  or  of  notbing.  Only  preserve  the  appearance  at  least 
of  talking.  I  would  not  wish  to  stand  by  myself,  and 
yet  I  conjecture  that  there  will  be  goings  on  here  worthy 
of  our  attentive  observation.  (lie  contimisg  to  fix  hia  tye 
on  the  in/tole  fallowing  scene.) 

ISOLANI  (0*1  (he  point  of  going'). 
Lights!  liglits! 

TKRZKV  (atloancea  with  the  paper  to  isoLAtii>. 
Noble  brother;  two  minutes  longer!      Here  is  some- 
thing to  subscribe. 

TSOLANI, 

Subscribe  as  much  aa  yon  like  —  but  you  must  excuse 
me  from  reading  it. 

TKRZKY. 

There  is  no  need.  It  is  the  oath  which  you  have  al- 
ready read.    Only  a  few  marks  of  your  pen ! 

[IsuLANi  hands  over  the  paper  to  Octavio  re- 
"-         spectftdly. 

TERZKT. 

Nay,  nay,  fii-st  come,  first  served.  There  is  no  prece- 
dence here.  [Ootavio  runs  over  ihepaper  with  appar&tt 
itufiffemtice.     Tkkzkv  wutcfies  fiim  at  some  distance. 

OOETZ  {to  TERZKT). 

Noble  count !  with  your  permiasion  —  good-night. 

TEREZT. 

Where's  the  faurry  f  Come,  one  Other  composing 
draught.    ( To  the  Skuvaxtr)  .     H<. ! 
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Excuse  me —  aint  able. 

TKRZKT. 

A  tbimble-full ! 

aOETZ. 

Excuse  me. 

TlEFKIfBACH  («(8   doton). 

Pardon  me,  nobles  1     This  standing  doee   not  agree 


Consult  your  own  convoiucnce,  general. 

TIEPKNaACH. 

Clear  at  liead,  sound  in  stomach —  ooljr  my  legs 


tW!^^ 


carry  me  any  longer. 

isin.\Ni   (jH'fiitiiiff  at  /li.i  corpnleiirc). 
Poor    legs !  how    shouhl    they !       Such  an  unmerciful 
load ! 

[OcTAvro  siilincfifies  his  funne,  and  reaches  over 
thejxtpvr  to  Tekzkv,  irlio  ffives  it  to  Isolani  ; 
ami  /le  i/ocn  to  the  tuUc  to  siffit  his  name. 

TIKFE.VIIACH. 

'Twafi  that  war  in  Pomcninia  that  first  brought  it  or. 
Out  in  all  we.ithers  —  icu  and  snow  —  no  help  for  it.  I 
shall  never  get  the  butter  of  it  all  the  days  of  uiy  life. 

Why,  in  simple  verity,  your  Swedes  make  no  nice  in- 

<|uiri('f(  about  the  aeas"ii, 

TERZKv  (ofiscrvi//!/  isDi.ANi,  irkoxn  hand  trembles  fxces- 
sioelij  mo  that  he  ctiii  ncarrp  direel  his  pen). 
ITiive  you  had  that  ugly  complaint  long,  noble  brother? 
Despatch  it. 

I  SOLAN  I. 

The  sins  of  yoiith !  I  have  already  tried  the  chaly- 
beate waters.    Well  —  I  must  hear  it. 

[Tekzky  ffires  the  paper  to  Maradab  ;  he  steps  to 

the  table  to  subscribe. 
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ocTATio  (advancinffto  butlbr). 

Yon  are  not  over-fond  of  the  orgies  of  BaochuB,  colonel  I 

I  have  observed  it.     You  would,  I  thiok,  find  yourself 

more  to  your  liking  in  the  uproar  of  a  haitle  than  of  a 

feast. 

BUTLER. 

I  must  confess  'tis  not  in  my  way. 

OCTATIO  {itqaping  nearer  to  himJHmdUly). 

Nor  in  mine  neither,  I  can  assure  you ;  and  I  am  not  a 
little  glad,  my  much-honored  Colonel  Butler,  that  we 
^ree  so  well  in  our  opinions.  A  half-dozen  good  friends 
at  most,  at  a  small  round  table,  a  glass  of  genuine  Tokay, 
open  hearts,  and  a  rational  conversation  —  that's  my  taate, 

BUTLKa, 

And  mine,  too,  when  it  can  be  had. 

[The paper  comes  to  Tikfenbacii,  wAo  j/toicea  oner 
it  at  the  same  time  leit/i  Goetz  and  Kolatto. 
Marauas  in  the  meantime  returns  to  Octavio. 
All  this  takes  places,  the  conversation  wit/i  Butlbr 
proceeding  uninterrupted. 
OCTAVIO  (introducing  madaras  to  botlke.) 
Don  Baltliasnr  Maradaa !  likewise  a  man  of  our  stamp, 
and  long  ago  your  admirer.  •[Butlbr  bows. 

octavio  {continuing). 
You  are  a  stranger  here — 'twas  but  yesterday  you 
arrived — 'yon  are  ignorant  of  the  ways  and  means  here. 
'Tis  a  wretched  place.  I  know  at  your  age  one  loves  to 
he  snug  and  quiet.  What  if  you  move  your  lodgings? 
Come,  be  my  visitor.  (Butler  makes  a  Ime  bow.)  nky, 
without  compliment!  For  a  friend  like  you  I  have  still 
a  corner  remaining. 

BUTLBR  (colSy). 
Your  obliged  hnmbic  servant,  my  lord  lieutenant-general. 
\_The  paper  comes  to  Butlbr,  who  goes  to  the  tablt 
to  subscribe  it.  3^  front  of  the  stage  is  vacant, 
so  that  both  the  Piccolouinis,  each  on  the  side 
where  he  had  been  from  the  commeneem^U  of  the 
scene,  remain  alone. 
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ooTAVio  (<yte"  having  some  time  vaatcked  hia  ton  Im 

silence,  advances  sotnae/iat  nearer  to  him). 
You  were  long  absent  from  ub,  friend  I 


I urgent  buainess  detained  me. 


I 


OCTATIO, 

And,  I  observe,  you  are  still  absent  I 

UAX. 

You  know  this  crowd   and  bustle  alwajra  makes 
silent. 

ocTAvio  (adoancing  stiU  nearer). 

May  I  be  permitted  to  ask  what  the  business  was  Ct||^^_ 
detained  you  ?    Terzky  knows  it  without  asking.        ^^^| 

What  does  Terzky  know  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

lie  was  the  only  one  who  did  not  miss  you. 

isoi.ANi  (ipAo  has  Item  iitleitilhiii  to  t Item  fi/r  some  distance 
steps  ii}t). 
Well  done,  father!  Rout  out  liis  baggage!  Beat  up  hia 
quarters  !  tliere  is  somctiiiug  there  tljat  should  not  be. 

TEkZKV  {icithtlie  pnpvr). 
Is  there  none  wanting?     Have  the  whole  subscribed  ? 

WTAvm. 
Alt. 

Ti-:nzKV  {.-alii,,!,  ..h.wl) 
Ho!     Who  subsmks  ? 

nUTLKR  {to  TEBZKV). 

Count  the  names.     Tlieie  ought  to  be  just  thirty. 

TKItZKY, 

Here  is  a  cross. 

TIE  FEN  BACH. 

That's  my  mark ! 
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ISOLANI. 
He  cannot  write;  bat  h'la  cross  is  n  good  cross,  &nd  is 
honored  by  Jews  as  well  as  Christians. 

ocTAVio  (presses  on  to  lux.). 
Come,  general  I  let  us  go.    It  is  late. 

TKBZRT. 

One  Piccolomini  only  has  signed. 

I80LANI  {pointing  to  hat.). 

Look !  that  is  your  man,  thut  statue  there,  who  has 

had  neither  eye,  ear,  nor  tongue  for  us  the  whole  eveniDg. 

[Max.  receives  tlie  paper  from  Tbrzky,  which  he  looks 

upon  vacantly. 

SCKNB  VII. 

To  them  enter  Illo  Jrom  the  inner  room.     He  has  in  his 

hand  a  goUlen  service-citp,  nttd  is  extremely  distempered 

with  drinking;  Goetz  aiid  Butlsr  /oUok  Mm,  en^av- 

oring  to  keep  him  back. 

ILI.O. 

What  do  you  want !     Let  me  go. 

GOETZ  and  butlbb. 
Drink  no  more,  Illo  I      For  heaven's  sake,  drink  no 

ILLO  {goes  up  to  OCTAVIO,  a)id  shakes  him  cordiaUy  by  the 
hand,  and  then  drinks). 

Octavio !  I  bring  this  to  you  I  Ijet  all  grudge  be 
drowned  in  this  friendly  bowl !  I  know  well  cnou^  you 
never  loved  me  —  devil  take  me!  and  I  neyer  loved  you! 
I  atn  always  even  with  people  in  that  way !  Let  what's 
]>aet  be  past  —  that  is,  you  understand  —  forgotten !  I 
esteem  you  infinitely.  (EmbrwHng  him  repeat&By.)  You 
liave  not  a  dearer  friend  on  earth  than  I,  but  that  you 
know.  The  fellow  thnt  cries  rogue  to  you  calls  me  villain, 
and  I'll  strangle  him  !  my  dear  friend  1 

TKEZKY  {whispering  to  him). 

Art  in  thy  senses  ?  For  heaven's  sake,  Illo,  think  where 
you  are! 


*M 


Wbat  io  yon  meaa  ?    TTiere  are  aont-  bat  frifioda  here, 
Mv  there?     [JjooJkt  rottntl  Ae  thok  drde  mcA       '  " 
and  triumphaiU  air.)    Not  s  hma 
beavea! 

TKKZST  (to  buti-kb,  flOjwrfy). 

Take  him  off  iriili  yoa,  force  him  off.  I  entrei4  ytftai 
Buller  ! 

BUTLER  (to  nxo). 

Fiebl-msrehal  t  ■  word  with  50a.     {Lead*  to  the 

bocrd), 

ntxt  (eordiaBif). 
A  Ifaoaiand  for  one.     Fill ;  fill  it  once  more  up  to 
brim.    To  this  galUat  tnw's  bealth ' 

UOi.Am  {to  M  ix^  t/rho  tiU  tfie  wMU  hae  ham  tlartuff  «««  cAr 
jHijifT  irith  fij'fd  hut  vacant  eyf*)- 
Slowaml  Niirp,  niy  ni)l)lp  brntljer!     liiwt  parsed  it  all 
)  tlirougli?    Ha? 


4 

I  here, 


■uti     ■S'lmc  wor-lsyiil  I 
MAX.  i>takl> 

Whalam  I  i<>  <Wt 


l  it  FiUy  till  t'l-riKiiTMW.     It  is  liiisiness;  to-day  I  am 
itifficii-ntlv  colliTti'd,     Si'iid  it  to  ine  to-morrow. 


Niiy,  coll.-.'t  yoiii-si'lf  :i  liltK'. 

Awake  man,  nwakf!  d.tiie,  Uiv  sin^ature,  and  have 
done  with  it!  Wli.it!  Thon  art  tlie  voiinsest  in  the 
whole  eomnanv,  and  would  be  wiser  than  all  of  ua 
l",Kcttier!  Look  there!  thy  father  has  signed;  we  have 
all  signed. 

TKRZKY  (to  OctaVIO), 

Tse  ymir  infliieix^e.     Instruct  him. 


^sss^mm 
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OCTAVIO. 

My  son  is  at  the  age  of  discretion. 

ULLO  (leaves  the  aervice-oup  an  the  sideboard). 
What's  the  dispute  ? 

TBRZKY. 

He  declines  subscribing  the  paper. 

MAX. 

I  say  it  may  as  well  stay  till  to-morrow. 

ILLO. 

It  cannot  stay.  We  have  all  subscribed  to  it  —  and  so 
must  you.     You  must  subscribe. 

MAX. 

Illo,  good-night  I 

ILLO. 

No  I  you  come  not  off  so !  The  duke  shall  learn  who 
are  his  friends.     (All  collect  round  Illo  atid  Max.) 

MAX. 

What  my  sentiments  are  towards  the  duke,  the  duke 
knows,  every  one  knows  —  what  need  of  this  wild  stuff? 

ILLO. 

This  is  the  thanks  the  duke  gets  for  his  partiality  to 
Italians  and  foreigners.  Us  Bohemians  he  holds  for  little 
better  than  dullards  —  nothing  pleases  him  but  what's 
outlandish. 

TERZKY  (in  extreme  embarrassment^  to  the  Commanders^ 
foho  at  iLLo's  words  give  a  sudden  start  as  preparing 
to  resent  them). 

It  is  the  wine  that  speaks,  and  not  his  ^ason.  Attend 
not  to  him,  I  entreat  you.  ^* 

isoLANi  (with  a  bitter  laugh). 
Wine  invents  nothing  :  it  only  tattles. 

ILLO. 

He  who  is  not  with  me '  is  against  me.  Your  tender 
consciences !  Unless  they  can  slip  out  by  a  back-door, 
by  a  puny  proviso 
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TERZKV  {intermpting  him). 
He  is  stark  mail  —  don'l  liaU'U  to  liim  I 

n,LO  {raising  hia  voire  to  tfte  highest  pitcK), 
UnieBs  tliey  can  Blip  out  liy  it  proviso.     What  of  the 
proviso?     Tlie  devil  tuke  tliia  proviso  ! 

lAJiX  (iids  his  attention  rmiard,  timi  lnoka  again  into  tht 
paper), 
WLat  is  there  here  then  of  such  perilous  import?  You 
make  me  curious  —  I  must  look  closer  !tt  it. 


TEitzKT  (i«  a  low  I'Oive  to  IhUj). 
Wliat  are  you  doing,  lllo?     You  arc  raining  ub. 

TIEFKHBACM  (tO  KOLATTo). 

Ay,  ay!    I  observed,  that   before   we  sat  down   to 
supper,  It  was  read  differently. 

Why,  I  Keened  to  (liink  so  too. 

ISOl.ANI. 

What  do  I  care  for  Umt?     Where  there  stand  other 
nauicN  mine  can  stand  too, 

TtEFKNTACIl. 

Before  supper  there  was  a  eer 
short  clause,  conccmiiiLrour  diitic 

BfTi.nu  (to  oiu-  of  Ihf,  CoiiiiiiiniJrra). 

For  shame,   for  sliari.el'    Iklljirik  y.in.     Wliat   is  the 

main  hiisiness  here  ^     Tin' i|iii>^li.in  now    is,  whether  we 

shall  koe]i  our  j;eneral,  or  ka  iiim  retire.      One    liiust   not 

take  these  ^i^  loo  tiiedy,  and  over-serupulously, 

TSOI..IM  {lo  ,;,H  i.f  ihi    (h-nerals). 

Did  the  duke  tnake  any  of  these  provisos  when  he  gave 

you  your  regiment? 

TEKZKV    (fOfiOETZ). 

Or  when  he  gave  you  the  oftiee  of  army-pur veyancer, 
which  brings  you  in  yearly  a  thousand  pistoles! 
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ILLO. 

He  is  a  rascal  who  makes  us  out  to  be  rogues.  If  there 
be  any  one  that  wants  satisfaction,  let  him  say  so,  -^  I 
am  his  man. 

TIBFENBACH. 

Softly,  softly  ?    'Twas  but  a  word  or  two. 

MAX.  {having  read  the  paper  gives  it  back). 
Till  to-morrow  therefore ! 

iLLO  (stammenfig  with  rage  and  fury  ^  loses  all  cotnmand 
over  hifnself  and  presents  tlie  paper  to  max.  wiA  one 
handy  and  his  sword  in  theotlier). 

Subscribe  —  Judas ! 

ISOLANI. 

Out  upon  you,  Illo ! 

ocTAVio,  TKRZKY,  BUTLER  {oU  together). 
Down  with  the  sword ! 

MAX.  (rushes  on  him  suddenly  and  disarms  him^  then  to 

COUNT    terzky). 

Take  him  off  to  bed ! 

(Max  leaves  the  stage,  Illo  cursi7ig  atid  raving  is  held 
back  by  some  of  the  officers^  a)id  amidst  a  universal 
cofifusion  the  curtain  drops. 


ACT  V. 

Scene  I. 
A  Chamber  in  ViccoLOMisfs  Mansion.    Ivis  Night. 

OcTAVIO    PiCCOLOMINL        A    VaLET     DB^UAMBBB    Ufith 

Lights. 

OCTAVIO. 

And  when  my  son  comes  in,  conduct  him  hither. 

What  is  the  hour  ? 

VALET. 

'Tis  on  the  point  of  momiog. 
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<1 

g,acro»t  t^^ 
■   Tved, 
fance. 


OCTATIO. 

Set  down  the  light.    We  mean  not  to  undreee 

You  may  retire  to  aleep, 

[.£b>C  Vai^T.     Octavio  pticce,  niuting,  < 
chamber;   Mai,  Ficculohini  mt«rg  ftnoAKTVed, 
and  looks  at  Ms/atJuirfor  aonui  momesits  in  silence. 

MAX. 

Art  thou  ofEeiiilcd  with  me  ?     Heaven  k 
That  odious  busiiitss  waa  no  fault  of  mil 
'TiH  true,  indeed,  I  saw  thy  signature, 
What  thou  hast  sanctioned,  should  not,  it  might  e 
Havi!  oouie  ainige  to  me.  -  But  —  lis  my  nature  — 
Thuu  knuw'st  that  in  nuch  matters  I  must  follow 
My  own  ligiit,  not  anotlier'a.  ^^ 

OCTAVIO  {ffoea  tq>  to  him  and  embraces  Atm)  ^^H 
Follow  it,  ^^ 

Oh,  follow  it  still  further,  my  best  Kon  ! 
To-night,  dear  boy  !  it  huth  inorc  faithfully 
Guided  thee  than  the  examjilc  of  thy  father. 

Declare  thyself  less  darkly. 

I  will  do  8o; 
For  after  what  hiis  taken  [ilacc  this  night, 
There  must  remain  no  secrets  'twi\t  us  two. 

[Both  seat  themselves. 
Mas.  Piccolomini !  what  tliinkest  thou  of 
The  oath  that  was  sent  round  for  signatures? 

I  hold  it  for  a  thing  of  harmless  import. 
Although  I  love  not  these  set  declarations. 

OCTAVIO. 

And  on  no  other  ground  hast  thou  refused 
The  signature  they  fain  had  wrested  from  thee? 

It  was  a  serious  business.    I  was  absent  — 
The  affair  itself  seemed  not  so  urgent  to  me. 
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OCTAVIO, 
Be  opcD,  Max.    Thou  hadst  then  no  suepidon? 

MAX. 

Snspicion  t  what  suspicion  ?    Not  the  least. 


Thank  thy  good  angel,  PiccoIotniDi ; 

He  drew  thee  back  unconscious  from  the  abyes. 

MAX. 

I  know  not  what  thou  meanest. 

OCTAVIO. 

I  will  tell  thee. 
Fain  would  they  hare  extorted  from  thee,  §on, 
The  sanction  of  thy  name  to  villany ; 
Yea,  witli  a  single  flourish  of  thy  pen, 
Made  thee  renounce  thy  duty  and  thy  honor  I 

MAX.  (rieee). 
Octavio ! 

OCTAVIO, 

Patience !  Seat  yourself.     Much  yet 
Hast  thou  to  hear  from  me,  friend  I     Hast  for  yean 
Lived  in  incomprelicnsibte  illusion. 
Before  thine  eyes  is  treiison  drawing  out 
As  black  a  web  as  e'er  was  spun  for  venom  : 
A  power  of  hell  o'erclouils  thy  underutauding. 
I  dare  no  longer  stand  in  silence  —  dare 
No  longer  see  thee  wandering  on  in  darkneas. 
Nor  pluck  the  bandage  from  thine  eyes. 

MAX. 

My  father ! 
Yet,  ere  thon  apeakest,  a  moment's  pause  of  thonghtl 
If  your  disclosures  should  appear  to  be 
Conjectures  only  —  and  almost  I  fear 
They  will  be  nothing  further  —  spare  them  t  I 
Am  not  in  that  collected  mood  at  present, 
That  I  could  listen  to  them  quietly. 


l>w»lt*y»>lMin.rtii!^»— iwla 

bw»d  VTll^MflD  —  Bay.  htarBcoUjr  — 


:;j 


n^  :-,V(.  s.<   .'.  :.y  m'>y;-i';'^rijikt  '.U   ii-^T  ; 

A».-f  .1.  •.:.-»  .■•,-,?;,'■•,■,  -■,-iK'>  :.-.-  _ir^t!i_-i.U 

.1^ 

'(*(,*'.  ;.-  ;.   ^'■  r,-.  ':,',  ':mj^rr'^r  \'i  »ttiL 

Hil. 

Tt.»t  l''w  f.ri*«t'»  l.i'^n'l  1  know  well,  be 
Kif-i'-'  "'  li'-*r  it  fr'jri,  ihr  itiooth. 

It  did  not 

That 
Kr-t,,  whi-t,  tl„,„  t,-ar.*t  it  at  tt.it'  j.re^ 
liotlj  »;.iraiit  tli<:';  tl.at  it  Li  w,  priet.t"s  1 

month, 
lege  ad. 

».,w  rti.T-  ;.  it,:itjl:i.'  ih''V  -Mipf^'-i  tl,e  .1 

lake; 

Wli:.i,  l..-'':ir,  mwljua.;'/— ilj.-.iukt?— can  dream 
Tlmt  K-  'Mil  irir.'  :im;iv  full  iljirlv  llioii'-nnd 
'IVi.-.l  u....,.«  ;.Md  Iru'-,  .-ill  li'.ri.^rKl.le  soUIiore, 
M'lr-  'l,:.i.  ri  tL'.iiH;iri'I  riiilFl.-in-'ri  anion;:  Hk""!, 
I'Votij  ..;ii|,ii,  fri,rn  -liHv,  from  lln'ir  honor  lure  them, 
Ait'l  iri:ik.'  ili.-ni  nil  'ir>ritiiiiioiiM  to  <lo 
ll^dveil  tliat  liniii'in  tlictil  Hcounrlrt-ls? 
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OCTAVIO. 

Such  a  deed, 
With  Buch  a  front  of  infamy,  the  duke 
Ho  way  desires —  what  he  requiree  of  us 
Bears  &  far  gentler  appellation.     Kothihg 
He  wishes  but  to  give  the  empire  peace. 
And  so,  because  the  emperor  hates  this  pe&ae. 
Therefore  the  duke  —  the  duke  will  force  him  to  it. 
All  parts  of  the  empire  will  he  pacify, 
And  for  bis  trouble  will  retain  in  payment 
(What  he  has  already  in  his  gripe)  —  Bohemia ! 

MAX. 

Has  he,  Octavio,  merited  of  us, 

That  we  —  that  we  should  think  so  vilely  of  faim  ? 

What  we  would  think  is  not  the  question  here, 

The  affair  speaks  for  itself  —  and  clearest  proofs ! 

Hear  me,  my  son  —  'tb  not  unknown  to  thee, 

In  what  ill  credit  with  the  court  we  stand. 

But  little  dost  thou  know,  or  guess  what  tricks, 

What  base  intrigues,  what  lying  artifices, 

Have  been  employed  —  for  this  sole  end  —  to  sow 

Mutiny  in  the  camp  I     All  bands  are  loosed  — 

Loosed  all  the  bands  that  link  the  officer 

To  his  liege  emperor,  all  that  bind  the  soldier 

Affectionately  to  the  citizen. 

Lawless  he  stands,  and  threateningly  belei^uers 

The  state  he's  bound  to  guard.    To  such  a  height 

'Tis  swollen,  that  at  this  hour  the  emperor 

Before  his  armies  —  his  own  armies  —  trembles; 

Yea,  in  his  cajiital,  his  palace,  fears 

The  traitor's  poniard,  and  is  meditating 

To  hurry  off  and  hide  his  tender  offsprmg  — 

Not  from  the  Swedes,  not  from  the  Lutherans  —  no, 

From  his  own  troops  to  hide  and  hurry  them ! 

MAX. 

Cease,  cease  1  thou  torturest,  shatterest  me.     I  knOT 
That  oft  we  tremble  at  an  empty  terror ; 
But  the  false  phantasm  brings  a  real  misery. 
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It  ie  no  plinntantn.     An  intestine  war. 
Of  all  the  moHt  tinnatiiral  and  cruel. 
Will  burst  out  into  flames,  if  inetantly 
We  do  not  fly  and  stifle  it.    The  generals 
Are  many  of  them  lonw  ago  won  over; 
The  eiibalternB  are  vacillating;  whole 
Regiments  and  garrisons  are  vacillating. 
To  foreigners  our  strongholds  are  intrust«d  ; 
To  that  suspected  Schafgotch  is  the  whole 
Force  of  Silesia  given  up :  to  Terzky 
Five  reginients,  foot  and  horse ;  to  Isolani, 
To  Illo,  Kinsky,  Butler,  the  best  troops. 

UAX. 

Likewise  to  both  of  us. 

Ik-causc  (ho  duke 
Believes  he  has  secured  us,  means  to  lure  us 
Still  further  on  liy  s|ilendid  ))romi6C8. 
To  me  he  portions  forth  the  princedomB,  Glatz 

And  Sagan;  imd  too  i>l:iiu  I  ste  the  bait 
With  which  lie  doubts  not  but  to  catch  thee. 

No ! 


Oh, 


opei 


vio. 

I  yet  thine  eyes  ! 

iiik'st  then  he  has  called 


And  to  what  purpoau 

Hither  to  PilscnV  to  iivnii  nimsuii 

Of  onr  advice?     Ob,  wbcti  did  Kriodland  ever 

Kced  our  advice?     lie  c;dui,  and  listen  to  me. 

To  sell  ourselves  are  we  called  hither,  and 

Decline  we  that,  to  be  his  hostages. 

Therefore  doth  noble  (i.illas  stand  aloof; 

Thy  father,  too,  thou  wonldst  not  have  seen  here, 

If  higher  duties  bad  not  held  hitu  fettered. 

He  makes  no  secret  of  it —  needs  make  none  — 
That  we're  called  hither  for  his  sake  —  he  owns  it. 
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He  needs  oar  aldance  to  munt&in  himBelf — 

He  did  bo  much  for  us;  and  'tis  but  fair 

That  we,  too,  should  do  somewhat  now  for  him. 

OCTAVIO. 

And  know'et  thou  what  it  is  which  we  must  do? 
That  UIo'b  drunken  mood  betrayed  it  to  thee. 
Bethink  thyaelf,  what  hast  tbou  heard,  what  seen  1 
Tiie  counterfeited  paper,  the  omission 
Of  that  particular  clause,  so  full  of  meaning, 
Does  it  not  prove  that  they  would  bind  us  down 
To  nothing  good  ? 

VAX. 

That  counterfeited  paper 
Appears  to  me  no  other  than  a  trick 
Or  Illo's  own  device.    These  underhand 
Traders  in  great  men's  interests  ever  use 
To  urge  and  hurry  all  things  to  the  extreme. 
They  Bee  the  duke  at  variance  with  the  court, 
And  fondly  think  to  serve  him,  when  they  widen 
The  breach  irreparably.    Trust  me,  father. 
The  duke  knows  nothing  of  all  this. 

OCTAVIO. 

It  grieves  me 
That  I  must  dash  to  earth,  that  I  must  shatter 
A  faith  BO  apeciouB ;  but  I  may  not  spare  thee  1 
For  this  is  not  a  time  for  tenderness. 
Thou  must  take  measures,  speedy  ones,  must  act. 
I  therefore  will  confess  to  thee  that  all 
Which  I've  intniRtcd  to  thee  now,  that  all 
Which  seems  to  thee  bo  unbelievable, 
That — ^cs,  I  will  tell  thee,  (a  pause)  Max. !  I  had  it  all 
From  his  own  mouth,  from  the  duke  b  mouth  I  had  it. 

HAZ  (tn  exceeeive  agitation). 
No !  no !  never ! 


Himself  confided  to  me 
What  I,  'tis  true,  had  long  before  discovered 
By  other  means ;  himself  confided  to  me, 


......^       «>41ltf        111 

With  injuries  aiul  affronts; 
Of  irritation,  wliat  if  )io,  for 
ForjTot  Iiinist'lf  ?     He's  an  in 

orTAVIO. 

Nav,  in  cold  })l<»o<l  he  <li<l  coi 
And  having  construe<l  my  as 
Into  a  scruple  of  his  power,  1 
His  written  evidences  —  shov 
Both  from  the  Saxon  and  the 
Promise  of  aidance,  and  defir 

MAX. 

It  cannot  be !  —  cannot  be !  c 
Dost  thou  not  see,  it  cannot ! 
Thou  wouMst  of  necessity  ha\ 
Such  horror,  sucli  deep  loathii 
Had  taken  thee  for  his  better  \ 
Thou  stood^st  not  now  a  living 

OCTAVIO. 

I  have  laid  open  my  object  ioni 
f  .  Dissuaded  him  with  ]>ressing  c 

\  But  my  abhorrence^  the  full  se 

Of  my  whole  lieart  —  tliat  I  ha 
To  my  own  consciousness. 


U 


MAX. 
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UprightneBs  merited  hia  confidence. 


He  was  do  longer  worthy  of  sincerity. 

HAX, 

Diaaimulation,  sure,  was  still  less  worthy 
Of  thee,  Octavio ! 

OCT!  V 10. 

Gave  I  him  a  cause 
To  entertain  a  scruple  of  my  honor? 

MAX. 

That  he  did  not  evioced  his  coufideiice. 

OCTAVIO. 

Dear  son,  it  is  not  always  poasible 

Still  to  preeervc  that  infant  purity 

Which  the  voice  teaches  in  our  inmost  heart, 

Still  in  alarm,  forever  on  the  watch 

Against  the  wiles  of  wicked  men :  e'en  virtue 

Will  Bometimes  bear  away  her  ontward  robes 

Soile<l  in  the  wrestle  with  iniquity. 

This  is  the  curse  of  every  evil  deed 

That,  prop:^piting  still,  it  brings  forth  evil. 

I  do  not  cheat  my  better  soul  with  sophisms ; 

I  but  perform  my  orders  ;  the  emperor 

Prescribes  my  conduct  to  mo.     Dearest  boy, 

Far  better  were  it,  doubtless,  if  we  all 

Obeyed  the  h<:nrt  at  all  times ;  but  so  doing, 

In  this  our  jiresent  sojourn  with  bad  men, 

We  must  abandon  many  an  honest  object. 

'Tis  now  our  call  to  serve  the  emperor; 

By  what  means  he  can  best  be  served  —  the  heart 

May  whisper  what  it  will  —  this  is  our  call ! 

MAX. 

It  seems  a  thing  appointed,  that  to^Iay 
I  sliould  not  comprehend,  not  understand  tbee. 
The  duke,  thou  sayest,  did  honestly  pour  oat 
His  heart  to  thee,  but  for  an  evil  pnrpoM: 


eat  thee  —  ^^M 
:e  Friedlaud 


n 
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And  tbou  dishoneBlly  hast  cheated  him 
For  a  good  purpose  f     Silence,  I  entreat 
My  friend,  thou  stealest  not  from 
Let  me  not  lose  my  fntlior ! 

ocTATio  (suppressing  ft sentmeM). 
As  yet  thou  knowest  not  all,  my  son. 
Yet  somewhat  to  disclose  to  thee. 

Dukl 
ilatii  made  his  prcparsitionB.     He  relies 
Upon  the  stars.     He  deems  us  unprovided, 
And  thinks  to  tall  mion  ws  by  aurpriBe. 
Yua,  in  his  dream  of  hope,  he  graspg  already 
The  golden  circle  in  his  hand.     He  errs. 
We,  too,  hare  been  in  action  —  be  but  grasps 
His  evil  fate,  moat  evil,  most  mysterious ! 


Oh,  nothing  rash,  mj  sire !     ]Jy  all  that's  good. 
Let  me  invoke  thee  —  no  precipitation! 


With  light  troad  stole  he  on  his  evil  way, 
And  light  of  tread  liiith  vengeance  stole  on  after  him. 
Unseen  she  stands  already,  dark  behind  him  — 
Hut  one  step  more  —  lie  shudders  in  her  grasp  ! 
Thou  hast  seen  QuL-stonborg  with  me.     As  yet 
Tbou  knowest  but  his  ost<fniiiblc  commission  : 
He  brought  with  him  i>  jirivate  one,  my  son  ! 
And  that  was  for  mc  only. 

MAX. 

M.iy  Iknowit? 

ocTAVio  {seizes  the  jiufent). 

Max! 
[A  pause. 

In  tills  disHosurc  place  I  in  tliv  hands 

The  empire's  welfare  anil  thv  father's  life. 
Dear  to  lliv  inmost  heart  is  Wallcnstein  r 
A  powerful  tie  of  love,  of  veneration. 
Hath  knit  thee  to  Jiim  from  thy  earhest  youth. 
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Thou  nourishest  the  wish,  —  O  let  me  still 
Anticipate  thy  loitering  confidence ! 
The  hope  thou  nourishest  to  knit  thyself 
Yet  closer  to  him 

MAX. 

Father 


OCTAVIO. 


Oh,  my  son ! 


I  trust  thy  heart  undoubtingly.  But  am 
EquiJly  sure  of  thy  collectedness  ? 
Wilt  thou  be  able,  with  calm  countenance, 
To  enter  this  man's  presence,  when  that  I 
Have  trusted  to  thee  his  whole  fate  ? 

MAX. 

According 
As  thou  dost  trust  me,  father,  with  his  crime. 

[OcTAvio  takes  a  paper  out  of  his  escritoire 
and  gives  it  to  him. 

MAX. 

What!  how !  a  full  imperial  patent  1 

OCTAVIO. 

Read  it. 

MAX.  (just  glances  on  it). 
Duke  Friedland  sentenced  and  condemned ! 

OCTAVIO. 

Even  so. 

MA^.  (throws  dovm  the  paper). 
Oh,  this  is  too  much !    O  unhappy  error ! 

OCTAVIO. 

Read  on.    Collect  thyself. 

MAX.  (after  he  has  read  further,  icith  a  look  of  affright 
and  astonishment  on  his  father). 

How!  what!     Thou!  thou! 
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But  for  the  present  uioinent,  tilt  the  King 
Of  Hungary  may  safely  '  '     "' 
Is  tfac  command  aasignec 


■lAX. 

And  tltink'st  thou,  , 
Dost  thou  believe,  that  thon  wih  tear  it  from  him  ? 
Oh,  never  lio]ie  it .'     Falhur  !  father  !  father  1 
An  inauepieioua  office  is  enjoined  thee. 
This  paper  here  1  —  this !  and  wilt  thou  enforce  it  ? 
The  mighty  in  the  middle  of  his  host, 
Surrounded  by  hia  thouaauds,  him  wDuldatthon 
Disarm  —  degrade!   Thou  art  lost,  both  thou  and  all  of  m, 

OCTATIO. 

Wlial  hazard  I  incur  therein-,  I  know. 
In  the  great  h;m.l  of  Uud  I  stand.      Tlic  Almighty 
Will  cover  with  his  shield  tlie  imiieriid  house, 
Aiicl  shatter,  in  his  wrnlli,  tliu  work  of  d.irkness. 
The  eiM|.iT.ir  Ijath  true  servants  htill  ;  ;ind  even 
Here  in  the  e;niip,  there  are  enougli  Itrave  men 
Who  for  t)je  goi"i  cause  will  figlirgiiliantly. 
Till-  faillifiil  have  been  warned  — the  dnngerous 
Ar.-  elosrlv  watelied.     I  wait  hut  tiie  first  step, 
Ami  tlien  "immediately 


Tlie  eni/'eror  is  tin  Ivrant. 
The  deed  :it..ne  li.^'l!  punish,  n.'t  the  wisli. 
Tlie  duke  lintli  vet  his  deslinv  in  his  power. 
I.el  him  liiit  Iciii-e  Die  trensoil  uneomi^let.-d, 
He  wil]  he  silently  .lispla<-ed  from  ottice, 
And  make  wiiv  In  his  emperor's  ruval  son. 
An  honorable  exile  to  his  rnslh's 
Will  be  a  benefaetiun  to  him  rather 
Than  punishment.     But  tlie  ijisl  o])en  sto]i 
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Wliat  callest  thou  such  b  step?    A  wicked  step 
Ne'er  will  be  take ;  but  thou  mighteet  eaeily, 
Yea,  thou  haat  done  it,  misinterpret  him. 

OCTAVIO. 

Nay,  howHoever  punishable  were 

Duke  Priedland's  purpoiea,  yet  etiU  the  steps 

Which  he  liath  taken  openly  permit 

A  mild  construction.     It  is  my  intentioD 

To  leave  thia  )iaper  wholly  unenforced 

Till  some  act  is  committed  which  convicts  him 

Of  high  treason,  without  douht  or  plea, 

Aad  that  shall  sentence  him. 

UAZ. 

^  But  who  the  judge 

OCTAVIO. 

Thyaelf. 

UAX. 

Forever,  then,  thia  paper  will  lie  idle. 


Too  soon,  I  fear,  its  powers  must  all  be  proved. 
Aft«r  the  counter -promise  of  this  evening, 
It  cannot  be  but  he  must  deem  himself 
Secure  of  the  majority  with  us ; 
And  of  the  armv  s  general  sentiment 
He  hath  a  pleasmg  proof  in  that  petition. 
Which  thou  delivered'st  to  him  from  the  regiments. 
Add  this  too  —  I  have  letters  that  the  Rhinegrave 
Hath  changed  his  route,  and  travels  by  forced  marches 
To  the  Bohumian  foreets.     What  this  purports 
Remains  unknown  ;  and,  to  confirm  suspicion, 
This  night  a  Swedish  nobleman  arrived  here. 


I  have  thy  word.    Thou'lt  not  proceed  to  ution 
Before  thou  hast  convinced  me  —  me  mya^ 
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OCTAVIO. 

Is  it  poasible  ?    Still,  after  all  thou  know'st, 
Canst  thou  believe  still  in  his  iunocence  ? 

UAX.  (with  enthusiasm). 
Thy  judgment  may  mistake ;  my  heart  canaot. 

l^Moderates  his  voice  and  man 
These  reasons  might  espound  thy  spirit  or  mine ; 
But  they  expound  not  Friedland  —  I  have  faith : 
For  as  he  knits  his  fortunes  to  the  stars, 
Even  so  doth  he  resemble  them  in  secret, 
Wonderful,  still  inexplicable  courses  1 
Trust  me,  they  do  him  wrong.    All  will  be  solved. 
TheHc  BDiokes  at  once  will  kindle  into  flame^ 
The  edges  of  this  black  and  stormy  cloud 
Will  brighten  suddenly,  and  we  shall  view 
The  unapproachable  glide  out  in  splendor. 

OCTAVIO, 

I  will  await  it. 

Scene  II. 
OcTATio  and  Max.  as  before.      To  them  the  Valbt  of 

THE  ClIAUBEB. 

How  now,  then  ? 

VALET. 

A  despatch  is  at  the  door. 

OCTAVIO. 

So  early?    From  whom  comes  he  then?    Who  ia  h? 

VALKT. 

That  be  refused  to  tell  me. 

OCTAVIO. 

Lead  him  in : 
And,  hark  you  —  let  it  not  transpire. 

[£bi(  Valet  :  the  Cornet  stqn  in, 

OCTAVIO, 

Ha  1  comet  —  is  it  you ;  and  from  Count  Ctallas  f 
Give  me  your  letters. 


THK   PiGCOLOHUn. 


Trusted  it  not  to  letters. 


COBNET. 

The  lieutenant^neral 


OCTAVIO. 

And  what  ia  it  ? 

COHNKT. 

He  bade  roe  tell  yon  —  Dare  I  speak  openly  bere  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

My  son  knows  all. 

COBNBT. 

We  have  him. 

OCTATIO. 

Whom? 

COBNET. 

Sesina, 
The  old  Degotiator. 

OCTATIO  (eagerly). 
And  you  have  him  ? 


In  the  Bohemian  Forest  Captain  Mohrbrand 
Found  and  secured  him  y ester-morning  early. 
He  was  proceeding  then  to  Regensbui^, 
And  on  him  were  despatcheB  for  the  Swede. 

OCT  A  V 10. 

And  the  despatches 

COBNET. 

The  lientenant^neral 
Sent  them  that  instant  to  Vienna,  and 
The  prisoner  with  them. 


This  id,  indeed,  a  tiding  I 
That  fellow  ia  a  precious  casket  to  ns, 
Enclosing  weighty  things.     Was  much  found  on  him  ? 

CORNET. 

I  think,  six  packetB,  with  Count  Terzky's  arms. 


THE   nCCOLOMtKI. 


COKNET. 

Not  that  I  knoT. 

OCTAVIO. 

And  old  Sesina? 

CORNET. 

He  wan  sorely  frightened, 
When  it  was  told  him  he  niuxt  to  Vii^niia ; 
But  the  Count  Altriri<i:i-r  ba<le  him  take  heart, 
Would  he  but  make  a  full  and  free  coi)fcB»iun. 

OITAVIO. 

la  Altniijier  then  with  your  lord  ?     I  heard 
That  he  lay  eiek  at  J.inn. 

I'lieso  three  da}-8  paat 
He's  with  my  master,  the  lii-utt'iiant-^'eiieral, 
At  Frauenhur^.     Already  havit  they  «ixty 
Small  comi)aiii(.*a  together,  i-hoseii  men  ; 
I{f8[>eetfully  they  yrci-t  you  with  a^Hurauces, 
That  they  are  only  waitinji  your  eouimands. 

O'TAVIO. 

In  a  few  days  may  great  evcnis  take  [ilace. 
And  when  must  you  return':' 

I. 'UK. MOT. 

I  wait  your  orders. 

Remain  till  evening. 

[CoRNKT  niynifien  hh  iissm'  itml  ',h hiince,  and  ia  going. 
No  one  saw  you  —  ha? 

(■OltVKT. 

No  living  creatnre,     Tliroui^h  the  cloister  wicVet 
The  i'a)Michiiis,  iis  uHual,  let  me  in. 

IWTAVIO. 

Go,  rest  your  limlis,  and  keeii  yoni-self  concealed. 
I  hold  it  i.i-oh:il,lL.  that  vet  ere  ev<.nin<' 
J  shaJl  deB|iatuh  you.     The  develoi.mCnt 
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Of  this  aff&ir  approachefi :  ere  the  day, 
That  even  now  le  dawning  in  the  heaven, 
Ere  this  eventful  day  hath  set,  the  lot 
That  miiBt  decide  our  fortunes  will  be  drawn. 

ISeit  Cornet. 

SCBNK    III. 
OcTAVio  and  Max.  Piccolohini. 


Well  —  and  what  now,  son  ?    All  will  soon  be  clear ; 
For  all,  I'm  certain,  went  through  that  Seeina. 

HAX.  (wAo  through  the  whole  of  tlie  fiyregoing  scene  has 
been  in  a  violent  and  oisiole  strwjyle  o/  /eelit^s,  at 
length  starts  as  one  resoloed). 

I  will  procure  me  light  a  shorter  way. 

Farewell. 


Where  now  ?    Itcmain  here. 

To  the  Duke. 
ocTATio  {alarmed). 

What 

MAX.  {returning). 
If  Dion  liast  believed  that  I  shall  act 
A  part  in  this  thy  piny,  thou  hast 
MiBcalcul.itod  on  me  grievously. 

My  way  must  be  straight  on.     True  with  the  tongue. 
False  with  the  heart  —  I  may  not,  cannot  be : 
Nor  can  I  suffer  that  a  man  Hboutd  truat  me  — 
As  his  friend  trust  mc  —  and  then  bill  my  conscience 
With  such  low  plt»:is  as  these :  "  I  ask  him  not  — 
He  did  it  all  at  his  own  hazard  —  and 
My  mouth  has  never  lied  to  him."     No,  no! 
What  a  friend  takes  me  for,  that  I  must  be. 
I'll  to  the  duke  ;  ere  yet  this  day  is  ended 
Will  I  demand  of  him  th.it  he  do  save 
His  good  name  from  tlie  world,  and  with  one  stride 
Break  through  and  rend  this  fine-spun  web  of  yours. 
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He  can,  he  vn\l  I    I  srill  iiiti  Iits  holicv^r. 

Yet  I'll  not  pledge  mjeelf,  hal  that  those  letterfl 

May  furnish  you,  perchance,  with  proofs  against  him. 

How  far  may  not  this  Tcreky  have  proceeded  — 

What  may  iiot  he  himst^lf  t«o  have  perniitt«(l 

Himself  to  do,  lo  snare  the  enemy, 

The  laws  of  war  excnsing  5"     Nothuig,  save 

His  own  mouth  shall  convict  hitn  —  nothing  legs ! 

And  face  to  face  will  I  go  qitCHtion  him. 

OCTAVIO. 

Thou  wUl? 

MAX. 

I  will,  as  sure  aa  this  heart  beats. 

(KnrAvio.  ,^H 

I  have,  in^cci^,  niisriilciilnlcfl  on  thee. 
I  calculated  <ni  .1  juiuli'iit  s«n, 
Who  would  have  bKssid  the  hiind  beneficent 
That  [iliicked  him  Ij.ick  from  the  abyss  ~  and  lo  ! 
A  faseinuted  being  I  discover. 

Whom  his  two  eves  liefool,  whom  passion  wilders. 
Whom  rot  the  bn.iidest  lifilit  of  noon  can  heal. 
Go,  qnestion  biin  !     Be  mad  enoujrh,  I  pray  thee. 
The  purpose  of  thy  father,  of  tliy  umiicror, 
Go,  give  it  up  free  booty  !      Force  me,  drive  me 
To  an  open  breach  before  the  time.     And  now, 
Now  that  a  miracle  of  heaven  had  guarded 
My  secret  purpose  even  to  this  hour, 
And  laid  to  sleej)  suspicion's  piercing  eyes, 
Let  me  haw  lived  to  see  tliat  mine  own  son. 
With  frantic  enterprise,  anniliilatcs 
My  toilsome  labors  and  slate  policy. 


Ay  —  this  state  [wlicy  !     Oh,  how  I  curse  it ! 

You  will  some  time,  with  yonr  state  policy. 

Compel  him  lo  the  measure  :  it  may  happen, 

Becnnse  ye  are  determined  that  he  is  guilty, 

Gniltv  ve'll  make  him.     All  retreat  cut  off, 

Y011  close  up  every  outlet,  hem  him  in 

Narrower  and  narrower,  till  at  lengtli  ye  force  him  — 
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Yes,  ye,  ye  force  fiiiii,  in  his  desperation. 

To  set  ^re  to  his  prison.    Father !  father ! 

That  never  can  end  well  —  it  cannot  —  will  not ! 

And  let  it  be  decided  as  it  may, 

I  Bee  with  boding  heart  the  near  approach 

Of  an  ill-starred,  unbiest  catastrophe. 

For  tliis  great  nioiiarch-spiiit,  if  he  fall. 

Will  drag  a  world  into  the  ruin  with  him. 

And  as  a  xliip  that  midway  on  the  ocean 

Takes  fire,  at  once,  and  with  a  thunder-burst 

Explodes,  and  with  itself  shoots  out  its  crew 

In  smoke  and  ruin  betwixt  sea  and  heaven  I 

So  will  he,  falling,  draw  down  in  his  fall 

All  us,  who're  fixed  and  mortised  to  his  fortane, 

Deem  of  it  what  thou  wilt ;  but  pardon  me, 

That  I  must  bear  me  on  in  my  own  way. 

All  must  remain  pure  betwixt  him  and  me ; 

And,  ere  the  daylight  dawns,  it  must  be  known 

Which  I  must  lose  —  my  father  or  my  friend. 

[^Duriiiff  his  exit  the  curtain  drops. 


r 
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rn,.llai,<l. 
ThK  CotlHTEHS  TUUKr,   J 

Ladv  !J  bub  hunk. 
OCTAVIU   CUICOLOMtllt, 

Mjx.  PiceouiwiBi.  til 


QAI^AtM  D«V«WIUX.  —  - 

C  APT  AW  MAOn 

An  Adji'Tuit, 


/awoJ'l|-(i;(rNj-(c,r,. 
IT-LO.  fifM-MariluU,    }falltnsn- 

IflOL^NI,  6'entml  qfihe  I'roall. 


Tt,  IJraffoont,  and  £ervanta. 


ScKNE  I. 

A  room  fttetl  vp  for  (tstro/'iip'ryil  inhnrit,  and  provided 
Kith  relef/i'ftl  c/iiirl.''.  inth  tflii/H'.%  te/escope*,  qiuidranUi, 
aiid  other  iiiiitlii-iii<ilii-tU  iimtniiiwiitn.  Seven  colossal 
^ft'ifures,  n-jiri'/iei'li'i;/  the  pl-iii''t»,  aivh  trUh  a  tTonaj>ar- 
eiit  star  of  diff'^r-iit  clor  on  'fs  /mid,  xUirui in  a  aemi- 
cirde  in  thv  liwhiruund^  so  that,  Mara  and  •'iatiim 
are  m'arent  Ifie  e;/e.  The.  rciu'iiniler  of  the  scene  and 
its  disposit'K'i  i.*  f/ireii  in  (he  fourth  scene  of  the  sec- 
ond act.  There  muif  he  a  cirlain  orer  t/iefijiires,  leMch 
via)/  /h'  dropped  inid  coiweal  them  on  itcci'isionJi. 

[/h  the, fifth  scene,  of  this  o.-f  it  must  hr  dropped ;  but  in 
the  seventfi.  scene  it  ttiiist  be  a'/ai?i  drawn  up  wholly  or 
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Wallenstein  at  a  black  tcMe^  on  w/nch  a  speculum 
astrologicum  is  described  with  chcUk.  Ssvi  is  taking 
observations  through  a  window, 

WALLENSTEIN. 

All  well  —  and  now  let  it  be  ended,  Seni.    Come, 
The  dawn  commences,  and  Mars  rules  the  hour ; 
We  must  give  o'er  the  operation.    Come, 
We  know  enough. 

SENI. 

Your  highness  must  permit  me 
Just  to  contemplate  Venus.     She  is  now  rising ; 
Like  as  a  sun  so  shines  she  in  the  east. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

She  is  at  present  in  her  perigee. 

And  now  shoots  down  her  strongest  influences. 

[^Contemplating  the  figure  on  the  table, 
AosfHcious  aspect !  fateful  in  conjunction. 
At  length  the  mighty  three  corradiate ; 
And  the  two  stars  of  blessing,  Jupiter 
And  Venus,  take  between  them  the  malignant  * 
Slyly-malicious  Mars,  and  thus  compel 
Into  my  service  that  old  mischief-founder : 
For  long  he  viewed  me  hostilely,  and  ever 
With  beam  oblique,  or  perjjendicular. 
Now  in  the  Quartile,  now  m  the  Secundan, 
Shot  his  red  lightnings  at  my  stars,  disturbing 
Their  blessed  influences  and  sweet  aspects : 
Now  they  have  conquered  the  old  enemy. 
And 'bring  him  in  the  heavens  a  prisoner  to  me. 

SENT  (w/fo  has  come  doicnjrom  the  window). 

And  in  a  corner-house,  your  highness  —  think  of  that! 
That  makes  each  influence  of  double  strength. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

ff 

And  sun  and  moon,  too,  in  the  Sextile  aspect,^ 
The  soft  light  with  the  vehement  —  so  I  love  it. 
Sol  is  the  heart,  Luna  the  head  of  heaven, 
Bold  be  the  plan,  fiery  the  execution. 
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8KN1. 

And  hoth  the  mighty  Lamina  by  no 
Malcliciis  afFronieil.  Lo  !  Haturnas, 
Innocuous,  powerless,  la  cadettU  I}omo. 

WALLENBTKIN. 

The  empire  of  Satarnus  Is  gooe  by ; 

Lord  of  the  secret  birth  of  things  is  he ; 

Within  the  lap  of  earth,  and  in  tiie  depUis 

Of  the  imagination  dominates  ; 

And  his  are  all  thinga  that  («chew  the  U^t. 

The  time  is  o'er  of  brooding  and  contrivance, 

For  Jupiter,  the  lustrous,  lordeth  now, 

And  tlie  dark  work,  complete  of  prepsratKn, 

He  draws  by  force  inUt  tlie  realm  of  light. 

Now  must  we  hasten  on  to  action,  ere 

The  scheme,  and  most  anspidoiia  positvre 

Partfi  o'er  my  head,  and  takeR  onee  more  its  flight, 

For  liio  hcavi-'ii's  jr.iirnr'y  slill,  ^iiid  ;^lj.'iirn  not. 

[  There  are  knocks  at  the  door. 
There's  some  one  knocking  there.     See  who  it  !s 

TERZKV  {/rum  leithout). 
Open,  and  let  me  in. 

Ay  — 'tis  Terzky. 
What  is  there  of  eiich  urgence  ?    We  are  busy. 

TEkzKV  {fri>m  wit/i'"i/). 
Lay  all  aside  nt  present,  I  entreat  you ; 
It  suffers  no  delaying. 

OpVM,'Senii 
^£  WMe  Sksi  o/xus  the  door  for  Tkezky,  Wallenbtk™ 
^v         draios  the  curtain  over  the  figures. 

^^ 

^^^P  Wanlenbtkin.     Count  Tbbzky. 

^^^■1  TERRKY  (ei'Cers). 

^^VtboQ  already  heard  it  ?  He  is  taken 
^^BH  htm  given  him  np  to  the  emperor, 
^P  [Seni  draws  off  the  bhrk  fable,  and  exit. 
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WALLENSTEIN  (tO  TEBZKY). 

Who  has  been  taken  ?    Who  is  given  up  ? 

TEBZKT. 

The  man  who  knows  our  secrete,  who  knows  every 

N^otiation  with  the  Swede  and  Saxon, 

Through  whose  hands  all  and  everything  has  passed  — 

WALLENSTEiN  (drawing  back). 
Nay,  not  Sesina  ?    Say,  no  I  I  entreat  thee. 


All  on  his  road  for  Regensbarg  to  the  Swede 
He  was  plunged  down  upon  by  Gallas'  ^ent. 
Who  had  been  long  in  ambush,  lurking  ^r  him. 
There  niust  have  been  found  on  him  my  whole  packet 
To  Thur,  to  Kinsky,  to  Oxenstiern,  to  Amheira : 
All  this  is  in  their  hands  ;  they  liave  now  an  insight 
Into  the  whole— our  measures  and  our  motivea. 


Has  he  heard  it? 


SCKNB   III, 

To  them  enter »  Illo. 
ILLO  {to  terzky). 


TEBZKT, 

He  has  heard  it, 

ILLO  (to  WALLENSTBTN). 

Thinkest  thou  still 
To  make  thy  peace  with  the  emperor,  to  regain 
His  confidence?     E'en  were  it  now  thy  wish 
To  abandon  ail  thy  plans,  yet  still  they  know 
What  thou  hnst  wished :  then  forwards  thou  must  press ; 
Retreat  is  now  no  longer  in  thy  power. 

TERZKY, 

They  have  documents  against  us,  and  in  hands. 
Which  show  beyond  all  power  of  contradiction  — 

WALLKNBTKIN. 

Of  my  handwriting — no  iota,    Thee 
I  pnnish  for  thy  lies. 
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ILLO. 
And  thou  believoBt, 
That  what  this  man,  and  what  tliy  siater'a  husband, 
Di<t  in  thy  name,  will  not  stand  oq  t)iy  reckoning? 
Hig  word  muHt  pass  for  thy  word  with  the  Swede, 
And  not  with  those  that  hate  thee  at  Vienna? 


In  writing  thou  gavest  nothing;  but  bethink  thee, 
How  far  thou  venturedat  by  word  of  mouth 
With  this  Sesinn!     And  will  he  be  silent? 
If  he  can  save  himself  by  yielding  up 
Thy  secret  purposes,  will  be  retain  taem  ? 

ILLO. 

Thyself  dost  not  conceive  it  possible; 
And  since  they  now  have  evidence  authentic 
How  far  thou  hast  already  gone,  speak !  tell  us, 
What  art  thou  waiting  for?     Thou  canst  no  longer 
Keep  thy  command  ;  and  beyond  hope  of  rescue 
Thou'rt  lost  if  thou  resign'st  it. 

WALLEN  STEIN. 

In  the  army 
Lies  my  security.    The  army  will  not 
Abandon  me.     Whatever  they  may  know, 

The  jwwer  is  mine,  and  they  must  gulp  it  down 

And  if  I  give  them  caution  for  my  fealty. 
They  must  be  aatisfied,  at  least  ajtpear  ho. 

ILLO, 

The  army,  duke,  is  thine  now ;  for  thifl  moment 
'Tis  thine :  but  think  with  terror  on  the  slow, 
The  <}uiet  power  of  time.     From  ojien  violence 
The  attachment  of  thy  soldiery  secures  thee 
To-day,  to-morrow :  but  grant  st  thou  them  a  respite. 
Unheard,  unseen,  they'll  undermine  that  love 
On  which  thou  now  dost  feci  so  firm  a  footing, 
With  wily  theft  will  draw  away  from  thee 
One  after  the  other 

WALLKNSTEIN. 

'Tin  a  eursed  accident  I 
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ILLO. 

Oh!  I  will  call  it  it  most  blessed  one, 
If  it  work  on  thee  as  it  ought  to  do, 
Hurry  thee  on  to  action  —  to  decision. 
The  Swedish  general  ? 

W  ALLS  N  STEIN. 

He's  arrived  I    Know'et  thou 
What  his  commission  is     ■  — 

ILLO. 

To  thee  alone 
Will  he  intrust  the  puriiose  of  his  coming. 

WALt.KNSTKIN, 

A  cursed,  cnrsed  accident !    Yes,  yes, 
Sesina  knows  too  much,  and  won't  be  ulent. 

TERZKY. 

He's  a  Bohemian  fugitive  and  iwbel, 

His  neck  is  forfeit.     Citn  he  save  himself 

At  thy  cost,  think  you  he  will  scruple  it  ? 

And  if  they  jmt  him  to  the  torture,  will  he, 

Will  be,  that  dastardling,  have  strength  enough  — 

WALLENSTEiN  (loM  in  thought). 
Their  confidence  id  lost,  irreparably  ! 
And  I  may  act  which  way  I  will,  J"^  shall  * 

Be  and  remain  forever  in  their  thought 
A  traitor  to  my  country.     How  sincerely 
Soever  I  return  back  to  my  duty, 
It  will  no  longer  help  me 

.  ILLO. 

Ruin  thee. 
That  it  will  do!     Not  thy  fidelity, 

Tliy  weakness  will  be  deemed  the  sole  occasion 

WALLESSTEiN  (pacing  up  and  down  in  extreme  agitatioti). 
What !     I  must  realize  it  now  in  earnest, 
Because  I  toyed  too  freely  with  the  thou^tl 

^ccursed  he  who  dallies  with  a  devil  I. 

^nd  must  I  —  I  must  realize  it  now  — ^ 
Now,  while  I  have  the  power,  it  must  take  place  I  -^ 
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FLLO. 

Now  —  now  —  ere  ihoy  can  ward  and  pany  it ! 

WALLENSTKIN  (looking  itt  Ihe  paper  offiffnaHtntiys 
I  have  the  generals'  word  —  a  written  proniine  1 
Mux.  Piccolomini  stands  not  Lere  —  how'a  that  ? 

Itv 

IU.O. 

Mere  self-willednesft. 
Tliere  needed  no  such  thing  'twijcl  iiim  and  you. 

WAU-aNSTKlX. 

He  is  quite  right ;  there  needed  no  such  thing. 
The  regiments,  too,  deny  to  inaroh  for  i*'Iandere 

Hiivo  spiil  mc  in  U  piq.cr  nf  r.-Tiior.s1rnncP, 
And  opt'idy  resist  tlie  imperi.al  orders. 
Tlie  first  stej)  to  revolt's  already  taken. 

Believe  me,  thou  wilt  find  it  far  more  easy 
To  Ioa<I  tlicni  over  to  the  tncniy 
Than  to  tho  So.-iniard. 


ii.i.o  {eaijerJij  !•>  tekzky). 

Oo,  (uJl  him. 
He  stands  without  tlic  door  in  waiting. 

Stay! 
Stay  Imt  a  litlle.     It  h.ilh  taken  me 
All  by  snrprise;  it  eaine  lim  ([nick  upon  me; 
Tia  wholly  novel  thai  an  aei-ident, 
With  its  <iark  lordship,  and  blind  agency, 
Should  force  rae  on  with  it. 

ILl.O. 

Fii-st  he.ir  him  only, 
.And  after  weigh  it.  [Exeunt  Tkkzkt  atui  Illo. 
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Scene  IV. 

WALLENBTEIN  (tn  golHogu^). 

la  it  possible  f 
la't  so  ?    I  can  no  longer  what  I  wonld  P 
No  longer  draw  back  at  my  liking?     I 
Unst  do  the  deed,  because  I  thought  of  it  ? 
And  fed  this  heart  here  with  a  dream  ?    Becanae 
I  did  not  scowl  temptation  from  my  presence, 
Dallied  with  thoughts  uf  jiossihle  fulfilment, 
Commenced  no  movement,  left  all  time  uncertain, 
And  only  kept  the  road,  the  access  open  ? 
By  the  great  God  of  Heaven  I  it  was  not 
My  serious  meaning,  it  was  ne'er  resolved. 
I  but  amused  myscTf  with  thinking  of  it. 
The  tree-will  tempted  nie,  the  power  to  do 
Or  not  to  do  it.     Was  it  criming 
To  make  the  fancy  minister  to  hopej 
To  fill  the  air  with  pretty  toys  of  air, 
And  clutch  fantastic  Hceptrea  moving  toward  me  ? 
Was  not  the  will  ke])t  free  ?    Beheld  I  not 
The  road  of  duty  close  beside  me  —  but 
One  little  step,  and  once  more  I  was  in  it! 
Where  am  I  ?     Whither  have  I  been  transported  ? 
No  road,  no  track  behind  me,  but  a  wall. 
Impenetrable,  i n sii r mo im table. 
Rises  obedient  to  the  spells  I  muttered 
And  meant  not  —  my  own  doings  tower  behind  me. 

[J'tmsea  awl  remains  in  deep  thought. 
A  punishable  man  Iseem,  the  guilt, 
Try  what  I  will,  I  cannot  roll  off  from  me ; 
The  equivocal  demeanor  of  my  life 
Bears  witness  on  my  ])ro8('CU tor's  party. 
And  even  my  purest  acts  from  purest  motives 
Suspicion  poisons  with  malicious  gloss. 
Were  I  that  thing  tor  wlibh  I  pass,  that  traitor, 
A  goodly  outside  I  had  sure  reserved. 
Had  drawn  the  coverings  thick  and  double  round  ne^ 
Been  cairn  and  chary  of  my  utterance ; 
But  being  consciotia  of  the  innocence 
Of  my  intent,  my  nncormpted  will. 
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I  gave  way  to  niy  huiDOrs,  to  my  passioD  : 
Bold  were  my  words,  because  my  deeds  were  not 
Now  every  pi  an  lege  measure,  chaaee  event, 
The  threat  of  rage,  the  vaunt  of  joy  and  triumph. 
And  all  the  May-games  of  a  heart  overflawiag, 
Will  they  connuct,  and  weave  them  all  together 
Into  one  web  of  tre;ison   ;  all  will  be  plan. 
My  eye  ne'er  absent  from  the  far-off  mark, 
Step  tracing  step,  eaoli  stej»  a  politic  prt^rem ; 
And  out  of  all  they'll  fabricate  a  charge 
So  specioos,  that  I  must  myself  etaod  dumb. 
I  am  caught  in  my  own  net,  and  only  force, 
Naught  but  a  sudden  rent  can  liberate  me. 

[^Pauses  tiffaiH. 
How  else !  since  that  the  heart's  unbiased  instinct 
Impelled  me  to  the  daring  deed,  which  now 
Necessity,  self-preservation,  orders. 
Stem  is  the  on-look  of   necessity, 
Not  without  shudder  may  a  human  hand 
Grasp  the  mysterious  urn  of  destiny. 
My  deed  was  mine,  remaining  in  my  bosom; 
Once  suffered  to  escape  from  its  safe  comer 
Within  the  heart,  its  nursery  and  birthplace. 
Sent  forth  into  the  foreign,  it  belongs 
Forever  to  those  sly  nialirious  iwwers 
Whom  never  art  of  man  concihnted. 

[Paces  in  aijitation  throwjh  the  chamber,  thai 
pauses,  and,  after  t/ie  pause,  breaks  out  again 
into  audible  nolUoqiti/. 
What  it  thy  eiitorjirise  ?  thy  aim  ?  thy  object  ? 
Hast  honestly  confessed  it  to  thyself? 
Power  seaUiii  on  a  quiet  throne  thoii'dst  shake, 
Power  on  an  iincient,  coiisecratcrl  throne. 
Strong  in  possesHion,  fuundiil  in  all  custom; 
Power  by  a  thonsand  tough  and  stringy  roots 
Fixed  to  the  people's  pious  nursery  faith. 
This,  this  will  be  no  strife  of  strength  with  strength. 
That  feared  I  not.     I  brave  each  combatant, 
Whom  I  can  look  on,  fixing  eye  to  eye. 
Who,  full  himself  of  courage,  kindles  courage 
In  me  too.     Tis  a  foe  invisible 
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The  which  I  fear  — a  fearful  enemy, 

Which  in  the  human  heart  oppoeee  me, 

By  it§  coward  fear  alone  made  fearful  to  me. 

Not  that,  which  full  of  life,  instinct  with  power, 

Makea  known  Its  preeent  being;  that  is  not 

The  true,  the  perilously  formidable. 

O  no !  it  is  the  common,  the  quite  common, 

The  thing  of  an  eternal  yesterday. 

Whatever  was,  and  evermore  retume, 

Sterling  to-morrow,  for  to-<lay  'twas  sterling! 

For  of  the  wholly  common  is  man  made, 

And  custom  is  his  nui-se !     Woe  then  to  them 

Who  W  irreverent  hands  upon  his  old 

House  furniture,  the  dear  inheritance 

From  his  forefathers !     For  time  consecratea ; 

And  what  is  gray  with  age  becomes  religion. 

Be  in  possession,  and  thou  hast  the  right, 

And  sacred  will  the  many  gu.ird  it  for  thee ! 

[  To  t/ie  Page,  mAo  here  enters. 
The  Swedish  officer?     Well,  let  him  enter. 

[  The  Page  exit,  Wai.lenstkin  Jixea  his  eye  in 
deep  thought  on  the  door. 
Yet,  it  is  pure  —  as  yet  I  —  the  crime  has  come 
Not  o'er  this  threshold  yet  —  bo  slender  is 
The  boundary  that  divideth  life's  two  paths. 

Scene  V, 

Wali^BNSTKIN  and  Wranobl. 

WALLBN8TBIN  {after  having Jixed  a  searching  look  en 

him). 

Your  name  is  Wrangel  ? 

WKANtiEL. 

Gustave  Wrangel,  General 
Of  the  Sudermanian  Blues. 

WAI.I.ENSTK1N. 

It  was  a  Wrangel 
Who  injured  me  materially  at  Stralsuna, 
And  by  hia  brave  resistance  was  the  cause 
Of  the  opposition  which  that  sei^rt  made. 
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WK*I«UKL. 

It  was  the  doing  of  tlie  element 
With  which  you  foiiglit,  my  lord  !  and  not  my  i 
The  Baltic  Neptune  did  nssert  his  freedom  : 
The  sea  and  land,  it  iteemed  were  not  to  serve 
One  and  the  bhiiil'. 

WAI.I.ENSTBIN 

You  plucked  the  admiral's  hat  from  off  my  head. 


I  come  to  place  a  dindem  thereon. 
WALLEXSTKiN  (mo^M  t/ic  molioii  foT  him  to  taht  4 

seat,  anil  teats  Atww^/").  _ 

And  where  are  your  credentials? 
Come  you  providefl  with  full  powers,  air  general  t 

WKASIiKI,, 

There  are  so  many  scruples  yet  to  solve . 

WALMi.viiTKi.v    {hitviiiff  read  t/ie  credentials). 
An  able  letter  !    Ay  — he  is  a  prudent, 
Intelligent  master  whom  you  serve,  sir  general ! 
The  chancellor  writes  me  that  he  hut  fulfils 
His  late  ileparteil  sovereignV  own  idea 
In  helping  me  to  the  Hohemian  cro»vn. 


He  says  the  truth.     Our  f-reat  king,  now  in  heaven, 
Did  ever  deem  most  hi'_'hly  of  yonr  grace's 

Pre-eminciil  sense  ati'l  military  ijeniua ; 
Anil  always  tli.-  .■nmrn;m<lin<;  Intelleei, 
He  s:lid,  sIk.iiM  l.:ive  ■■..rniiiaii.i,  an. I  h,-  the  king. 


i,  he 


ii,'h( 


Come,  fair  and  ope 
A  Swede  at  lieart. 
Both  in  Silesia  and 
I  had  yon  often  in 
Always  slip  out  l>y 


Cri.ial  Wrangel, 
,/  /.;.v  /,>o.'l  ofWiionatdy. 
t  ine,  I  was  always 
It  did  yon  experience 
(nix-rg; 
r,  aiul  lei  yon 
;k  door  or  other. 
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Tifi  this  for  which  the  court  can  ne'er  forgive  me, 
Which  drives  me  to  this  present  step :  and  since 
Our  interests  so  run  in  one  direction, 
E'en  let  us  have  a  thorough  confidence 
Each  in  the  other. 

WRANOEL. 

Confidence  will  come 
Has  eaph  but  only  first  security. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The  chancellor  still,  I  see,  does  not  quite  trust  me ; 
And,  I  confess  —  the  game  does  not  lie  wholly 
To  my  advantage.     Without  doubt  he  thinks. 
If  I  can  play  false  with  the  emperor, 
Who  is  my  sovereign,  I  can  do  the  like 
With  the  enemy,  and  that  the  one,  too,  were 
Sooner  to  be  forgiven  me  than  the  other. 
Is  not  this  your  opinion,  too,  sir  general  ? 

WRANOEL. 

I  have  here  a  duty  merely,  no  opinion. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The  emperor  hath  urged  me  to  the  uttermost : 

I  can  no  longer  honorably  serve  him. 

For  my  security,  in  self-defence, 

I  take  this  hard  step,  which  my  conscience  blames. 

WRANGEL. 

That  I  believe.     So  far  would  no  one  go 

Who  was  not  forced  to  it.  XAfter  a  pause. 

What  may  have  impelled 
Your  princely  highness  in  this  wise  to  act 
Toward  your  sovereign  lord  and  emperor, 
Beseems  not  us  to  expound  or  criticise. 
The  Swede  is  fighting  for  his  good  old  cause. 
With  his  good  sword  and  conscience.    This  concurrence, 
This  opportunity  is  in  our  favor, 
And  all  advantages  in  war  are  lawful. 
We  take  what  offers  without  questioning ; 
And  if  all  have  its  due  and  just  proportions 
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WALLEIiSTaiH. 

Of  wbftt  then  are  ye  doubting?    Of  my  will? 

Oi'  of  my  power?     I  pledged  me  to  the  chancellot%  J 

Would  he  truBt  me  with  eixteen  thousand  men,  ' 

That  I  would  instantly  go  over  to  them 

With  eighteen  thousand  of  the  emperor's  troops. 

WBAMGEL. 

Your  grace  is  known  to  be  a  mighty  war-chie^ 
To  be  a  second  Attila  and  Pyrrhns. 
'Tie  talked  of  still  with  fresh  astonishment, 
How  some  years  past,  beyond  all  human  faith, 
You  callei]  an  army  forth  like  a  creation  : 
But  yet 

WALLENSTKIN. 

But  yet? 


It  might  yet  be  ar 
Tocall  forth  sixty 
Than  to  persuade 


IJut  still  the  chancellor  thinks 
er  thing  from  nothing 
isand  men  of  battle, 
lixtieth  part  of  them 


w.\i.Lv.s>.rKis. 

What  now?    Out  i 

vith  it,  friend  ? 

IVIIAN.^KI,. 

To  break  their  oaths. 

W.MXENSTKIS. 

And  he  thinks  so  ? 
And  like  a  Protest; 
Fight  for  vour  Hihl 
About  the' cause;  ;i 
Your  banners.     Art 
To  the  enenrv  hallj 
Will,  two  lords  at  ( 

Ilf  judges  like  a  Swede, 
int.     Voii  ].utherans 
.:     Yon  ar-e  in1ere.«1.ed 
nd  with  your  hcai^lsyu  follow 
long  \iiir  wlioeVr  desorts 

lire  tiiiic.     We've  no  such  fancies. 

WItAN.JKT,. 

Great  God  in  heave 
No  house  and  honre 

n  !     Have  then  the  people  here 
,  no  fireside,  no  altar? 

I  will  explain  tlrat  t 
The  Austrian  has  a 


■ounlry,  ay,  and  loves  it, 
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And  has  good  cause  to  love  it  — but  this  army 
That  calls  itself  the  imperial,  this  that  houaea 
Here  in  Bohemia,  this  has  none  —  no  country  ; 
This  is  an  oatcast  of  all  foreign  lands, 
Unclaimed  by  town  or  tribe,  to  whom  belongs 
Nothing  except  the  universal  sun. 
And  this  Bohemian  land  for  which  we  fight 
Loves  not  the  master  whom  the  chance  of  war, 
Not  its  own  choice  or  will,  hath  given  to  it. 
Hen  mnrnmr  at  the  oppreesion  of  their  conscience. 
And  power  hath  only  awed  but  not  appeaa^  them. 
A  glowing  and  avenging  memory  lives 
Of  cruel  deeds  committed  on  these  plains ; 
How  can  the  son  foi^et  that  here  his  father 
Was  hunted  by  the  bloodhound  to  the  mass? 
A  people  thus  oppressed  must  still  be  feared,' 
Whether  they  suffer  or  avenge  their  wrongs. 

WKANtiEL. 

But  then  the  nobles  and  the  officers? 
Snch  a  desertion,  such  a  felony. 
It  is  without  example,  my  lord  duke. 
In  the  world's  history. 

WALLENSTKIN. 

They  are  all  mine- 
Mine  unconditionally  —  mine  on  all  terms. 
Not  me,  your  own  eyes  you  must  trust. 

[^Ife  gives  him  the  paper  containing  the  written  oath. 
Wranqel  reads  it  ihrough,  and,  having  read  it, 
lays  it  on  the  table,  remaining  silent. 

So  then ; 
Now  comprehend  you? 

WBANOEL. 

Comprehend  who  can ! 
My  lord  duVe,  I  will  let  the  mask  drop  — yes ! 
I've  full  powers  for  a  final  settlement. 
The  Khinegrave  stands  hut  four  days'  march  from  here 
With  fifteen  thousand  men,  and  only  wails 
For  orders  to  proceed  and  join  your  army. 
These  orders  I  give  out  immediately 
We're  compromised. 
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What  asks  the  chraodlor? 
WTiANGEi,  (cjiitiderately). 
Twelve  regiments,  every  man  a  Swede  —  my  head 
The  warranty  —  and  all  miglit  prove  at  last 

Only  false  [ilay 

WALLS ssT BIN"  (aUirling). 

Sir  Swede  ! 

WRANGKL  {caltnl^  proceeding). 

Am  therefore  foi 
To  inslBt  thereon,  thai  lie  do  formally, 
Irrevocably  hreak  with  the  emperor. 
Else  not  a  Swede  is  trusted  to  Duke  Priedlftad. 


That  hefortliwilli  ili.snrin  the  Spanish  regiments 
Attached  to  the  cni|it;ror,  tliat  lie  si'izo  on  Prs^ue, 
And  to  the  Swedes  give  n]>  lliat  city,  with 
The  strong  pass  Egra. 

WAI.I.ENSTKIN', 

That  is  much  indeed  ! 
Prague  !  —  Egra's  granted  —  bnt  —  but  Prague 

'T won't  do. 
I  give  you  every  security 

Which  you  luay  ask  of  me  in  common  reason  — 
But  Prague  — "Rohemia  —  thfsc,  sir  general, 
I  can  myself  jiiotect. 

We  dnuht  it  not. 
But  'tis  not  the  prnlectioii  that  is  now 
Our  sole  concern.     We  want  Kcciirity, 
That  we  shall  not  expend  our  men  and  money 
Ail  to  no  purpose, 

WALLEVSTEtN. 

'T is  but  reasonable. 
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WBAirOBL. 

And  till  we  are  iDdemnified,  ao  long 
Stays  Prague  in  pledge. 

WALLKMSTKtH. 

Then  tmst  yoa  ns  so  little  ? 
WBAKOKL  (rising). 
The  Swede,  if  he  would  treat  well  with  the  German, 
Must  keep  a  sharp  lookout.     We  have  been  called 
Over  the  Baltic,  we  have  saved  the  empire 
From  ruin  — with  our  best  blood  have  we  sealed 
The  liberty  of  faith  and  gospel  truth. 
But  now  already  is  the  benefaction 
No  longer  felt,  the  load  alone  ia  felt. 
Ye  look  askance  with  evil  eye  upon  us. 
As  foreigners,  intruders  in  the  empire. 
And  would  fain  send  us  with  some  paltry  sum 
Of  money,  home  again  to  our  old  forests. 
No,  no!  ray  lord  duke  !  it  never  was 
For  Judas'  pay,  for  chinking  gold  and  silver. 
That  we  did  leave  our  king  by  the  Great  Stone.* 
No,  not  for  gold  and  silver  have  there  bled 
So  many  of  our  Swedish  nobles  —  neither 
Will  we,  with  empty  laurels  for  our  payment, 
Iloist  sail  tor  our  own  country.     Citizens 
Wilt  we  remain  upon  the  soil,  the  which 
Our  monarch  conquered  for  himself  and  died. 

WALLEN8TEIN. 

Help  to  keep  down  the  common  enemy. 
Ana  the  fair  border  land  must  needs  m  yours. 

WBANGEL. 

But  when  the  common  enemy  lies  vanquished. 

Who  knits  together  our  new  friendship  then  ? 

We  know,  Duke  Friedland  !  though  perhaps  the  Swede 

Ought  not  to  have  known  it,  that  yon  carry  on 

Secret  negotiations  with  the  Saxons. 

*  A  great  *loiui  netu  LBtnii,  since  oiUed  tbe  Sirede'i  Ston*.  the  bodr  ol 
Uwlr  gie&t  king  hkrlng  been  toood  *t  tba  foot  of  It,  attar  tiu  batUa  In  whlah 
be  IdA  hi*  Ute. 
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Who  is  our  warranty  that  we  are  not 

The  eaorififes  in  tho§e  articles 

Which  'tiB  thought  needful  to  conceal  from  ua? 

WALLE.vsTitix  (rites). 
Think  you  of  somelluDg  better,  Guetave  Wrongel  ] 
Of  Prague  no  more, 

WHANGBL. 

Here  my  commission  ends. 

WALLEXSTKIN. 

Surrender  up  lo  you  my  capita) ! 

Far  liever  would  I  force  about,  and  Htcp 

Back  to  my  emperor, 

WBAMIKL, 

If  time  yet  p^mits  — 

WALLENSTKm. 

That  lies  with  me,  even  now,  at  any  hour. 


Some  days  apo,  perhaps.     To-tlay,  no  longer ; 
No  longer  since  Seslna's  heen  a  prisoner. 

[  Wallenstkix  is  struck,  and  silenced. 
My  lord  duke,  hear  me  —  we  believe  that  you 
At  present  do  mean  honorably  by  ng. 
Sinre  vesterday  we're  sure  of  that  —  and  now 
This  paper  warrants  for  the  troops,  there's  nothing 
StanilK  m  the  way  of  our  full  confidence. 
Prague  shall  not  part  us.     Hear !     The  chancellor 
Contents  himself  with  Alstadt;  to  your  grace 
He  givfc  up  JlatKchin  and  the  narrow  side. 
Hut  Egra  above  all  must  open  to  us, 
Kre  we  can  think  of  any  junction. 

WALLEN  STEIN. 

You, 
You  therefore  must  I  trust,  and  not  you  me  ? 
]  will  consider  of  your  proposition. 

I  must  entreat  that  your  consideration 
Occupy  not  too  long  a  time.    Already 
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Has  this  negotiation,  my  lord  duke ! 
Crept  on  into  the  secona  year.    If  nothing 
Is  settled  this  time,  will  the  chancellor 
Consider  it  as  broken  off  forever  ? 

WALLKNSTEIN. 

Ye  press  me  hard.    A  measure  such  as  this 
Ought  to  be  thought  of. 

WRANGKL. 

Ay !  but  think  of  this  too, 
That  sudden  action  only  can  procure  it. 
Success  —  think  first  of  this,  your  highness. 

IMcit  Wbangsl. 
Scene  VI. 
Wallenstein,  Tbbzky,  and  Illo  (re-enter). 

ILLO. 

Is't  all  right  ? 

TEBZKY. 

Are  you  compromised  ? 

ILLO. 

Thb  Swede 
Went  smiling  from  you.    Yes !  you're  compromised. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

As  yet  is  nothing  settled  ;  and  (weU  weighed) 
I  feel  myself  inclined  to  leave  it  so. 

TBRZKY 

How  ?    What  is  that  ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Come  on  me  what  will  come, 
The  doing  evil  to  avoid  an  evil 
.Caiinot  be  good ! 

TEEZKY. 

Nay,  but  bethink  you,  duke. 

•^  WALLENSTEIN. 

To  live  upon  the  mercy  of  these  Swedes ! 

Of  these  proud-hearted  Swedes  I  — I  could  not  bear  it. 
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II,  L». 

GoeRt  thou  as  fugitive,  as  mendicHnt? 

Bringest  thou  not  more  to  them  llian  thou  receivest' 

WALLEN8TKIN. 

How  fared  it  with  the  brare  and  roynl  Bourbon 
Who  sold  himself  unto  hia  country's  foes. 
And. pierced  the  bosoin  of  his  father-land! 
Curses  were  his  reward,  and  nien^s  abhorrence 
Avenged  the  unnatural  and  revolting  deed. 


I 


Is  that  thy  case  ? 

WALLENSTEIN, 

True  faith,  1  t«ll  thee, 
Must  ever  be  the  dearettt  friend  of  man : 
Hie  nature  prompt*  him  to  assert  its  rigbt&. 
The  enmity  of  sects,  the  rage  of  ^-tiea. 

Long-cherished  envv,  jfalniisv,  unili-: 

And  all  till.  sl,n.;:gliiiL;  i^lcni.  Ills  <,i  uvil 

8us|>end  their  couHict,  urut  together  league 

In  one  alliance  'j^ainst  their  common  foe  — 

The  suvuge  benst  tjjat  breaks  into  the  fold. 

Where  men  repose  in  contidenee  and  peace. 

For  vain  were  man's  own  prudence  to  protect  him. 

Tis  cmly  in  the  foreiiead  ii;ilure  plants 

The  wateliful  eye  ;  the  bnck,  without  defence, 

Musi  lind  iu  shieM  in  man's  fidelity. 


I'hink  not  more  meanly  of  thyself  than  do 
Thy  foes,  who  slreicli  their  li:inds  with  joy  to  greet  thee. 
I^fis  Kern]iiilous  f:ir  \\:is  the  imperial  Charles, 
The  jKtwerlul  head  of  this  illustri<.ns  house; 
With  open  arms  he  gave  ihe  Hourhon  welcome; 
For  still  by  policy  the  world  is  ruled. 

SCRVE   VII. 
To  these  e/Ucr  tin:  Coi:xtess  Terzkt. 


Who  sent  for  you  ?     There  is  no  business  here 
For  women. 


MaWtoaMMk;^ 
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COUNTESS* 

I  am  come  to  bid  you  joy. 

WALLBNSTBIN. 

Use  thy  authority,  Terzky ;  bid  her  go. 

COUNTESS. 

Come  I  perhaps  too  early  ?    I  hope  not. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Set  not  this  tongue  upon  me,  I  entreat  you : 
You  know  it  is  the  Aveapon  that  destroys  me. 
I  am  routed,  if  a  woman  but  attack  me : 
I  cannot  traffic  in  the  trade  of  words 
With  that  unreasoning  sex. 

COUNTESS. 

I  had  already 
Given  the  Bohemians  a  king. 

WALLENSTSiN  (sarcasticoUt/), 

They  have  one, 
In  consequence,  no  doubt. 

COUNTESS  (to  the  others). 

Ha !  what  new  scruple  ? 

TERZKT. 

The  duke  will  not. 

COUNTESS. 

He  will  not  what  he  must ! 

ILLO. 

It  lies  with  you  now.    Try.    For  I  am  silenced 
When  folks  begin  to  talk  to  me  of  conscience 
And  of  fidelity, 

COUNTESS. 

How  ?  then,  when  all 
Lay  in  the  far-off  distance,  when  the  road 
Stretched  out  before  thine  eyes  interminably. 
Then  hadst  thou  courage  and  resolve;  and  now, 
Now  that  the  dream  is  being  realized, 
The  purpose  ripe,  the  issue  ascertained, 


296  THE   DEATH  OF   WAUL^NSTEIN. 

Dost  thou  begin  to  play  the  dastard  DOw  ? 
Planned  merely,  'tis  a  common  felony; 
Accomptiahed,  an  immortal  imdertaung: 
And  with  BuccesB  comes  pardon  hand  in  hand^ 
For  all  event  is  God's  arbitrament. 
SKBVANT  (enters). 
The  Colonel  Picoolomini, 

couNTKBB  (haatilff). 

—  Must  wait. 


BERVANT. 

But  for  two  minutes  he  entreatn  an  audience  : 
Of  the  most  urgent  nature  is  hie  busincaa. 

WALLEN8TK1.V. 

Who  knows  what  he  may  bring  us !    I  will  he»  him. 

00UNTE8S  {laughs). 
Urgent  for  him,  no  doubt?  but  thou  may'et  wut. 

WALLENSTBIN. 

What  is  it  ? 

COCNTESB. 

Thou  shalt  be  informed  hereafter. 
First  let  the  Swede  and  thee  be  compromised. 

i^Exit  Sbbtant. 

W  ALLEN  STB  I H. 

If  there  wore  yet  a  choice !  if  yet  some  milder 
Way  of  OHCiipe  were  i>0Bsible  —  I  still 
Will  chooHD  it,  and  avoid  the  last  extreme. 

C0r>'TEB8. 

Desirest  thou  nothing  further  ?    Such  a  way 

Lies  still  before  thee.     Send  this  Wrangel  off. 

Forget  thou  thy  old  hopes,  cast  far  away 

All  thy  ]i!ist  life;  determine  to  commence 

A  new  one.     Virtue  hath  her  heroes  too, 

As  well  as  fame  and  fortune.     To  Vienna 

Hence  —  to  the  emperor  —  kneel  before  the  throna  j 
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Take  a  full  coffer  with  thee  —  aay  aloud, 
Thou  diOet  but  wish  to  prove  thy  fealty  ; 
Thy  whole  intention  but  to  dupe  the  Swede. 

JLLO. 

For  that  too  'tis  too  late.    They  tcnow  too  much ; 
He  would  bat  bear  his  own  head  to  the  block. 


I  fear  not  that.    They  have  not  evidence 

To  attaint  him  legally,  and  they  avoid 

The  avowal  of  an  arbitrary  power. 

They'll  let  the  duke  resign  without  disturbance. 

I  see  how  all  will  end.     Tiie  King  of  Hungary 

Makes  his  appearance,  and  'twill  of  itself 

Be  understood,  and  ttien  the  duke  retirea. 

There  will  not  want  a  formal  declaration. 

The  young  king  will  administer  the  oath 

To  the  whole  army  ;  and  so  all  returns 

To  the  old  position.     On  some  nion-ow  morning 

The  iluke  departs ;  and  now  'tis  stir  and  bustle 

Within  his  castles.    Me  will  hunt  and  build ; 

Superintend  his  horses'  pedigrees, 

Creates  himself  a  court,  gives  golden  keys, 

And  introduceth  strictest  ceremony 

In  fine  proportions,  and  nice  etiquette ; 

Keeps  open  table  with  high  cheer :  in  brief, 

Commenceth  mighty  king  —  in  miniature. 

And  while  he  prudently  demeans  himself, 

And  gives  himself  no  actual  importance. 

He  will  be  let  appear  whate'er  he  likes: 

And  who  (lares  doubt,  that  Friedland  will  appear 

A  mighty  prince  to  his  last  dying  hour? 

Well  now,  what  then?    Duke  Friedland  is  as  others, 

A  fire-new  noble,  whom  the  war  hath  raised 

To  price  ami  currency,  a  Jonah's  gourd, 

An  o\er-night  creation  of  court-favor. 

Which,  with  an  un  distinguish  able  ease. 

Makes  baron  or  makes  prince. 

WALL  EN  STEIN  (ill  extreme  agitation). 
Take  her  away. 
Let  in  the  young  Count  Piccolomini. 
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COUMTESa. 

Art  tliuii  iu  eaini'st?    I  eiitrc-al  thc-e !     Canst  tkoa  J 
Consent  to  bear  ihynulf  to  t>iy  own  grave, 
So  ignominiouely  to  be  drind  u|j  ? 
Thy  life,  that  aiTogaled  siii'h  an  height 
To  end  in  Bach  a  notltinfr !     To  be  nothing, 
When  one  was  always  uotiiin^;:-  i*  i>n  uvU 
That  iuks  nu  strutch  of  ]intit'ne<>,  a  light  evil ; 
But  to  become  a  nothing,  having  been 

WAiXENSTKiN  {starU  up  in  niolent  ngitatiiin). 
Show  me  a  way  out  of  this  stifling  crowd. 
Ye  iiowers  of  sidance  I     Show  me  such  a  way 
As  I  am  capable  of  guiuc-     1 
Am  no  tongue-tiwo,  no  tiae  vktuti-prattler ; 
I  cannot  wnrrn  by  thinkincr;  cannot  say 
T<)  tli(!  good  luck  tliat  turns  licr  back  npon  me 
MiiKiianimouslv  :  "  <:o  ;  I  need  thee  not." 
CViise  1  t^  work,  I  am  anuihilatcd. 
I)nn!_'ers  nor  nai-riliccB  will  1  shiiii, 
If  so  I  may  avuiii  t}ic  last  extreme; 
But  ere  I  sink  down  into  nothingnens, 
l^avc  oft'  so  litlle,  who  began  so  great, 
Kre  that  the  world  cimfuses  ine  with  those 
Poor  wretches,  whom  a  day  creates  and  crumble 
'I'liis  :\<sv  and  nftiir  ages*  sjieak  my  name 
With  iiate  and  drciid  ;  and  Friedland  be  redemp 
For  each  accni-sed  deed. 

COLSTESS. 

What  is  there  here,  tl 
So  against  nature?     HcIij  me  t"  [lerceive  it! 
Oh,  let  not  superfitition's  nightly  goblins 
Siibdne  tliy  clear,  bright  spirit!     Art  thou  bid 
Tomurdi-r?  with  abhorred,  accursed  poniard. 
To  violate  the  breasts  that  nonrished  thee? 
That  were  ag:iinst  our  nature,  that  might  aj.tly 

•  Coul^l  linvv  li^inir.l.'il  siirli  »  (i.-riitniii.'iiLn.i  lUu  ii.'i,.' <i<  tbe 
worl.Hi.r|..Ht«ity, --rs  .i.rcHi- W,lt  iiii.l  S.„l,:,->-l,  ii„.|iien 
miKlU    linv<-    (•.'•'II    r<-iiit.-t.'J    »illi  iwrH   littsral  li.l^^lit)  -    \M 


THE  DEATH  OF  WALLEN8T£IK.  299 

Make  thy  flesh  shudder,  and  thy  whole  heart  sicken.* 

Yet  not  a  few,  and  for  a  meaner  object, 

Have  ventured  even  this,  ay,  and  performed  it. 

What  is  there  in  thy  case  so  black  and  monstrous  ? 

Thou  art  accused  of  treason  —  whether  with 

Or  without  justice  is  not  now  the  question  — 

Thou  art  lost  if  thou  dost  not  avail  thee  quickly 

Of  the  power  which  thou  possessest  —  Friedland  1  Doke ! 

Tell  me  where  lives  that  thing  so  meek  and  tame, 

That  doth  not  all  his  living  faculties 

Put  forth  in  preservation  of  his  life? 

What  deed  so  daring,  which  necessity 

And  desperation  will  not  sanctify  ? 

WALLEN8TE1N. 

Once  was  this  Ferdinand  so  gracious  to  me ; 
He  loved  me ;  he  esteemed  me ;  I  was  placed 
The  nearest  to  his  heart.     Full  many  a  time 
We  like  familiar  friends,  both  at  one  table, 
Have  banqueted  together  —  he  and  I ; 
And  the  young  kings  themselves  held  me  the  basin 
Wherewith  to  wash  me  —  and  is't  come  to  this  ? 

COUNTESS. 

So  faithfully  preservest  thou  each  small  favor. 

And  hast  no  memory  for  contumelies  ? 

Must  I  remind  thee,  how  at  Regensburg 

This  man  repaid  thy  faithful  services? 

All  ranks  and  all  conditions  in  the  empire 

Thou  hadst  wronged  to  make  him  great, — hadst  loaded 

on  thee. 
On  thee,  the  hate,  the  curse  of  the  whole  world. 
No  friend  existed  for  thee  in  all  Germany, 
And  why  ?  because  thou  hadst  existed  only 
For  the  emperor.     To  the  emperor  alone 
Clung  Friedland  in  that  storm  which  gathered  round  him 
At  Regensburg  in  the  Diet  —  and  he  dropped  thee ! 
He  let  thee  fall !  he  let  thee  fall  a  victim 

*  I  hare  not  ventured  to  affront  the  fastidious  delicacy  of  our  age  wltili  a 
literal  translation  of  this  line, 

werth 
Die  Eingeweide  schaademd  aufxuregen. 
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To  tLe  Bavnrian,  to  that  insolent!  ^^^^| 

Deposed,  8tri)>j>eil  bare  of  all  thy  dignity  ^^^^| 

And  power,  amid  the  taunting  of  thy  foe  ^^^^| 

Thou  wert  let  drop  into  obscurity.  ^^^H 

Say  not,  the  restoration  of  thy  honor  ^^^H 

Hoa  made  atonement  for  that  first  injuatioe.  ^^^| 

No  bunest  good-will  was  it  thai  replaced  thee  ;  ^^^| 

The  law  of  hard  necesuity  replaced  thee,  ^^^| 
Which  they  had  fatn  opposed,  but  that  they  could  n^^| 

/    Not  to  their  good  u'Uhea,  that  is  certain,  ^^^^^ 

I    Not  yet  to  his  affection  I'm  indebted  ^^^^| 

For  this  high  office  ;  and  if  I  abuse  tt,  ^^^^H 

I     I  liball  therein  abuse  no  confidence.  ^^^^^^^H 

Affection  !  confidence  !  —  thev  needed  thee.  ^^^^^^^^ 


Affection  !  confidence  !  —  they  needed  thee. 

Necessity,  imjietuoua  remonstrant! 

Who  not  with  empty  n.imes,  or  bIjows  of  proxy, 

Is  served,  who'll  have  the  thing  and  not  the  symbol. 

Ever  seeks  out  the  greatest  and  the  best, 

And  at  the  rudder  places  him,  e'en  though 

She  h.id  been  forced  to  take  him  from  the  rabble  — 

Khe,  this  necessity,  it  was  that  placed  thee 

In  this  hijrh  office ;  it  was  she  that  gave  thee 

Thy  letters-] latent  of  inauguration. 

For,  to  the  uttermost  moment  thiU  they  can. 

This  r.icc  still  help  themselves  at  cheapest  rate 

With  slavish  souls,  witii  pnppcts !     At  the  approsch 

Of  extreme  peril,  when  a  hollow  image 

Is  found  ;i  hollow  imiii'p  and  no  more, 

Then  falls  the  |>owi-r  iiito  Ihe  mighty  hands 

Of  n.ature,  of  the  .sjiirit-giant  horn. 

Who  listens  only  to  himself,  knows  nothing 

Of  stipulations,  duties,  reverences. 

And,  like  the  em.incip.iteil  force  of  fire, 

Unmasterod  scorches,  ere  il  niachcs  them, 

Their  fine-spun  welis,  their  artificial  policy. 


WAI.l.KSSTErN. 


'Tis  true  !  they  s: 

Always  !  I  did  not  cheat  the 


i  I  .im  — 
the  bargain. 
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I  never  held  it  worth  my  pains  to  hide 
The  bold  all-grasping  baoit  of  my  soul. 

COUNTESS. 

Nay  rather  —  thou  hast  ever  abown  thyself 

A  formidable  man,  without  reatraint ; 

Hast  exercised  the  full  prerogatives 

Of  thy  impetuous  nature,  which  had  been 

Once  granted  to  thee.     Therefore,  duke,  not  thou. 

Who  hast  still  remained  consisteut  with  thyself. 

But  they  are  in  the  wrong,  who,  fearing  thee, 

Intrusted  such  a  power  in  hands  they  feared. 

For,  by  the  laws  of  spirit,  in  the  right 

Is  every  individual  character 

That  acta  in  strict  consistence  with  Itself: 

Self-contradiction  is  the  only  wrong. 

Wert  thou  another  being,  then,  when  thou 

Eight  years  ago  pursuedst  tiiy  march  with  fire, 

And  Bword,  and  desolation,  through  the  circles 

Of  Cierraany,  the  universal  scourge, 

Didst  mock  all  ordinances  of  the  empire. 

The  fearful  rights  of   strength  alone  exertedat, 

Tramplediit  to  earth  each  rank,  each  magistracy. 

All  to  extend  thy  Sultan's  domination  F 

Then  was  the  time  to  break  thee  in,  to  curb 

Thy  haughty  will,  to  teach  thee  ordinance. 

But  no,  the  emperor  felt  iin  touch  of  conscience ; 

What  served  him  pleased    him,  and  without  a  murmur 

He  stamped  his  broad  seal  on  these  lawless  deeds. 

What  at  that  time  was  right,  because  thou  didst  it 

For  him,  to-day  is  all  at  once  become 

Opprobrious,  foul,  because  it  is  directed 

Against  him.    O  most  flimsy  superstition  I 

W4LLKNBTBm  (riairiff). 
I  never  saw  it  in  this  light  before, 
"Tis  even  so.    The  emperor  perpetrated 
Deeds  Ihrouiih  my  arm,  deeds  most  unorderly. 
And  even  this  prince's  mantle,  which  I  wear, 
I  owe  to  what  were  services  to  him. 
But  most  high  misdemeanors  'gunst  the  empii%. 


THE    DEATH    OF    WALLENSTEIN. 


COntTKSS. 

Then  betwirt  thee  niid  hitn  (confess  it,  Friedland !) 
The  point  csin  be  no  more  of  riglit  and  duly, 
Only  of  power  and  the  opportunity. 
That  opportunity,  lo  !  it  comes  yonder 
Approaehing  with  swift  sttseds  ;  tliin  with  a  awing 
Throw  thyself  up  into  the  chariot-seat, 
Seize  with  firm  hand  the  reins  ere  thy  opponent 
Antioipate  thee,  and  himself  make  oonqueat 
Of  the  now  empty  seat.    The  moment  comes ; 
It  is  already  here,  when  thou  must  writ« 
The  absolute  total  of  thy  life's  vast  sum. 
The  constellations  stand  victorious  o'er  thee, 
The  planets  ehoot  good  fortune  in  fnir  junctions. 
And  tell  thee,  "  Now'a  the  time ! "    Tlie  stany  ow 
Hast  thou  thy  life-long  measured  to  no  purpose? 
Tho  ([uadr.int  and  thi>  (■irrli',  wore  Ihev  liliivthinss? 

[Pointhuf  I"  Hi-  Jif.  n->.f'uhj.^i:h  hi  (fit  room. 
The  zodiacs,  the  rolling  orhs  of  heaven, 
Hast  pictured  on  these  w.iIIk  and  all  around  thee. 
In  dumb,  foreboding  Hymbols  hast  thou  placed 
These  seven  presiding  lords  of  destiny  — 
For  toys?     Js  all  this  |irepar;ilinn  nothing? 
Is  there  no  marrow  in  Uiis  hollow  art. 
That  even  to  thyself  it  doth  avail 
Nothing,  and  has  no  infliienei.'  over  thee 
In  the  great  moment  of  di'rision  ? 

WALLKNSTtiN  (ifiirii/;/  t/i/'f  luM  .speech  walks  up  and 

down  with  iiiii-uril fitriiiii/l'.!:,htb<iriny  tfitk  jHifntion  ; 

stops  sutlihuli/,  sUuiih  .■ilill,  t/iai  interrupting  the 

COUNTESS), 

^d  Wrangel  to  me  —  I  will  instantly 

tcfa  three  couriers 

ILLO  (Jiurryiiig  out). 

God  in  lieaven  be  praised  I 

WALLESSTKI^. 

j|«vil  genius  and  mine. 

inms  !     [t  chastises  him 

b.the  iuatrument  of  his  ambition ; 
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And  I  expect  no  less,  than  that  revenge 

E'en  now  ia  whetting  for  my  breast  the  poinard. 

Who  sowtt  the  serpent'n  teeth  let  him  not  hope 

To  reap  a  joyous  harvest.     Every  crime 

Has,  in  the  moment  of  its  perpetration, 

Its  own  avenging  angol  —  dark  niisgit'ing. 

An  ominous  sinking  at  the  inmost  heart. 

He  can  no  longer  trust  me.     Then  no  longer 

Can  I  retreat  —  so  come  that  whicli  must  come. 

Still  destiny  preserves  its  due  relations. 

The  heart  within  us  is  its  absolute 

Vicegerent.  [To  Tbbzkt. 

Go,  conduct  you  Gustave  Wrangel 
To  my  state  cabinet.     Myself  will  speak  to 
The  couriers.     And  despatch  immediately 
A  servant  for  Octavio  liccolomini. 

[  To  the  CousTKSs,  it/io  cannot  conceal  her  triumph. 
No  exultatioci!  woman,  triumph  not! 
For  jealous  are  the  powers  of  destiny, 
Joy  premature,  and  shouts  ere  victory, 
Encroach  upon  their  rights  and  privileges. 
We  BOW  the  seed,  and  they  the  growth  determine. 

[  While  he  is  making  his  exit  the  curtain  dropt. 


ACT  n. 

SCENK    I, 

Scene  as  in  the  preceding  Act. 
Wallknstkin,  Ootavio  Piccolomini. 
WALLBNSTEiN  {comiitff  foi^wnrd  in  conversation). 
He  sends  me  word  from  Linz  that  ho  lies  sick ; 
But  I  have  sure  intelligence  that  lie 
Secretes  himself  at  Frauenberg  with  Gallas. 
Secure  them  both,  and  send  them  to  nie  hither. 
Remember,  thou  takest  on  thee  the  command 
Of  those  same  Spanish  regiments,  —  constantly 
Make  preparation,  and  be  never  ready; 
And  if  they  nrge  thee  to  draw  out  against  me, 
Still  answer  yes,  and  stand  as  thou  wert  fettered. 


I 


i 
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I  know,  that  it  is  doing  thee  a  service 
To  keep  thee  out  of  action  in  this  business. 
Tliou  lovest  to  linger  on  in  fair  appearances; 
Steps  of  extremity  are  not  thv  province. 
Therefore  have  I  sought  out  thia  part  fur  thee. 
Thou  wilt  this  time  be  of  moat  service  tome 
By  thy  inertness.     The  meantime,  if  fortune 
Declare  itself  on  my  side,  thou  wilt  know 
What  is  to  do. 

[Miter  Max.  PiccoLOidJn. 
Now  go,  Octavio. 
This  night  must  thou  be  off,  take  my  own  horses: 
Him  here  I  keep  with  me  —  make  short  farewell 
Trust  me,  i  think  we  all  shall  meet  again 
In  joy  and  thriving  fortunes. 

OCTAVIO  (to  f.is  son). 

I  shall  see  you 
Yet  ere  I  go. 

SCKNE   11. 
i  Wallenstein,  Max.  PiroLOMiNi. 

MAX,  {a<lc<inves  tu  /lim). 
My  general ! 

WALl.KN.STKIJf. 

That  I  am  no  longer,  if 
Thou  stylest  thyself  the  einjieror's  officer. 

Then  thou  wilt  leave  the  army,  general  ? 

I  have  renounced  the  service  of  the  emperor. 

And  thou  wilt  leave  the  army? 


Rather  hope  I 
To  bind  it  nearer  still  .ind  faster  to  me. 

[/fe  seats  himaeif. 
Yes,  Max..  T  have  delaved  to  open  it  to  thee, 
Even  till  the  hour  of  acting  'gtna  to  strike. 


^^^ni 

H^H 

^^■b 

I 

mM 
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Youth's  fortunab!  feeling  doth  seize  easily 
The  absolute  right,  yea,  and  a  joy  it  is 
To  exercise  the  single  apprehension 
Where  the  surus  squaru  in  proof ; 
But  where  it  happens,  that  of  two  sure  evils- 
One  must  be  taken,  where  the  heart  not  wholly 
Brings  itself  back  from  out  the  strife  of  duties, 
There  'tis  a  blessing  to  have  no  election. 
And  blank  necessity  is  grace  and  favor. 
This  is  now  present:   do  not  look  behind  thee, — 
It  can  tio  more  avail  thee.      Look  thou  forwards ! 
Think  not!  judge  not!  prepare  thyself  to  act! 
The  court  —  it  hath  delerinino<l  on  tny  ruin, 
Therefore  I  will  be  beforehand  with  them. 
We'll  join  the  Swedes  — right  gallant  fellows  are  they, 
And  our  goo<l  friends. 

f-Se  stops  himself,  a^yecting  Piccolohini's  a)i8vser, 
I  have  taken  thee  by  surprise.      Answer  me  not : 
I  grant  thee  time  to  recollect  thyself. 

\^3e  rises,  retires  to  the  buck  of  tlie  stage.  Max.  re- 
mains for  a  long  time  motionless,  in  a  trance  of 
excessive  anguish.  At  his  first  motion  Wallbn- 
STEiN  returns,  and  places  himself  before  him, 

MAX. 

My  general,  this  day  thou  makest  me 
Ol  ago  to  speak  in  my  own  right  and  person. 
For  till  this  day  I  have  been  spared  the  trouble 
To  find  out  my  own  road.     Thee  have  I  followed 
With  most  implicit,  unconditional  faith. 
Sure  of  the  right  path  if  I  followed  thee. 
To-day,  for  the  first  time,  dost  thou  refer 
Me  to  myself,  and  forcest  me  to  niake 
Election  between  thee  and  my  own  heart. 

WALLTCNSTKIIf. 

Soft  cradled  tliee  thy  fortune  till  to-day; 

Thy  duties  thou  conldst  exercise  in  sport, 

Indulge  all  lovely  instincts,  act  forever 

With  undivided  heart.     It  oan  remain 

No  longer  thus.     Like  enemies,  the  roads 

Start  from  each  other.    Duties  strive  with  dnties, 
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Thou  must  netide  choose  thy  pnrty  io  Ibe  war 
Which  U  now  kindling  'twtxt  Ihy  friend  and  hi 
Who  is  thy  empei'or. 

MAX. 

Warl  is  that  the  name? 
War  is  as  frightful  as  heavpii's  pestilence, 
Yet  it  is  good,  is  it  heitven's  will  as  that  ifl. 
Is  that  a  good  war,  which  against  the  emperor 
Thou  wagest  with  the  empcrar's  own  army? 
O  Ood  of  hcavpii  I  what  »  change  is  this. 
Beseems  it  mc  to  ofEor  fliich  persuasion 
To  thue,  wlio  like  the  fixed  star  of  the  pnle 
Wen  all  I  gazi>d  at  on  life's  trackless  ocean? 
O  !  wliat  a.  rent  thou  makeet  in  my  boart  1. 
The  ingrained  instinct  of  old  revareooe, 
The  holy  habit  of  obediencv, 
Must  I  f.lu.'k  lilV  .imulKt  from  tjiy  namf  r 
Nay,  do  not  turn  lliy  countt'nauce  upon  me  — 
It  always  was  as  a  giu]  lookini;  upon  mo! 
Duke  VVallenstein,  iu  power  lias  not  departed; 
'ITie  wnscs  sliJl  arc  in  lliy  bonds,  althougli 
Bleeding,  the  soul  haih  frei'd  itself. 


Max.,  hear  me. 

Oh,  do  it  not,  I  pray  thee,  do  it  not ! 
There  is  a  pure  and  noble  soul  within  thee, 
Knows  not  of  this  unblest  uuluc-ky  doing. 
Thy  will  is  oli^e^t.-,  it  is  thy  fauev'onlv 
Whieh  hath  i>olltii,d  ihee  — ami  iunrtecncc, 
It  will  ii'.l  Ifl  itself  bo  driven  away 
Krom  Ihut  world-awiTLj;  aspeet.     Thou  wilt  not, 
Thou  .'anst  not  eiul  in  tliifi.     It  woidd  reduce 
All   human  ereatures  to  .lislojalty 
Arrainsl  the  nobleness  of  their  own  nature. 
'Twill  jiislifv  the  yulgar  misbelief, 
Whieh  hold^lh  nothing  noble  in  tree  will, 
And  trusts  itself  lo  inipotenre  alono. 
Made  powerful  only  in  an  unknown  power. 
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WALl.KNSTEIN. 

The  world  will  judge  inc  harshly,  I  expect  it. 
Already  have  I  eaid  to  my  own  self 
All  thou  canst  eay  to  nw.    Wlio  but  avoids 
The  extreme,  can  he  hy  going  round  avoid  it? 
But  here  there  iii  no  choice.     Yes,  I  must  use 
Or  auEEer  violence  —  so  stands  tJie  case. 
There  remains  Dothing  poMible  but  that, 

MAX. 

Oh,  that  is  never  poesible  for  thee ! 

'Tis  the  last  desperate  resource  of  those 

Cheap  souls,  to  whom  their  honor,  their  good  name, 

Is  their  poor  saving,  their  last  worthless  It eep, 

Which,  having  staked  and  lost,  they  staked  themselves 

In  the  mad  rage  of  gaming.     Thou  art  rich 

And  glorious;  with  an  unpolluted  heart 

Thou  canst  make  conquest  of  whate'er  seems  highest  I 

But  he  who  once  hath  acted  infamy 

Does  nothing  more  in  this  world. 

WALLBITSTEIK  {graq>8  his  hand). 

Calmly,  Max.  I 
Much  that  is  great  and  excellent  will  we 
Perform  together  yet.     And  if  we  only 
Stand  on  the  height  with  dignity,  'tis  soon 
Forgotten,  Max.,  by  what  road  we  ascended. 
Believe  me,  many  a  crown  shines  spotless  now, 
That  yet  was  deeply  sullied  in  tlie  winning. 
To  the  evil  spirit  doth  the  earth  belong. 
Not  to  the  good.     All  that  the  powers  divine 
Semi  from  above  are  universal  blessings : 
Their  light  rejoices  us,  their  air  refreshes. 
But  never  yet  was  man  enriched  by  them : 
In  their  eternal  realm  no  property 
Is  to  be  struggled  for — all  there  is  general. 
The  jewel,  the  all-valued  gold  we  win 
From  the  deceiving  powers,  depraved  in  nature, 
That  dwell  beneath  the  day  and  blessed  sunlight. 
Not  without  sacrifices  are  they  rendered 
Propitious,  and  there  lives  no  soul  on  earth 
That  e'er  retired  uosulUed  from  their  service. 
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Whate'er  u  hnman  to  the  haman  being 

Do  I  allow  —  and  to  the  vehement 

And  striving  ajiirit  rBadily  I  pardon 

The  exoefls  of  action  ;  but  to  tliee,  my  general  I 

Above  all  others  make  I  large  concetwon. 

For  thou  must  move  a  world  and  be  the  master  — 

He  kills  thee  who  condcmne  thee  to  inacliOD. 

So  be  it  then!  maintain  thee  in  thy  post 

By  violence.     Resist  the  emperor, 

And  if  it  must  be  force  with  force  repel ; 

I  will  Dot  praise  it,  yet  I  can  forgive  it. 

But  not  —  not  to  the  traitor  —  yesl  the  word 

Is  spoken  out 

Not  to  the  traitor. can  I  yield  a  pardon. 
That  is  no  mere  oxcess !   that  is  no  error 
Of  human  nature  —  that  ie  wholly  different, 
Oh,  that  is  black,  black  as  the  pit  of  hell  I 

[Wai.lenstkin  betrays  a  sudden  agitation. 
Thou  canst  not  hear  it  nauied,  and  wilt  thou  do  it? 

0  turn  back  to  thy  dutv.    That  thou  canst, 

1  hold  it  certdn.     Send  mo  to  Vienna ; 

I'll  make  thy  peace  fur  thee  with  the  emperor. 
Ho  knows  thee  not.     Itnl  I  do  know  thee.     He 
Shall  see  thee,  duke !  with  iny  unclouded  eye, 
And  I  bring  back  his  confidence  to  thee. 

WAIJ.EX8TKIN. 

It  ia  too  late  I   Thou  knowesl  not  what  has  happened. 


Were  it  too  late,  and  were  things  gone  so  far. 
That  a  crime  only  could  prevent  thy  fall, 
Then  —  fall !  fall  honorably,  even  aa  thou  stoodeat, 
Ijose  the  command.    Go  from  the  stage  of  war! 
Thou  canst  with  splendor  do  it  —  do  it  too 
With  innocence.    Thou  hast  lived  much  for  others, 
At  length  live  thou  for  thy  own  self.     I  follow  thee. 
My  destiny  I  never  part  from  thine. 
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WALLEN  STEIN. 

It  is  too  late !  Even  now,  while  thou  art  ioaing 
Thy  words,  one  after  another,  are  the  mil&«tonM 
Left  Ii 


t  fast  behind  by  my  jwHt  c 
Who  bear  the  order  on  to  Pragne  and  Egra. 

[Max.  stands  as  conaalsed,  with  a  gesture  and  cotmteti- 
ance  expressing  the  most  intense  anguish. 
Yield  thyself  to  it.     We  act  as  we  are  forced. 
I  cannot  give  assent  to  my  own  shame 
And  iiiin.    Thou  —  no  —  tlioii  const  not  forsake  me  I 
So  let  ns  do,  what  must  be  done,  with  dignity, 
With  a  firm  step.     What  am  I  doing  worse 
Than  did  famed  Caesar  at  the  Rubicon, 
When  he  the  legions  led  against  his  coanlry, 
The  which  his  country  had  delivered  to  him  ? 
Had  he  thrown  down  the  sword,  he  had  been  lost 
Ah  I  were,  if  I  but  disarmed  myself. 
I  trace  out  something  in  me  of  this  s))irit. 
tiive  me  his  hick,  that  other  thing  I'll  bear. 

[Mas.  quits  him  abruptly.  Wallkn stein  starSed 
and  overpowered,  continues  looking  after  Mm,  and 
is  still  in  this  posture  ichen  Tekzkt  enters. 

Scene  III. 
Wallekstkin,  TKB2KT. 

TBEZKT. 

Max.  Piccolomini  just  left  you  ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Where  is  Wrangel  ? 

TEHZKY. 

He  is  already  gone. 

WALLEN  STEIN. 

In  such  a  hurry? 

TEHZKY. 

It  is  as  if  the  earth  had  swallowed  him. 

He  had  scarce  left  thee,  when  1  went  to  seek  htm. 

I  wished  some  words  with  him  —  but  he  was  gone. 
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Then  the  whole  science  of  the  etnrfl  is  false ; 
For  know,  I  have  a  pledge  from  Fnte  iteelf, 
Thai  he  is  ilje  moat  faithful  of  my  frienda. 

ILLO. 

Hast  thoii  a  pledge  that  this  pledge  is  not  falaeY 

WALLKS8TE1N, 

There  exist  momenta  in  the  life  of  man, 

When  he  is  nearer  the  great  Soul  of  the  world 

Than  ia  man's  ouatotn,  and  )ioSBesHeti  freely 

Tlie  power  of  questioning  his  destiny; 

And  8ueh  a  moment  'twas,  when  in  the  night 

Before  tlie  action  in  the  pUina  of  Lntzen, 

Leaning  against  a  tree,  tiioaghte  crowding  thougJiS 

I  looked  ont  far  upon  the  ominous  plain. 

My  whole  life,  past  irn.l  future,  in  tliis  moment 

Hifore  my  unwVs  vy.:  iiVi.]<jd  in  ].r".■,.-^^i..|,, 

And  to  the  dewtiny  of  the  next  morning 

The  spirit,  filled  with  anxious  presentiment. 

Did  knit  the  most  removed  futurity. 

Then  said  I  also  to  myself,  "So  many 

Dost  tliou  command,  "  Tliey  follow  all  thy  stars, 

And  as  on  some  gront  number  set  their  nil 

Upon  thy  single  head,  and  only  man 

The  vessel  of  thy  fnrtiine.     Vet  a  day 

Will  come,  when  (U'sliny  shall  once  more  scatter 

All  these  in  many  a  several  flireetion  : 

Few  be  they  who  will  stand  out  faithful  to  thee." 

I  yearned  to  know  which  one  was  f.aithfulest 

Of  all,  this  camp  included.     Rreat  <lei^tinv, 

Give  me  a  sign!     An<l  he  shall  he  the  man, 

Who,  on  the  apjirnaeliing  morning,  comes  the  firat 

To  meet  mo  wilh  a  token  of  his  love: 

And  thinking  this,  I  fell  into  a  slumhcr. 

Then  midniost  in  the  hattle  was  I  led 

In  spirit.     Great  the  pressure  and  the  tumult! 

Then  was  my  horse  kille.l  under  me:  I  sank; 

And  over  me  away,  all  unconcernedly. 

Drove  horse  ami  rider  —  .ind  tiiiis  trod  to  pieces 

I  lay,  and  pimled  like  a  <h  ing  man  ; 


C^^^sK-ii 
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Then  seized  mc  suddenly  a  savior  arm ; 

II  was  Octavio'a  —  1  woke  at  oiicc, 

'Twas  broad  day,  and  Uctavio  stood  before  me. 

"  My  brother,"  said  lie,  "  do  not  ride  to-day 

Tlie  dapple,  as  you're  wont ;  bnt  uiouut  ihe  horse 

Wliioh  1  have  chosyn  for  thee.    Do  it,  brother! 

In  love  to  nie.     A  strong  dream  warned  lue  so." 

It  was  the  swiftness  of  this  horse  that  snatched  me 

From  the  hot  pursuit  of  Bannier's  dragoons. 

My  cousin  rode  the  dapple  on  that  day, 

And  never  more  saw  I  oi-  liorse  or  rider. 

ILLO. 

That  was  a  chance. 

WALLEN STEIN  (siffntficontty). 

There's  no  such  thing  as  chance       | 
And  what  to  us  seems  merest  iiocident  I 

Springs  from  the  deepest  source  of  destiny.  I 

In  brief,  'tis  signed  and  scaled  that  this  Octuvio 
Is  my  good  angel  —  and  now  no  word  more. 

[/fe  is  retiring. 

TERZKT. 

Tills  is  my  comfort  —  Max.  remains  our  hostage. 

ILLO. 

And  he  shall  never  stir  from  here  alive. 

WALLKNSTKiN  {stops  CDtd  tums  kxmsdf  rmmd). 
Are  ye  not  like  the  women,  who  forever 
Only  recur  to  their  first  word,  although 
One  had  been  talking  reason  by  the  hour  ! 
Know,  that  the  human  being's' tlioiighls  and  deeds 
Aro  not  like  ocean  hillows,  blindly  moved. 
The  inner  world,  his  niicrocoemus,  is 
The  deep  shaft,  out  of  which  Uiey  spring  eternally. 
Tliev  j;row  by  certain  taws,  like  the  tree's  fruit  — 
No  juggling  chance  can  metamorphose  them. 
Have  I  the  human  kernel  first  exaioined? 
Then  I  know,  too,  the  future  will  and  action. 
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Chamb«r  in  tAe  residence  bf  Piccolomini :  Ootatio  Pio- 
coLOUiNi  (attired /or  traveilit^)^  an  Adtotaht. 


ADJUTANT. 

It  waits  below. 


And  are  the  soldiers  truBtv,  adjutant  ? 

Say,  from  what  regiment  hast  thou  chosen  themP 

ADJUTANT. 

From  Tiefenbaoh's. 

OCTAVIO. 

That  regiment  ie  loyal, 
Keep  them  in  silence  in  the  mner  court, 
Unseen  by  all,  an<l  when  the  signal  peals 
Then  close  tlie  doors,  keep  watch  upon  the  hoDSe. 
And  all  ye  meet  be  instantly  arrested.     \Eeit  Adjutant. 
I  hope  indeed  I  shall  not  need  their  service, 
So  certain  feel  I  of  uiy  well-laid  plans ; 
But  when  an  empire's  safety  is  at  stake 
'Twere  better  too  much  caution  than  too  little. 


A  chamber  in  Piccolomini's  dweUinff-Aoute :  Octavio 
PiccoLOMiNi,  IsoLANi,  entering. 

mOLANl. 

Here  am  I —  well !  who  comes  yet  of  the  others? 

OCTAVIO  {with  an  air  of  mystery). 
But,  first,  a  word  with  you,  Count  Isolani. 

iHOLANi  {oMnming  the  same  air  of  myttery').' 
Will  it  explode,  haP    Is  the  duke  about 
To  make  the  attempt  ?    In  me,  friend,  you  may  plaoa 
PuO  confideoce  -^  nay,  put  uiQ  Ui  the  proof. 
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OCTAVIO. 
lliat  ma;  happen. 

IBOLANT. 

Koble  brother,  I  am 
Not  ODe  of  thoBe  men  who  in  worda  are  valiant, 
And  when  it  conen  to  action  skulk  away. 
TLe  duke  has  acted  towards  me  as  a  friend  : 
God  knows  it  is  so ;  and  1  owe  him  all ; 
He  may  rely  on  my  fidelity. 

OCTATIO. 

That  will  be  seen  hereafter. 

ISOLANI. 

Be  on  yonr  gaard, 
All  think  not  as  I  think ;  and  there  are  many 
Who  still  bold  with  the  court  —  yes,  and  they  My 
That  these  stolen  signatures  bind  them. to  nothing. 

OCTAVIO. 

Indeed  !     Pray  name  to  me  the  chiefs  that  think  so ; 

IBOLANI. 

Plague  upon  them  !  all  the  Germans  think  ao 
Esterhazy,  Kaunitz,  Deodati,  too, 
Indst  upon  obedience  to  the  court. 

OCTATIO. 

I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it. 

ISOLANl. 

You  rejoice? 


That  the  emperor  has  yet  such  gallant  Bervants, 
And  loving  friends. 

laOLANl. 

Nay,  jeer  not,  I  entreat  yon. 
They  are  no  such  worthless  fellows,  I  assure  yon. 

OCTAVIO, 

I  am  assured  already.     God  forbid 

That  I  should  jest !     In  very  serious  earnest, 

I  am  rejoiced  U>  MM  an  honest  cause 

So  strong. 
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The  devil !  —  what !  —  why,  what  means  thk  P 
Are  you  not,  then For  what,  then,  am  I  here  P 


That  you  may  make  full  declaration,  wljether 
YoQ  will  be  called  the  friend  or  enemy 
Of  the  emperor. 

isoLANi  (teich  an  air  of  defitmce). 
That  declaration,  friend, 
ni  make  to  him  in  whom  a  ri|^t  is  placed 
To  put  that  queation  to  me. 

OCTAVIO. 

Whether,  count, 
That  right  is  mine,  this  paper  may  instruct  you. 

isoLANi  {stammering). 
Why,  —  why  —  what !  this  is  the  emperor's  hand  and 

seal  [ifeoob. 

"  Whereas  the  officers  collectively 
Throughout  onr  army  will  obey  the  orders 
Of  the  Lieutenant-Gene  ral  Piccolomini, 
As  from  ourselves." —  Hem!  — Yes!  bo!  —  Yea!  ye«t 
I  —  I  give  you  joy,  lieutenant^enerol ! 


And  you  submit  to  the  order? 

IBOLANI. 

But  you  have  taken  ine  so  by  surprise  — 
Time  for  reflection  one  must  have 

OCTAVIO. 

Two  minutes. 

ISOLANl. 

My  God  I  but  then  the  case  is 

OCTATIO. 

Plain  and  Bimple, 
JTon  must  declare  you,  whether  you  determine 
To  net  a  treason  'gainst  ^oxit  \otA  and  sovereign. 
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Or  whether  you  will  serve  him  faithfully. 

Treason !    My  God !  '*fiift*«ho  talks  then  of  treason  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

That  is  the  oas 

Means  to  lead  over  to  the  enemy 

The  emperor's  army.     Now,  count !  brief  and  full  - 

Sav,  win  you  break  your  oath  to  the  emperor  ? 

Sell  yourself  to  the  enemy?    Say,  will  youf 

tSOLANI. 

What  mean  yon  ?    I  —  I  break  my  oath,  d'ye  say, 

To  his  imperial  majesty? 

Did  I  say  so  I    When,  when  have  I  said  that? 


Ton  have  not  said  it  yet —  not  yet.    This  instant 
I  wait  to  hear,  count,  whether  you  will  pay  it. 


Ay  1  that  delights  me  now,  that  you  vonrself 
Bear  witness  Tot  me  that  I  never  said  so. 


ISOLAMI. 

If  he's  planning 
Treason  —  why,  treason  breaks  all  bonds  asunder. 

OCTAVIO. 

And  are  determined,  too,  to  fight  against  him  ? 

He  has  done  me  service  —  but  if  he's  a  villain, 
Perdition  seize  him !    All  scores  are  rubbed  off. 

OCTAVIO. 

I  am  rejoiced  that  von  are  so  well  disposed. 
This  night  brenk  on  in  the  utmost  secrecy  ' 
With  all  the  lighlr^rmeil  troops —  it  mnst  appear 
As  came  the  order  from  the  duke  himself./ 
At  Frauenburg's  the  place  of  rendezvous  ;1 
There  will  Count  Gallss  give  you  fnrther  oraers. 
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IBOLANI. 
It  aliall  be  done.     But  you'll  Vemember  me 
With  the  emperor  —  how  well  disposed  you  found 


iJ^ 


1  will  not  fail  to  mention  it  honorably. 

\_£!xit  IsoLAKi.    A  Skbtaitt 
What,  Colonel  Butler  t     Show  him  up, 

isoLAJO  {rettirninff). 
Forgive  me  too  my  bearish  ways,  old  father 
Lord  God  !  how  should  I  know,  then,  what 
PerBOD  I  had  before  me. 


Ko  ezcosea  I 


lerl  ^H 

at  a  great   ^H 


I  am  a  merry  I.tI,  and  If  at  time 

A  rash  word  might  escape  me  'gainst  the  court 

Amidst  my  wine,  —  you  know  no  harm  was  meant. 

OCTAVIO. 

You  need  not  bo  uneasy  on  that  score. 
That  hiis  fiucpoeiled.  Foilune  favor  us 
With  all  the  utiiers  only  but  as  much 


i 


Scene 

VI. 

OcTAvio  Pi.roLoMiNi, 

BUTLKB. 

At  your  < 

command,  lientona 

nt-general. 

Welcome. 

,  as  honort-d  friom: 

1  and 

visitor. 

TtUTM 

IK. 

You  do  n 

le  too  much  honor 

oiTAvio  (fi/tvr  hoth  hiire  seated  themselves) 
You  have  not 
Returned  the  advances  which  I  made  you  yesterday  — 
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Misunderstood  them  as  mere  empty  forms. 
That  wish  proceeded  from  my  heart —  I  was 
In  earnest  with  you  —  for  'tia  now  a  time 
In  which  the  honest  ehonld  unite  moat  closely. 

BUTLEB. 

'Tia  only  the  like-minded  can  unite. 

OCTAVIO. 

True  I  and  I  name  all  honest  men  like-minded. 

I  never  charge  a  man  but  with  those  acts 

To  which  his  character  deliberately 

Impels  him ;  for  alas !  the  violence 

Of  blind  misunderB  tan  dings  often  thrusts 

The  very  best  of  us  from  tiie  right  track. 

You  came  through  Frauenburg.    Did  the  Count  Gallas 

Say  nothing  to  you  V    Tell  rae.    He's  ray  friend 

BUTLBB. 

His  words  were  lost  on  me. 

OCTATIO. 

It  grieves  me  sorely 
To  hear  it ;  for  his  counsel  was  most  wise. 
I  had  myself  the  like  to  offer. 

BUTLBB. 

Spare 
Yourself  the  trouble  —  me  the  embarrassment. 
To  have  deserved  so  ill  your  good  opinion. 

OCTAVIO. 

The  time  is  precious  —  let  us  talk  openly. 
You  know  how  niattora  stand  here.     Wallenstein 
Meditates  treason  —  1  can  tell  you  further. 
He  has  committed  treason  ;  but  few  hours 
Have  past  since  he  a  covenant  concluded 
With  the  enemy.    The  messengers  are  now 
Full  on  their  way  to  Egj-a  and  to  Prague. 
To-morrow  he  intends  to  lead  ua  over 
To  the  enemy.     But  he  deceives  himself; 
For  prudence  wakes  —  the  emperor  has  still 
Many  and  faithful  friends  here,  and  they  stand 
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In  closest  union,  miglity  though  unseen. 
This  manifesto  sentences  the  duke  — 
Kccalls  the  obedience  of  the  anny  from  him, 
And  summouB  all  the  loyal,  all  the  honest, 
To  join  and  recognize  In  me  their  leader. 
Choose  —  will  you  share  with  us  an  honest  cat 
Or  with  the  evil  share  an  evil  lot? 

BUTLEB  (rises) . 
His  lot  ia  mine. 

OCTAVIO. 

Is  that  your  last  resolve? 

BUTLKR. 

It  is. 


Nay,  but  bethink  you,  Colonel  Butler . 
As  yet  yon  have  tunc.     Withiu  my  faithful  breast 
That  raahly  uttered  word  veinairift  interred. 
Kecall  it,  Butler!  tliooae  a  belter  party; 
You  have  not  chosen  the  right  one. 
BUTLER  {going). 

Any  other 
Commands  for  me,  I  ten  ten  ant-general  ? 

See  your  white  hairs;  recall  that  word  I 

UUTLKU. 

Farewell! 

OCTAVIO. 

Wliat !     Would  you  draw  this  good  and  gallant  sword 
In  such  a  cause?     Into  n  curse  would  you 
Transform  the  gratitude  whioh  you  have  earned 
By  forty  years'  fidiiljty  from  Anstria? 

BUTLKii  (l(iiig/ii,i<i  irifh  bitterness). 
Gratitude  from  the  IIouso  of  Anstria !     [He  is  ffoittff. 
OCTAVIO  {permits  him  to  go  as  far  as  the  door,  tAen 
calls  after  him). 
Butler !  ' 

BUTLEB. 

Wliat  wish  you^ 
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OCT4VIO. 

How  wasH  with  the  oonnt  ? 

BttTLKB. 

Count?  what? 

OCTAVIO  {col^y). 
The  title  that  yon  wished,  I  mean. 

BUTLER  (starts  in  sudden  passion). 
Hell  and  damnation ! 

OCTAVIO  (coldly). 

You  petitioned  for  it  — 
And  your  petition  was  repelled  —  was  it  bo  ? 

BUTLBB. 

Your  insolent  ecoS  ehall  not  go  by  unpunished^ 

OCTAVIO. 

Nay !  your  sword  to  its  sheath !  and  tell  me  calmly 
How  all  that  happened.     I  will  not  refuse  you 
Your  satisfaction  afterwards.    Calmly,  Butler ! 

GOTLEB. 

Be  the  whole  world  acquainted  with  the  weakness 

For  which  I  never  can  forgive  myself, 

Lieutenant-general !     Yea  ;  I  have  ambition. 

Ne'er  was  I  able  to  endure  contempt. 

It  Btuiig  me  to  the  quick  tltat  birth  and  title 

Should  have  more  weight  than  merit  has  in  the  army. 

I  would  fain  not  be  meaner  than  my  equal, 

So  in  an  evil  hour  I  let  myself 

Be  tempted  to  that  measure.     It  was  folly  ! 

But  yet  so  hard  a  penance  It  deserved  not. 

It  might  have  been  refused  ;  but  wherefore  barb 

And  venom  the  refusal  with  contempt? 

Why  dasli  to  earth  and  crush  with  heaviest  scorn 

The  gray-haired  man,  the  faithful  veteran  ? 

Why  to  the  baseness  of  his  parentage 

Refer  him  with  such  cruel  roughness,  only 

Because  he  had  a  weak  hour  and  forgot  himself? 

But  nature  gives  a  ating  e'en  to  the  worm 

Which  wanton  power  treads  on  in  sport  and  insult. 
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OCTAVIO. 

Vou  must  have  been  e.t1niTmtnt«c].     Ouess  yon 
The  enemy  who  did  you  this  ill  service  ? 

BUTLER. 

Be't  who  it  will  —  a  most  low-hearted  scoundrel  t 
Some  vile  court-minion  must  it  be,  some  SpaniardJ" 
Some  young  squire  of  some  ancient  ramily, 
In  whose  light  I  may  stand ;  some  envious  knave, 
Stung  to  his  soul  by  my  fair  self-earned  honors! 

OCTAVIO.  ^B 

But  tell  me,  did  the  duke  approve  thnt  measure?  ^H 

BUTLKR.  H 

Himself  impelled  me  to  it,  used  his  interest  ^M 

In  my  behalf  with  all  the  warmth  of  friendship.       ^( 

OI'TAVLO. 

Ay  !  are  you  sure  of  that  ? 

BtTLKE. 

I  read  the  letter. 
orTAVio. 
And  so  did  I  —  but  the  contents  were  different. 

(|B['Ti.EK  IS  suddenly  struck. 
By  chance  I'm  iu  possession  of  that  letter  — 
Can  leave  it  to  your  own  eyes  to  convince  you. 

[i/e  gives  /tim  the  letter. 

nUTLER. 

Ila.  what  is  this? 

I  feai-  me.  Colonel  Butler, 
An  infamous  game  have  they  been  playing  with  you. 
The  duke,  you  say,  imjielled  yon  to  this  measure? 
Kow,  in  this  letter,  talks  he  in  contempt 
Concern i nil  you;  counsels  the  minister 
To  give  sound  chastiseuieut  to  vour  conceit, 
Forso  he  calls  it. 

[BuTLEit  reoda    thnni(}h    the  letter;    his   kntes 
Ireruble,  he  .leixes  a  chair,  ami  sinkadown  in  it. 
You  have  no  enemy,  no  persecutor; 
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There's  no  one  wisheH  ill  to  yon.    Ascribe 

The  insult  you  received  to  the  duke  only. 

His  aim  is  clear  and  palpable.     He  wished 

To  tear  you  from  your  emperor:  he  hoped 

To  gain  from  your  revenge  what  he  weil  knew 

(What  your  long-tried  fidelity  convinced  him) 

He  ne'er  could  dare  expect  from  your  calm  reason. 

A  blind  tool  would  he  make  you,  in  contempt 

Use  you,  as  means  of  most  abandoned  ends. 

He  baa  gained  bis  point.     Too  well  has  he  succeeded 

In  luring  you  away  from  that  good  path 

On  which  you  had  been  journeying  forty  yeara  ! 

BUTLKK  (Ai«  voice  trembling). 
Can  e'er  the  emperor's  majesty  forgive  me  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

More  than  forgive  you.     He  would  fain  oompensale 
For  that  affront,  and  most  unmerited  grievance 
Sustained  by  a  deserving  gallant  veteran. 
From  bia  free  impulse  he  confirms  the  present, 
Which  the  duke  made  you  for  a  wicked  purpose. 
The  regiment,  which  you  now  command,  is  yours. 
[Butler  attempta  to  rise,  ainki  down  again.    3e 
labors  inviardly  with  violent  emotions ;  tries  to 
speak  and  cannot.     At  length  he  takes  hit  sword 
from  the  beltf  and  offers  it  to  Piccolomihi. 


What  wish  you  ?    Recollect  yourself,  friend. 

BUTLER. 

Take  it. 

OCTATIO. 

But  to  what  purpose  ?    Calm  yourself. 

BUTLBB. 

O  take  it! 
I  am  no  longer  worthy  of  this  sword. 

OCTAVIO. 

Receive  it  then  anew,  from  my  hands—  and 
Wear  it  with  honor  for  the  right  oaiue  evflr. 
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BUTLKB. 

Perjare  myself  to  such  a  graciouB  sovereign  ? 

OCTATIO. 

You'll  make  amends.    Quick  !  break  off  from  the  dakel 

BUTLER. 

Break  off  from  him ! 

OCTATIO. 

What  DOW  ?    Bethink  thTSell. 
BUTLEB  (no  longer  governing  his  emoHon). 
Only  break  off  from  him  ?    He  dies !  he  dies  I 

OCTAVIO. 

Come  after  me  to  Frauenbere,  where  row 

All  who  are  loyal  are  assenibTing  under 

Counts  Aitringer  and  Gallas.    Many  others 

I've  brouglit  to  a  rumembrancc  of  their  duty : 

This  night  be  sure  that  you  escape  from  Pilsen. 

BUTLEB  (strides  up  and  doipn  in  excessive  agitation,  CA«n 

steps  lip  to  OCTAVIO  Kith  resolved  countenance). 
Count  PiccoJomini  I  dare  thp.t  man  speak 
Of  honor  to  you,  who  once  broke  his  troth. 

OCTAVIO. 

He  who  repents  so  deeply  of  it  darea. 

BDTLEB. 

Then  leave  me  here  upon  my  word  of  honor! 


What's  your  design  ? 

BUTLEB. 

Leave  me  and  my  re^mcnU 

OCTAVIO. 

f  have  full  confidence  in  you.     But  tell  me 
What  are  you  brooding  ? 

BUTLER. 

That  the  deed  will  t«II  yon. 
Ask  me  no  more  at  pTeaent,.    Trust  to  me. 
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Ye  ma]' tnut  safely.    By  the  living  Qod,      - 

Ye  give  him  over,  not  to  bis  good  angel ! 

Farewell.  {_Mnt  Butubb. 

SSBVANT  (enters  with  a  billet). 

A  stranger  left  it,  and  is  gone. 
The  prince-dake's  liorses  wait  for  you  telow. 

[Exit  Sketawt. 
ocTAvio  {reada). 
"  Be  Bure,  make  haete !     Yonr  faithful  leolani. " 
—  O  that  I  had  but  left  this  town  behind  me. 
To  split  ujpon  a  rock  so  near  the  haven ! 
Aivay !  This  is  no  longer  a  safe  platte 
For  me !     Where  can  my  son  be  tarrying! 

SCBNB  VII.  "^ 

OCTATIO  anrfMAX,  PlCCOLOHItfl. 

Max.  enters  almost  in  a  state  of  derangement,  from  ex- 
treme agitation ;  his  eyes  roll  icihUy,  his  walk  is 
vnateady,  and  he  oppeun  not  to  observe  his  father, 
xoho  stands  at  a  distance,  and  gages  at  him  teith  a 
countenance  esepreestue  of  cornpaesion.  He  paces 
mth  long  strides  through  the  chamber,  then  stands 
still  again,  and  at  last  throws  himself  into  a  chair, 
staring  vacantly  at  the  of^ect  directly  before  him. 


OCTAVIO  {adoances  to  him). 


I  am  going  oS,  my  son. 

[Receiving  no  ansioer,  he  takes  his  hand. 
My  son,  farewell. 

MAX. 

Farewell. 

OCTAVIO. 

Thon  wilt  soon  follow  me? 

MAX. 

I  follow  thee? 
Thy  way  is  crooked  —  it  is  not  my  way. 

[OcTAVio  drops  his  hand  and  starts  back. 
Oh,  hadst  thou  been  bat  simple  and  sincere, 
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Ne'er  had  H  come  to  this  —  all  had  stood  otherwua. 
He  hnd  not  done  that  foul  and  horrible  deed, 
llie  virtuoiiB  had  retained  their  influence  over  bim : 
He  hail  not  fallen  into  the  snares  of  villains. 
Wherefore  Bo  like  a  thief,  and  thief's  accomplice 
Didst  creep  behind  him  lurking  for  thy  prey! 
Oh,  unblest  falsehood  !     Mother  of  all  evil  f 
Thou  misery-making  demon,  it  is  thou 
That  siokest  us  in  perdition.     Simple  truth, 
Snetainer  of  the  world,  had  saved  ns  all ! 
Father,  I  wtU  not,  I  cannot  excuse  thee! 
Wallenetein  has  deceived  me  —  oh,  most  fonllyl 
But  thou  has  acted  not  much  better. 

OCTAVIO. 

Son 
My  son,  ah  !  I  forgive  thy  agony ! 

MAX.  {rises  attd  conlejti/if'ittn  hia  father  with 
looks  of  siisjiicioii). 
Waa't  possible?  hadst  tiiou  the  heart,  ray  father, 
Hadst  thou  the  heart  to  drive  it  to  such  lengths, 
With  cold  [iremeditated  purpose?     Thou  — 
Hsdflt  thou  the  heart  to  wish  to  see  him  guilty 
Rather  than  saved?    Thou  risest  by  bts  utll. 
Ootavio,  'twill  n<A  please  me. 

OUTAVIO. 

God  in  heaven  I 

UAX. 

Oh,  woe  is  me !  sure  I  have  chnnged  ray  nature. 
How  conies  sus|>icion  here  —  in  the  free  soul? 
Hope,  confidence,  belief,  arc  gone ;  for  all 
Lied  to  Tiie,  all  that  I  e'er  lovetl  or  honored. 
No,  no !  not  all !     She  —  slie  yet  lives  for  me, 
And  she  is  true,  and  open  as  the  heavens  I 
Deceit  is  everywhere,  hypocrisy. 
Murder,  and  poisoning,  ircnsoii,  perjury: 
The  single  holy  spot  Is  our  love. 
The  only  unprofaned  In  liuman  nature. 

OCTAVIO. 

Max.  1  —  w«  will  go  together.    'Twill  be  better. 
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XAX. 

What?  ere  Vve  taken  s  last  parting  lesve, 
The  very  last — no,  neverl 

OCTAVIO. 

Spare  thyself 
The  pan^i;  of  necessary  separation. 
Come  with  me  !     Come,  my  son  t 

lAUemptt  to  take  Aun  with  kim, 

HAX. 

Ko  I  as  sure  as  God  lives,  no 

OCTAVIO  {more  urgmUy). 
Come  with  me,  I  command  thee  I  I,  thy  father. 

MAX. 

Command  me  what  is  human.     I  stay  here, 

OCTAVIO. 

Max.  [  in  the  emperor's  name  I  bid  thee  come. 

No  emperor  has  power  to  prescribe 

Lbwb  to  the  heart ;  and  wonldst  thon  wish  to  rob  nw 

Of  the  BoIe  blessing  which  my  fate  has  left  me, 

Her  sympathy  ?     Must  then  a  cruel  deed 

Be  done  with  cruelly?     The  unalterable 

Shall  I  perform  ignobly  —  steal  away, 

With  stealthy  coward  flight  forsake  her?    No  I 

She  shall  behold  my  suffering,  my  sore  anguish, 

Hear  the  complaints  of  the  disparted  soul, 

And  weep  tears  o'er  me.     Oh !  the  human  race 

Have  steely  souls  —  but  she  is  as  an  angel. 

From  the  black  deadly  madness  of  despair 

Will  she  redeem  my  soul,  and  in  soft  words 

Of  comfort,  plaining,  loose  this  pang  of  death  I 


Thou  wilt  not  tear  thyself  away ;  thou  osnst  tiot. 
Ob,  come,  my  bod  I  I  bid  thee  save  Ihy  Ttftae. 


J)o  sell  thyselt  to  tiiin,  iiie  iniainous, 
Do  Btainp  this  brand  upon  our  noble  hou8< 
Tlien  sliall  tlie  world  behold  the  horrible  ( 
And  in  unnatural  combat  shall  the  steel 
Of  the  son  trickle  with  the  father's  blood. 

MAX. 

Oh,  hadst  thou  always  better  thought  of  n 
Thou  hadst  then  acted  better.    Curst  8US{ 
Unholy,  miserable  doubt !    To  him 
Nothing  on  earth  remains  un wrenched  an< 
Who  has  no  faith. 

OCTAVIO. 

And  if  I  trust  thy  heai 
Will  it  be  always  in  thy  power  to  follow 

MAX. 

The  hearths  voice  thou  hast  not  o'erpower 
Will  Wallenstein  be  able  to  o'erpower  it. 

.  OCTA  vio. 

O,  Max. !  I  see  thee  never  more  again  I 

MAX. 

Unworthy  of  thee  wilt  thou  never  see  me. 

OCTAVIO. 

I  go  to  Fraunbei-g — the  Pappenhcimers 
I  leave  thee  here,  the  Lothrings  too ;  Tso! 
And  Tipfenbach  remain  here  to  protect  tl 
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OCTATIO. 

Farewell,  my  boq  t 

lUX. 

Farewell  1 


How  t  not  one  look 
Of  filial  love  ?    No  grasp  of  the  hand  at  partiag? 
It  ia  a  bloody  war  to  which  we  are  going, 
And  the  event  uncertain  and  in  darkneeH. 
So  used  we  not  to  part  —  it  was  not  bo  ! 
Ib  it  then  true?     I  have  a  Bon  no  longer? 

[Max.  falU  into  M«  arms,  tAei/ hold  each  other /or  a 
long  lime  in  a  ^echleas  embrace,  then  go  away  at 
different  aides. 

(  The  curtain  drc^.) 

ACT  III. 

SCKNB  I. 

A  chamber  in  the  house  of  the  Duchea*  of  Friedland. 

Countess  Tkrzkt,  Thskla,  Lady  Xkubbunm  (M«  two 

latter  sit  at  the  same  table  at  work). 

COUNTESS  (matchinff  them  from  the  opposite  n'<&). 
So  you  have  nothing  to  ask  me- — nothing  ? 
I  have  been  waiting  for  a  word  from  you. 
And  could  yon  then  endure  in  all  this  time 
Not  once  to  speak  his  name? 

[Thekla  remaining  silent  the  Coitntebs  rises  artd 
advances  to  her. 

Why,  how  comes  this  ? 
Perhaps  I  am  already  grown  superfluous, 
And  other  ways  exist,  besides  through  me  ? 
Confess  it  to  nic,  Thekla :  have  you  seen  him 

THBKLA. 

To-day  and  yesterday  I  have  not  seen  him. 

COUNTKBS. 

And  not  heard  from  him,  either  ?    Come,  be  open. 
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THBKLA. 

No  syllable. 

COtTHTEBS. 

And  still  yoa  toe  so  calm? 

THKRLA. 

I  am. 

CODNTKSS. 

May  it  pleue  you,  leave  us,  Lady  Neabrann. 

[.Mnf  Lady  Nbdbbvhn. 

SCENB   II. 
7^  COITNTBBS,   ThEKLA. 

COUNTESS. 

It  does  not  please  me,  princess,  that  he  holds 
Himself  ao  still,  exactly  at  this  time. 

TUEKLA. 

Exactly  at  this  time  ? 

COUNTESS. 

He  now  knows  all. 
Twere  now  the  moment  to  declare  himaelf. 

TUEKLA. 

If  I'm  to  anderstand  yon,  apeak  less  darkly. 

C0UNTEB9. 

'Twas  for  that  purpose  that  I  bade  her  leave  ua. 

Thekla,  you  are  no  more  a  child.     Your  heart 

Is  DO  more  in  nonage  :  for  you  love, 

And  boldness  dwells  with  love  —  that  you  have  proved 

Your  nature  moulds  itself  npon  your  father's 

More  than  your  mother's  spirit.     Therefore  may  you 

Hear  what  were  too  much  for  her  fortitude. 


Enough :  no  further  preface,  I  entreat  you. 
At  once,  out  with  it !     Be  it  what  it  may. 
It  is  not  possible  that  it  should  torture  me 
More  than  this  introduction.     Wh.it  have  you 
To  say  to  me?    Tell  me  the  whole,  and  briefly  I 
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COUKTEBS. 

Tou'li  not  be  frightened 


Name  it,  I  entreat  yoo. 

COUKTBSS. 

It  lies  within  yonr  power  to  do  your  father 
A  weighty  service 


Lies  within  my  power. 

COUNTK88. 

Max.  Piccolomini  loves  yon.     You  can  link  him 
Indisaolubly  to  your  father. 

THEKLA. 

I? 

What  need  of  me  for  that?    And  ts  he  not 
Already  linked  to  liim? 

COUNTESS. 

He  was. 

TBBKLA. 

And  wherefore 
Should  he  not  be  bo  now  —  not  be  bo  always  ? 

COUNTESS. 

He  cleaves  to  the  emperor  too. 

THEKLA. 

Not  more  tfasn  duty 
And  honor  may  demand  of  him. 
conNTBsa. 

We  ask 
Proofs  o{  hiB  love,  and  not  proofs  of  his  honor. 
Duty  and  honor ! 

Those  are  ambi^ous  words  with  many  meaaings. 
You  should  interpret  them  for  him:  bis  love 
Should  be  the  sole  detiner  of  his  honor. 


>f     »H.^Aa^X«         vx^       *• 


COUNTESS. 

ITo  must  not  lay  the  sword  aside,  we  me 
lie  must  unsheath  it  in  your  fatlier's  cai 

THEKLA. 

He'll  spend  with  gladness  and  alacrity 
His  life,  his  hearth  blood  in  my  father's 
If  shame  or  injury  be  intended  him. 

COUNTESS. 

You  will  not  understand  me.     Well,  hes 
Your  father  has  fallen  off  from  the  emp 
And  is  about  to  join  the  enemy 
With  the  whole  soldiery 

THBKLA. 

Alas,  my  mol 

COUNTESS. 

There  needs  a  great  example  to  draw  on 
The  army  after  him.  The  Piccolomini 
Possess  the  love  and  reverence  of  the  tr 
They  govern  all  opinions,  and  wherever 
They  lead  the  way,  none  hesitate  to  folk 
The  son  secures  the  father  to  our  interes 
You've  much  in  your  hands  at  this  mom 

TIIPUTTA 
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The  far-off  future  weighs  upon  her  heart 
With  torture  of  anxiety ;  but  is  it 
Uualterably,  actually  preeent, 
She  soon  resigns  herself,  and  bears  it  calmly. 

THEKLA. 

0  my  foreboding  bosom  t    Even  now, 
E'en  now  'tis  here,  that  icy  hand  of  horror ! 
And  my  young  )iope  lies  shuddering  in  its  grasp ; 

1  knew  it  well  —  no  sooner  had  I  entered, 
An  heavy  ominous  presentiment 

Revealed  to  me  that  spirits  of  death  were  hovering 
Over  my  happy  fortune.     But  why,  think  I 
First  of  myself?    My  mother !    O  my  mother  1 

COUNTKBS. 

Calm  yourself !    Break  not  out  in  vain  lamenting  I 
Preserve  you  for  your  father  the  firm  friend, 
And  for  yourself  the  lover,  all  will  yet 
Prove  good  and  fortunate. 

THSRLA. 

Prove  good  I    What  good  ? 
Must  we  Dot  part ;  part  ne'er  to  meet  again  ? 

COUNTESS. 

He  parts  not  from  you !     He  cannot  part  from  you. 

TBMLKA. 


COUNTESS. 

If  indeed  he  loves  you. 
His  resolution  will  be  speedily  taken. 

TIIICKLA. 

His  resolution  will  be  speedily  taken  — 
Oh,  do  not  doubt  of  that !     A  resolution  1 
Does  there  remain  one  to  be  taken  ? 

C0UNTE88. 

Hush  [ 
Collect  yourself!    I  hear  your  mother  coming. 
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THEE  LA. 

How  filiall  I  bear  to  see  her  P 

C0UNTS86. 

Ck>llect  yonraelf. 

Scene  III. 

To  them  enter  the  Di^hbb8. 

DUCHEsa  {to  the  coumtebs). 

Who  was  here,  sister?    I  heard  some  one  talking, 

And  passionately,  too. 

COUNTS  SB. 

Nay !  there  was  no  one. 

DUCHESS. 

1  am  growing  so  timorous,  every  triSlng  noise 
Scatters  my  spirits,  »n<l  nrinounces  to  me 
The  footstep  of  some  messenger  of  evil. 
And  you  can  tell  me,  sister,  whrtt  the  event  ieP 
Will  he  agree  to  do  the  emperor's  pleasure. 
And  send  the  horse  regiments  tn  the  cardinal? 
Tell  me,  has  he  dismissed  Von  Questenberg 
With  a  favorable  answer? 


DUCHESS. 

Alas  !  then  all  is  lost !     I  see  it  coming, 

The  woi-st  that  can  come!     Yes,  they  will  depone  him; 

The  accursed  business  of  the  Uegensburg  diet 

Will  all  be  acted  o'er  again ! 

countess, 

Ko!  never  I 
Make  yonr  heart  easy,  sister,  as  to  that. 

[Thkkla,  in  extreme  ai/itfition,  throKS  herg^  t^ww 
her  mother,  and  enjo/ds  her  in  her  armt,  tov^jing. 

I1UCHK88. 

Yea,  my  poor  child  ! 
Thon  too  haat  lost  a  moat  affectionate  godmother  ' 
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In  the  empreae.    Oh,  that  stern,  uDbending  man  ! 

In  this  unhappy  marriage  what  have  I 

Not  suffered,  not  endured?    Fur  even  as  if 

1  had  been  linked  on  to  some  wheel  of  fire 

That  restless,  ceaaelees,  whirls  impetuous  onward, 

I  have  pastted  a  life  of  friglite  and  horrors  with  him, 

And  ever  to  the  bi'ink  of  some  abyss 

With  dizzy  headlong  violence  he  bears  me. 

Nay,  do  not  weep,  niy  child.     Let  not  my  sufferings 

I'resignify  unhappinesa  to  thee, 

Nor  blacken  with  their  shade  the  fate  that  wuts  tbee. 

There  lives  no  second  Friedland ;  thou,  my  child, 

Hast  not  to  fear  thy  mother^a  destiny. 


Oh,  let  us  supplicate  him,  dearest  motherl 
Quick !  quick  !  here's  no  abiding-place  for  as. 
Here  every  coming  hour  broods  into  life 
Some  new  affrightful  monster. 


Thou  wilt  share 
An  easier,  calmer  lot,  my  child !     We,  too, 
t  and  thy  father,  witnessed  happy  days. 
Still  think  I  with  delight  of  thoao  first  years, 
When  he  was  making  progress  with  glad  effort, 
When  his  ambition  was  a  genial  fire. 
Not  that  consuming  Hame  which  now  it  is. 
The  emperor  loved  him,  trusted  him  ;  and  all 
He  undertook  could  not  but  be  successful. 
But  since  that  ill-staVred  day  at  Rt'gensbui^, 
Which  plunged  him  headlong  from  his  d^ity, 
A  gloomy,  ^in companionable  spirit. 
Unsteady  .ind  suspicious,  has  possessed  him. 
His  qiiiet  mind  forsook  him,  and  no  longer 
Did  he  yield  up  himself  in  joy  and  faith 
To  his  old  luck  and  individual  power; 
But  thenceforth  turiR'd  his  heart  and  best  affeotioDB 
All  to  those  cloudy  sciences  which  never 
Have  yet  made  happy  him  who  followed  them. 
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COUNTEBB. 

You  see  it,  sister!  as  your  eyes  permit  you. 

But  surely  this  is  oot  the  conversation 

To  pass  the  time  in  which  we  are  waiting  for  him. 

You  know  he  will  be  soon  here,    Would.yon  hftve  li 

Find  her  in  this  condition  F 


Come,  ray  child ! 
Come,  wipe  away  thy  tears,  and  show  thy  father 
A  cheerful  countenance.     See,  the  tie-knot  here 
Is  otT ;  this  hair-must  not  liang  so  dishevelled. 
Come,  dearest !  dry  thy  tears  up.     Tliey  deform 
Thy  gentle  eye.     Well,  now  —  what  was  I  sayingf 
Yes,  in  good  truth,  this  Piccolomini 
la  a  most  noble  and  deserving  gentleman. 

COUNTEBS. 

That  is  he,  sister! 

THBRLA  (to  t^  COUNTESS,  teith  maris  of  great  oppreaaion 
of  spirits). 
Aunt,  you  will  excuse  me?    (J$  going). 


But,  whither?    See,  your  father  comes ! 

THEKLA. 

I  cannot  see  him  now. 

COUNTESS. 

Nay,  but  bethink  yon. 

THEKLA. 

Believe  me,  I  cannot  sustain  his  presence, 

COUNTESS. 

But  he  will  miss  you,  will  ask  after  you. 

DUCHESS. 

What,  now  ?    Why  is  she  going  ? 

COUKTESS. 

She's  not  weU. 
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UUC11EB6  {anxiouili/). 
What  ails,  then,  iny  beloved  child  ? 

\^BothfoUotB  the  Pbiscess,  and  endeavor  to  detain 
her.  During  this  Wai.lknstbin  appears,  en- 
gaged in  converaatiuH  with  Illo. 

Scs.NE  IV. 
Wallemstbim,  Illo,  Countess,  Duchkss,  Tbekla. 
wallbn  stein. 
All  quiet  in  the  camp  ? 

ILLO. 

It  is  all  quiet. 

WALLENSTEtN. 

In  a  few  hours  may  couriern  come  from  Prague 

With  tidings  thai  this  capital  is  ours. 

Then  we  may  drop  the  mask,  and  to  the  troops 

Assembled  in  this  town  make  known  the  measure 

And  its  result  together.     In  such  cases 

Example  does  the  whole.     Whoever  is  foremost 

Still  leads  the  herd.     An  imitative  creature 

Is  man.     Tlie  troops  at  Prague  conceive  no  other, 

Than  that  the  Filsen  army  has  gone  through 

The  forms  of  homage  to  us ;  and  in  Pilsen 

They  shall  swear  fealty  to  us,  because 

The  example  has  been  given  them  by  Prague. 

Butler,  you  tell  me,  has  declared  himself? 

ILLO. 

At  his  own  bidding,  unsolicited. 

He  came  to  offer  you  himself  and  regiment. 

WALLEN8TEIN, 

I  find  we  must  not  give  implicit  credence 
To  every  warning  voice  that  makes  itself 
Be  listened  to  in  the  heart.    To  hold  us  back. 
Oft  does  the  lying  spirit  counterfeit 
The  voice  of  truth  and  inward  revelation, 
Scattering  false  oracles.     And  thns  have  I 


I  ms  noiH'St  inixu  is  iie  Nviio  readies  to  me 
Tlie  first  pledge  of  my  fortune. 

ILLO. 

And  doul 
That  his  example  will  win  over  to  you 
The  best  men  in  the  army. 


T 


WALLENSTEIN. 

Go  and  send 
Isolani  liither.     Send  him  immediately. 
He  is  under  recent  obligiitions  to  me  : 
With  him  will  I  commence  the  trial.     Go. 

WALLEN8TEIX  (fum^  himself  TO Hud  to  thk 

Lo,  there's  the  mother  with  the  darlinjr  dau 
For  once  we  11  have  an  interval  of  rest  — 

_  • 

Come  !  my  heart  yearns  to  live  a  cloudless  1 
In  the  beloved  circle  of  my  family. 

COUNTESS. 

'Tis  long  since  we've  been  thus  together,  br 

WALLEXSTEIN  (tO  the  COUNTESS,  flWI 

Can  she  sustain  the  news  ?    Is  slie  prepared 

COUNTESS. 

Not  yet. 

WALLEXSTEIN. 
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Where  is  tliy  luto,  my  daughter .?    Let  thy  father 
Henr  some  small  trial  of  tliy  skill. 

THEKLA. 

My  mother 

DUCHE88. 

Trembling?     Come,  collect  thyself.     Go,  cheer 

Thy  father. 

THBKJ.A. 

O  Diy  motbery   I  —  I  catinot. 
How,  what  IB  that,  i 

KLA  (to  ^  COUNTESS). 

O  spare  me  -.-  sing  —  now  —  in  this  sore  anxiety, 
Of  the  overburdened  soul  —  to  sing  to  him 
Who  is  thrusting,  even  now,  my  mother  headlong 
Into  her  grave. 

DVCIIESB. 

How,  Thekia !  Humorsome  I 
What  I  shall  thy  father  have  expressed  a  wish 
In  vain  ? 

COUNTE88. 

Here  is  the  lute. 

THEKLA. 

My  God  !  how  can  I  

[  2R«  orchestra  playg.  During  the  ritomello  Trkkla 
expresses  in  her  gestures  and  countenance  the 
struggle  of  her  feelings  ;  and  at  the  moment  t/iat 
she  thoidd  begin  to  sing,  contracts  lierself  together, 
as  one  shn(7dering,  tftroios  the  instrument  doien, 
and  retires  abruptly. 

DOCHEflS. 

My  child !  Oh,  she  is  ill 

WALI^NBTEIN. 

What  ails  the  maiden  ? 
Say,  is  she  often  bo  F 
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COTI^TESS. 

Since  tben  bereelf 
Has  now  betrayed  it,  I  too  must  no  longer 
Conceal  it. 

What? 

COUNTESS. 

She  loves  him  I 


LovoahimP   WhomP 

Max.  does  slie  love !  Max.  Piucolomini  I 

Has  thou  never  noticed  it  ?     Nor  yet  my  sister  ? 

DUCHESS. 

Was  it  this  that  lay  so  heavy  on  her  heart? 

God's  hlcssing  on  tliee,  my  sweet  child  !    Thoa  needest 

Never  lake  shame  upon  Ihce  for  thy  choice. 

COUSTKSS. 

This  journey,  if  'twere  not  thy  aim,  ascribe  it 

To  thine  own  self.    Thou  shouldst  have  choseo  aoother 

To  have  attended  lier. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And  does  he  know  it? 

COUNTESS. 

YcB,  and  he  hopes  to  win  her  ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Ho[>e3  to  win  her  1 
Is  the  boy  mad  ? 

C0UMTBS8. 

Well  —  iiear  it  from  themselves. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

He  thinks  to  can-y  off  Duke  Friedland's  daughter! 

Av?     Tbe  thonght  pleases  me. 

The  young  man  has  no  groveling  spirit. 


THS    1>BATH    OF   WALLBNaXEIN. 
COUNTESS. 

Since 
Such  and  such  coostant  favor  you  have  shown  him  — 

WALLENSTKIM. 

He  chooBBs  finally  to  be  my  heir. 
And  true  it  is,  I  love  the  youth  ;  yea,  honor  him. 
But  must  he  therefore  be  my  daughter's  husband  f 
Is  it  daughters  only  ?     Is  it  only  children 
That  we  must  show  our  favor  by? 

DirCHESS. 

His  noble  disposition  and  his  manners  -— 

WALLS  N  ST  KIN. 

Win  him  my  heart,  but  not  luy  daughter. 


His  rank,  his  aDceators 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Ancestors !     What  ? 
He  is  a  subject,  and  my  son-in-law 
I  will  seek  out  upon  the  thrones  of  Europe. 

DUCHESS.  1 

0  dearest  Albrecht  t    Climb  we  Dot  too  high  I 
Lest  we  should  fall  too  low.  ^ 

WALLKN8TEIN. 

What !  have  I  paid 
A  price  so  heavy  to  ascend  this  eminence. 
And  jut  out  high  above  the  common  herd, 
Only  to  close  the  mighty  part  I  play 
In  life's  great  drama  with  a  common  kinsman  ? 

Have  I  for  this 

[^Stops  nifMenly,  refirt»iing  himself. 
She  is  the  only  thing 
That  will  remain  behind  of  me  on  earth ; 
And  I  will  see  a  crown  around  her  head, 
Or  die  in  the  attempt  to  place  it  there. 

1  hazard  all  —  all !  and  for  this  alone, 
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To  lift  her  into  greatnesB  — 

Tea,  in  this  moment,  in  the  which  we  are  speaking— 

[i?e  rtcoUtcta  himt^. 
Ad(]  I  must  DOW,  like  a  soft-hearted  father, 
Couple  together  in  good  peasant  fashion 
The  pair  that  chance  to  suit  each  other's  liking  —■ 
And  I  must  do  it  now,  even  now,  when  I 
Am  stretching  oat  the  wreath  that  is  to  twine 
My  fnll  accompllBfaed  work  —  no  t  she  is  the  jewel. 
Which  I  liave  treasured  long,  ray  last,  my  noblest, 
And  'tis  my  purpose  not  to  let  iier  from  me 
For  less  than  a  king's  sceptre. 

DUCHESS. 

O  my  husband  I 
You're  ever  building,  building  to  the  clouds. 
Still  building  higher,  and  stilfhigher  building, 
And  ne'er  reflect,  that  the  poor  narrow  basis 
Cannot  sustain  the  giddy  tottering  column, 

WALI.EJJSTEIN    {tO  the   COUJJTESB). 

Have  you  announced  the  place  of  residence 
Which  I  have  destined  for  her  ? 

COUNTKSB. 

No !  not  yet, 
Twere  better  you  yourself  disclosed  it  to  her. 


How?    Do  we  not  return  to  Carinthia  then? 

WALLENBTBIN. 

1 
DITCH  ESS. 

And  to  no  other  of  your  lands  or  seats  f 

WALLEMSTBIN. 

You  would  not  be  secure  there. 

DUCHEB8. 

yot  secnre 
In  the  emperor's  realms,  beneath  the  emperor'a 
Protection  7 
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WALLENSTEIIT. 

Friedland's  wife  may  be  permitted 
No  longer  to  hope  that. 

DUCHESS. 

O  God  in  heaven  I 
And  hare  you  brought  it  even  to  this  I 

WALIJCN8TB1N. 

In  Holland 
You'll  find  protection. 

DttCRESS 

In  a  Lutheran  conntry  ? 
What?     And  you  send  ua  into  Lutheran  coontriesf 

WALLENBTEm. 

Diike  Franz  of  Lauenburg  conducts  you  thither. 

DttCHESS. 

Duke  Franz  of  Lauenburg? 

The  all^y  of  Sweden,  the  emperor's  enemy. 

■WALI^NBTBIM. 

Tbe  emperor's  enemies  are  mine  no  longer. 

DIICHES6  (casting  a  look  of  terror  on  the  dukb  and  th« 
countess). 
Is  it  then  true  ?    It  is.     You  are  degraded : 
Deposed  from  the  command  ?    O  6od  in  heaven  I 

conNTEss  (a&itie  to  t/te  nuKB). 
Leave  her  in  this  belief.     Thou  leeit  ah*  oannot 
Support  the  real  truth. 

Scene  V. 
To  them  etUer  Count  Tebzkt. 

COUNTESS. 

Terakyt 
What  ails  him  ?    What  an  image  of  affright ! 
He  looks  as  he  had  seen  a  ghost. 


What  ? 

TEKZKY. 

They  are  ofl 
The  Jagers  likewise  —  all  the  villages 

In  the  whole  round  are  empty. 

■ 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Isolan 

'  TSBZKT. 

;  Him  thou  hast  sent  away.    Yes,  surely 

WALLEKSTSIN. 
TSBZKT. 

No  ?    Hast  thou  not  sent  him  off?    No 
They  are  vanished,  both  of  them. 

Scene  VL 
To  them  enter  Illo. 

ILLO. 

Has  Terzky  told  thee  ? 

TERZKY. 

He  knows  all. 
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WALLEM8TEIR  (wttJcS  Ot  them). 

Hush! 

couMTSss  (icAo  has  been  watching  them  anseiowiy  yVom 
the  distance  aitdnow  adoancea  to  them). 
Tereky!    HeaveDl   What  U  it?   What  has  happened? 
WALLEXSTEiN  (scarccly  euppreanng  his  emotions). 
Nothing!  let  us  be  gooe  ! 

TBBZET  {/olhmnff  him). 

Theresa,  it  is  nothing. 
coimTESs  {holding  him  back). 
Nothing?    Do  I  not  Rce  that  all  the  life-blood 
Has  left  your  cheeks  —  look  you  uot  like  a  ghost? 
That  even  my  brother  but  affects  a  calmness  ? 

PAOE  (enters). 
An  aide-de-camp  inquires  for  the  Count  Terzky. 

[Tebzky  /oUows  the  Paqb. 


Go,  hear  his  bustneaa. 

[  To  Illo. 
This  could  not  have  happened 
So  unsuspected  without  mutiny. 
Who  was  on  guard  at  the  gates? 

ILLO. 

•Twas  Tiefenbaoh. 

WALLBNSTBtN. 

Let  Tienfenbaoh  leave  guard  withont  delay. 
And  Terzky's  grenadiers  relieve  him. 
ILLO  (is  going). 

Stopl 
Hast  thou  heard  aught  of  Butler? 

ILLO. 

Him  I  met : 
He  will  be  here  himself  immediately. 
Butler  remuns  unshaken, 

[Illo  eari(.    Wallewstbw  it  foBoieing  him. 
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Let  liiin  not  leave  tliee,  Btaterl  go,  detain  bimi 
TLcre'a  name  misfortune. 

DucuEBB  {clinging  to  him). 

Umcious  Heaven  1    Wbat  is  it? 


Be  trnnmiil !  leave  me,  Blxter!  ilearest  wife  I 
We  are  in  camp,  Hnd  tliU  is  naugtit  uuusiiali 
Here  storm  and  sunehiue  follow  one  another 
With  rapid  iutercbangee.    Tbcec  fierce  spirits 
Champ  the  curb  angrily,  and  never  yet 
Did  quiet  bless  the  temples  of  the  leader; 
If  I  am  to  stay  go  vou.    The  plunts  of  women 
III  suit  the  scene  woere  men  must  act. 

[ffc  IS  !/oi»ff:  Teezky  retuma. 


1 


Reniiiin  here.     From  this  window  must  we  a 


No —  never! 

'Tis  my  will. 

TERZKv  {leiuk  the  couKTKSs  asi(Jc,  and  drateing  her 
atte/ition  lo  the  duciiess). 
Theresa ! 

I)U<'liKSS. 

Sister,  come  !  siiict:  lie  commands  it. 

S<KNK    VII. 

Wat.i.knhticen,  Teuzkv. 
w.M.i.KNSTKiN  (stepping  to  the  wiiiJinc). 
,    What  now,  then  ? 

TERZKY. 

■-  There  are  strange  movements  among  all  the  troops, 
(   And  no  one  knows  the  cause.     Mysteriously, 
With  gloomy  silentuess,  the  several  corps 
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Marshal  themselves;  each  under  its  own  banners ; 
TiefenbaOh's  corps  make  threatening  movements ;  onljr 
The  Pappenheimers  still  remain  aloof 
In  their  own  quarters  and  let  do  one  enter. 

W  ALLEN  STKIN. 

Does  Ficcolomini  appear  among  them? 

TKRZKT. 

We  are  seeking  him :  he  is  nowhere  to  be  met  with. 

W  ALLEN  STEW. 

What  did  the  aide-de-camp  deliver  to  you  P 

TKBZKr. 

My  regiments  had  despatched  him ;  yet  once  more 

They  swear  fidelity  to  thee,  and  wait 

The  shout  for  onset,  all  prepared,  and  eager. 


But  whence  arose  thia  larum  iu  the  camp? 
It  should  have  been  kept  ttecret  from  the  army 
Till  fortune  had  decided  for  us  at  Pr^ue. 

TKRZKY. 

Oh,  that  thou  hadst  believed  me !    Tester-evening 
Did  we  conjure  thee  not  to  let  tbat  skulker, 
That  fox,  Octavio,  pass  the  gates  of  PiUen. 
Thou  gaveat  him  thy  own  horses  to  flee  from  thee. 

WALLENBTEIN. 

The  old  tune  still !     Now,  once  for  all,  no  more 
Of  this  suspicion  —  it  is  doting  folly. 

TERZKT, 

Thou  didst  confide  in  Tsolani  too ; 

And  lo  I  he  was  the  first  that  did  desert  thee. 

WALLEN8TKIN. 

It  was  but  yesterday  I  rescued  him 

From  abject  wretchedness.    Let  that  go  by; 

I  never  reckoned  yet  on  gratitude. 

And  wherein  doth  he  wrong  in  going  from  me  ? 
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He  follows  Rtill  the  god  whom  all  his  life 
He  has  worshipped  at  the  gaming-table.    With 
My  fortune  and  my  seeiuine  destiny 
He  made  the  bead  and  broke  it,  not  with  mfl. 
I  am  but  the  ship  in  which  his  hopes  were  stowed, 
And  with  the  whicli,  well-pleased  and  confident, 
He  traversed  the  open  sea ;  now  he  beholds  it 
In  eminent  jeopardy  among  the  coast-rockB, 
And  hurries  to  preserve  liis  wares.     As  light 
As  the  free  bird  from  the  hospitable  twig 
Where  it  had  nested  he  flies  off  from  me: 
No  hiunaii  tie  is  eniipped  betwilt  us  two. 
Yea,  he  deserves  to  find  himself  deceived 
Who  seeks  a  heart  in  the  unthinking  man. 
Like  shadows  on  a  stream,  the  forms  of  life 
Impress  their  characters  on  the  smooth  forehead, 
Naught  sinks  into  the  bosom's  silent  depth: 
Qnick  sensibility  of  pain  and  pleasure 
Moves  the  light  fluids  lightly ;  but  no  soul 
Warmeth  the  inner  frame. 


Yet,  would  I  rather 
Trust  the  smooth  brow  than  that  deep  furrowed  one. 

ScKNB  vm. 

Wallkn STEIN,  Tkbzky,  Illo. 
iLix)  {ic/io  enters  agitated  with  rage). 
Treason  and  mutiny ! 

TER2KV. 

And  what  further  now? 

lLt.O, 

Tiefenbaoh's  soldiers,  when  I  gave  the  orders. 
To  go  off  guard  — mutinous  villains  ! 

TKKZKY. 

Weill 

WALLBN8TSIN. 
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ILM). 
They  refused  obedience  to-  them. 

TBSZRT. 

Fire  on  them  instantly  I    Give  out  the  order. 

WALLENSTEIH. 

Qently  1  what  cause  did  they  assign  ? 

ILLO. 

No  other. 
They  said,  had  right  to  issue  orders  but 
Lieu  ten  ant-General  Piucolomini. 

WALLBMSTBiiT  (in  a  conouUion  of  agony). 
Whatf    How  isth&tt 

ILLO. 

He  takes  that  office  on  him  by  commission. 
Under  sign-manual  from  the  emperor. 

TKBZKT. 

From  the  emperor — >hearest  thou,  duke? 

nxo. 

At  his  incitement 
The  generals  made  that  stealthy  flight  — 

TBBZKT, 

Duke,  hearest  thon  ? 

Caraffa  too,  and  yonteciipuli.  *i'-         ' 

Are  tniasing,  with  sit  other  generals, 

All  whom  he  had  induced  to  follow  him. 

Thii  plot  he  has  long  had  in  writing  by  him 

From  the  emperor;  but  'twas  fina)ly  concluded, 

With  all  the  detail  of  the  operation, 

Some  days  ago  with  the  Envoy  Questenberg. 

[Wallenstkin  sinks  down  into  a  chair  and  covers 
hiafa*». 

TERZKT. 

Ob,  hadat  thou  but  believed  me  I 
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Ot> 
ScshbIX.  00 

To  them  enter  tfu  Codmtsss.  VO 

COUHTKSS. 

Thin  suipense, 
TliiB  horrid  fear  —  I  can  no  loneer  bear  it. 
For  heaven's  sake  tell  me  what  lias  taken  pUoe  f 

ILLO. 

The  regiments  are  falling  off  from  ua. 

TBRZKT. 

Octavio  Piccolomini  ii  a  traitor. 

CODNTBBB. 

0  my  foreboding!  [^Sueheaout  of  Ihsrootn. 

TKBZKT. 

Hadst  thou  but  believed  met 
Now  seest  thou  how  the  stare  have  lied  to  thee. 

WALLENBTEIN. 

The  stars  lie  not;  but  we  have  here  a  work 

Wrought  counter  to  the  Btars  and  destiny. 

The  Mienoe  is  still  honest :  this  false  heart 

Forces  a  lie  on  the  truth-telling  heaven, 

On  a  divine  law  divinntion  rests; 

Where  nature  deviates  from  that  law,  and  stumblea 

Out  of  her  limits,  there  all  science  erre. 

True  I  did  not  suspect !     Were  it  siipeistition 

Never  by  such  sus|Hcii>n  to  have  affronted 

The  human  form,  oh,  may  the  thne'^e'er  come 

In  which  I  shame  me  of  the  infiruiity. 

The  wildest  savage  drinks  not  with  the  victim. 

Into  whofle  breast  he  means  to  plunge  the  sword. 

This,  this,  Octavio,  was  no  hero's  deed : 

'Twas  not  thy  prudence  that  did  conquer  mine; 

A  bad  heart  triumphed  o'er  an  honest  one. 

No  shield  received  the  assassin  stroke  ;  thou  plungest 

Thy  weapon  on  an  unprotected  brenst  — 

Against  such  wea\'ions  I  am  but  a  child. 
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SCKNB   X, 

To  these  enter  Butlxb. 
TERZKT  {meeting  him). 
Oh,  look  there,  Butler  I    Here  we've  still  a  friend ! 
WALLBNSTEiN  {meets  him  roith  outspread  arms  and  em- 
braces him  with  toarmt/i. 
Come  to  my  heart,  old  comrade  I     Not  the  sun 
J^oks  out  upon  us  more  revivingly, 
lu  the  earliest  month  of  spring, 
Than  a  friend's  countenance  in  such  an  hour. 


My  general ;  I  come 

WALLKtfSTBiN  {leaning  on  butler'b  shoulder). 
Knowest  thou  already 
That  old  man  has  betrayed  me  to  the  emperor. 
What  sayest  thou  ?     Thirty  yeara  have  we  together 
Lived  out,  and  held  out,  sharing  joy  and  hardship. 
We  have  slept  in  one  cainp-bed,  drank  from  one  glass. 
One  morsel  shared  !     I  leaned  myself  on  iiim, 
As  now  I  lean  me  on  thy  faithful  shoulder. 
And  now  in  the  very  nmment  when,  all  love, 
All  confidence,  my  bosom  beat  to  his 
He  sees  and  takes  the  advantage,  stabs  the  knife 
Slowly  into  my  heart. 

[7/e  hides  his  face  <Sn  Butleb's  breast. 

RUTLRR. 

Forget  the  false  one. 
What  is  your  present  purpose? 

WAI.l.KNSTKlN. 

Well  remembered  I 
Courage,  my  soul !     I  am  still  rich  in  friends. 
Still  loved  by  destiny  ;  for  in  the  moment 
That  it  unmasks  the  plotting  hypocrite 
ft  sends  and  proves  to  me  one  faithful  heart. 
Of  the  hypocrite  no  more  !     Think  not  bis  loss 
Waa  that  which  struck  the  pang:  Oh,  no!  his  treason 
Is  that  which  strikes  the  pang!     No  more  of  him  1 
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Dear  to  my  lieart,  and  honored  uere  they  both. 
And  the  young  man  —  yes — he  did  truly  love  me, 
lie  —  he  —  has  not  deceived  me.     But  enough. 
Enough  of  thiB  —  swift  counsel  now  beseems  us. 
The  courier,  whom  Count  Kinsky  sent  from  Pragne, 
I  expect  him  every  moment :  and  whatever 
He  may  bring  wiUi  him  we  must  take  good  care 
To  keep  it  from  the  iiiulinecrs.     Quick  then  I 
Despatch  some  messenger  you  can  rely  on 
To  meet  him,  and  conduct  him  to  me. 

[Illo  is  going. 
BDTLBR  {detaining  him). 
My  general,  whom  expect  you  then  7 

TVALLEMBTEIN. 

The  courier 
Who  brings  me  word  of  the  event  at  Prague. 

BUTLER  {hesitating). 
Heml 

WALLEN  STEIN, 

And  what  now  ? 

BUTLER. 

Tou  do  not  know  it  ? 

WAL1.EN8TE1N. 

Well? 

BCTLKK. 

From  what  that  larum  in  the  camp  arose! 


From  what  ? 

BUTLER. 

That  courier 

WALLENSTEiN  (with  eager  expectation). 

Well? 

BUTLER. 

Is  already  here. 
TERZKT  and  ILLO  {at  the  same  time). 
Already  here? 
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WALLENSTBIBN. 

My  couriei-  ? 

BUTLER. 

For  somfl  hoars. 

WA1.LKNSTE1M. 

And  I  not  know  it? 

BUTLKB. 

The  sentinels  detain  him 
Id  cuBtody. 

ILLO  (stamping  with  his  foot). 
Damnation ! 


And  his  letter 
Was  broken  open,  and  is  circulated 
Through  the  whole  camp. 

WALLENBTEIN. 

You  know  what  it  contains  P 

BUTLBB. 

Question  me  not  I 

TSBZKT. 

Illo !  alas  for  ns. 

WALLENBTBIN. 

Hide  nothing  from  me  —  I  can  bear  the  worst, 
Prague  then  is  lost.    It  is.    Confess  it  freely. 

BUTLBR. 

Yes !  Prague  la  lost.     And  all  the  several  regiments 

At  Budweisa,  Tabor,  Braunau,  Konigingrats, 

At  Bruno,  and  Ziiaym,  have  fofsaken  you, 

And  taken  the  oaths  of  fealty  anew 

To  the  emperor.     Yourself,  with  Kinsky,  Terzky, 

And  Illo  have  been  sentenced. 

[Tbbzky  and  Illo  e^fprene  alarm  and  fury.     Wal- 
UENSTEiN  remains  Jirm  and  coUected.  ■ 

WALLKN8TE1N. 

'Tis  decided ! 
,  'Tis  well  1  I  have  received  a  sudden  cure 
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From  all  the  pangs  of  doubt :  with  Bteady  atream 
Once  more  my  lifi-lilood  flows  !     My  eouf's  aecare  I 

'      ■       ■   '  ■       '  f  Friedlaiid  Btara  can  beam. 


Lingering  ii 
I  drew  the  i 


I  drew  the  sword  —  'twas  with  an  inward  strife, 
While  yet  the  choice  was  mine.     The  murderous  knife 
Is  lifted  for  my  heart !     Doubt  disappears  I 
I  fight  now  for  my  head  and  for  my  life. 

\^£xit  Wallenbtein  ;  the  others foUow  him, 

SCBNB  XI. 
coiTNTESs  TERZKY  {enters  from  a  aide  room). 
I  can  endure  no  longer.    No ! 

[Looks  around  her. 
Where  are  they ! 
No  one  is  lierc.     Tl)cy  leave  me  all  alone, 
Alone  in  this  sore  anj^uisli  of  susiiense. 
And  ]  must  wear  iIjb  outward  show  of  calmness 
Before  my  aiiiter,  and  shut  in  within  me 
The  pangs  and  ironies  of  my  crowded  bosom. 
It  is  not  to  he  bonic.     If  all  should  faU ; 
If — if  he  must  go  over  to  the  Swedes, 
An  empty-handed  fugitive,  and  not 
Ab  an  ally,  a  covenanted  caual, 
A  proud  commander  with  his  army  following. 
If  we  Muist  wander  on  from  land  to  land, 
Like  the  Count  Palatine,  of  fallen  greatness 
An  ignominious  monument.     But  no! 
That  day  I  will  not  see !    And  could  himself 
Endure  to  sink  so  low,  I  would  not  bear 
To  see  him  so  low  sunken. 

Scene  XII. 
Countess,  Duchess,  Thekla. 
TREKLA  (eiideavoriiiff  to  hold  bad:  the  Ducbbsb) 
Dear  mother,  do  stay  her*  I 


No !     Here  is  yet 
Some  frightful  mystery  that  h  hidden  from  me. 
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Why  does  my  lister  ehnn  me?     Don't  I  see  her 
Full  of  suspense  and  anguish  roam  about 
From  room  to  room?    Art  thou  not  full  of  terror? 
And  what  import  these  silent  nods  and  gestures 
Which  stealthwise  thou  exchangest  with  her? 

THKKLA, 

Nothing : 
Nothing,  dear  mother  1 

DOCHBBB  {to  the  COtmTBSS). 

Sister,  I  will  knov. 


What  boots  it  now  to  hide  it  from  her  ?    Sooner    . 

Or  later  she  must  learn  to  hear  and  bear  it. 

'Tis  not  the  time  now  to  indulge  infirmity; 

Courage  beseema  \w  now,  a  heart  collect, 

And  exercise  and  previous  discipline 

Of  fortitude.     One  word,  and  over  with  it ! 

Sister,  you  are  deluded.     You  believe 

The  duke  has  been  deposed  —  the  duke  is  not 

Deposed  —  he  is 

THEKLA  (going  to  the  countkbs). 

What?  do  you  wbh  to  kill  her? 
couNTKae. 

The  duke  is 

TBEKLA  {throwing  her  arms  round  her  mother). 

Ob,  stand  firm!  stand  firm,  my  motberl 

COlTMTBaS. 

Revolted  is  the  dnke;  he  is  preparing 
To  ioin  the  enemy ;  the  army  leave  him, 
And  all  has  failed. 

Scene  XIII. 
A  ^>aciou3  room  in  the  Duke  of  I^riedland't  palace. 
WALLBNBTEiN  (in  ormor). 
Thou  haat  eained  thy  point,  Octavio  I    Once  more  am  I 
Almost  as  iriendless  as  at  Regeneburg. 
There  I  had  nothing  left  me  but  myself; 
But  what  one  man  can  do  you  have  now  ezperienoe. 
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The  twige  have  you  hewed  off,  Bad  here  I  gliLnd 

A  loafless  trunk.     But  in  the  sap  within 

Lives  the  oreatiog  i>ower,  and  a  new  world 

May  sprout  forth  from  it.    Ouce  already  have  I 

Proved  niyaclf  worth  an  array  to  you  —  I  alone! 

Before  the  Swedisli  xtrenvth  your  troo)>s  had  melted  l 

Beside  the  Lech  sank  TIlTy,  your  last  hope; 

Into  Bavaria,  like  a  winter  torrent, 

Did  that  Gustaviis  pour,  and  at  Vienna 

In  his  own  palace  did  the  emperor  tremble, 

Soldiers  were  scarce,  for  still  the  multitude 

Follow  the  luck :  all  eyes  were  turned  on  me. 

Their  )tel]ier  in  distress  ;  the  emperor's  pride 

Bowed  iteelf  down  before  the  man  be  had  injured. 

'Twas  I  must  riao,  and  with  creative  word 

Assemble  forces  in  the  desolate  camps. 

T  did  it.    Like  a  god  of  war  my  name 

Went  through  the  world.     The  dnim  was  beat;  and,  lo 

The  plough,  the  workshop  is  fors.iken,  all 

Swarm  to  the  old  familiar  long-loved  banners ; 

And  as  the  wood-choir  rieh  in  melody 

Assemble  quick  around  the  bird  of  woniler, 

When  first  his  throat  swells  with  his  magic  song, 

So  did  the  warlike  youth  of  Germany 

Crowd  in  around  the  image  of  my  eagle. 

I  feel  myself  the  being  that  I  was. 

It  is  the  soul  that  builds  itself  a  body. 

And  Friodland's  camp  will  not  remain  unfilled. 

Lead  then  your  thousands  out  to  meet  me  —  true  t 

They  are  accustomed  under  me  to  conquer. 

But  not  against  me.     If  the  head  and  limbs 

Sepai-atc  from  each  other,  'twill  be  soon 

Made  manifest  in  which  the  soul  abode. 

(Ii.LO  and  Tkkzxv  enter.) 
Courage,  friends  !  courage  t  wo  are  still  unvanquished  ; 
I  feel  my  footing  firm  ;  five  regimcntd,  Tersky, 
Are  still  our  own,  and  Butler's  gallant  troops  ; 
And  an  host  of  sixteen  thousand  Swedes  to-morrow. 
I  was  not  stronger  when,  nine  years  ago, 
I  marched  forth,  with  glad  heart  and  high  of  hope, 
To  conquer  Germany  for  the  emperor. 
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SCSNB  XIV. 

Wallenbtbin,  Iixo,  Tebzkt. 

( To  them  enter  Kxuhamn,  who  lead*  Tbbzkt  <mdey  and 

talks  with  him.) 

TERZKY. 

What  do  they  want  ? 

WALLEM8TEIN. 

What  now  ? 

TKBZKY. 

Ten  cuinueiers 
From  Pappenheim  request  leave  to  address  you 
In  the  nauie  of  the  regiment. 

WALLENSTSiir  (hastily  to  nscmamn). 
Let  them  enter. 

[Exit  Neumann. 
This 
May  end  in  something.     Mark  you.     They  are  Still 
Doubtfu),  and  may  be  won. 

Scene  XV. 
Wallenbtein,  Tebzky,  Illo,  ten  Cuieassiebs  (kd  by 
an  Anspkssape*,  ffkircA  vp  and  arrange  themsdves^ 
e^fter  the  word  of  command,  in  one  front  b^ort  the 
Dure,  and  make  their  obeisance.  He  takes  his  hat  off, 
and  immediately  covers  himself  again). 

ANSPESSADE. 

Halt !    Front !    Present ! 

WALLBNBTEiN  (after  he  has  run  through  them  with  kia 

eye,  to  the  anspessade). 
I  know  thee  well.    Thou  art  out  of  Brtlggen  in  Flanders : 
Thy  name  is  Mercy. 

anspessai>e. 
Henry  Mercy. 

•  AnapeiMde,  In  Osnnui,  0«fnlUr.  ft  snl<1[«r  [ntwior  to  ■  corpont,  bat 
■boTS  the  nntlncli.  The  acrman  tunw  frnpUn  Itut  he  |(«Mmpt  from  moiiDt- 
Inlpuud. 
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WALLENSTEIN. 

Thou  were  cut  off  on  the  march,  surronnded  by  the 
HeaaianB,  and  didst  fight  thy  way  with  an  hundred  and 
eighty  men  through  their  thousand. 

ANSPESSADE. 

'Twas  even  bo,  genera! '. 

WALLEMHTSni. 

What  reward  hadst  thou  for  this  gallant  exploit? 

AKSPSS8AUE. 

That  which  I  asked  for :  the  honor  to  serve  in  this  corpn. 
WALLKNSTEiN  (tuminff  to  a  Mcond), 
Thou  wert  among  the  volunteers  that  seized  and  made 
booty  of  the  Swedish  battery  at  Altenburg. 

BECOMD   CCIRASSIER. 

Tos,  general ! 

WALLESHTKIN. 

I  forget  no  one  with  whom  I  have  exchanged  words. 
(A  jHtuse.)     Wlio  aends  you  ? 

ANRl'ESSADE. 

Your  noble  regiment,  the  cuirassiers  of  Piccolomioi. 

WALI.ENKTKIN. 

Why  docs  not  your  colonel  dtliver  in  your  request 
according  to  the  custom  of  service  ? 


WALLEXSTEIN. 

Begin  your  addrcHS. 

ANsi-ES8Ai>E  {ffh'inff  the  icordof  comtnand). 
Shoulder  your  arms! 

WAi.LE-vsTEiN  (tiiminff  to  a  third). 
Thy  name  is  Ilisbcck ;  Cologne  is  thy  birthplace. 

TiltBD   CUI&ASBIER. 

Risbcck  of  Cologne, 
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WAXLENdTEIN. 

It  was  thoa  that  broughtcst  in  the  Swedish  colonel 
Diibatd,  prisoner,  in  the  camp  at  Nuremberg. 

THIRD   CUIRASSIER. 

It  was  not  I,  general. 

WALI-ES8TEIN. 

Perfectly  right !     It  was  thy  elder  brother :  thonhadst 
a  younger  Droiher,  too:  where  did  he  stay? 

THIRD  CUIRASSIER, 

He  is  stationed  at  OhnQtz,  with  the  imperial  army. 

WAI.LENSTEIN  (tO  the  ANSPEHSABs). 

Mow  then  —  begin. 


There  came  to  hand  a  letter  from  the  emperor 

Commanding  us 

WALLEKSTEiN  {interrupting  him). 
Who  chose  you  ? 

ANBFESBADB. 

Every  compuiy 
Drew  its  own  man  by  lot. 

WALLS  N8TE  IN. 

Now  I  to  the  basiness. 

ANSPEBSADE. 

There  came  to  hand  a  letter  from  the  emperor 
Commanding  us,  collectively,  from  thee 
AH  duties  of  obedience  to  withdraw, 
Because  thou  wert  an  enemy  and  traitor. 

WALLEN  STEIN. 

And  what  did  you  determine? 

ANSPESSADE. 

All  our  oomradee 
At  Brannau,  Budweiss,  Prague,  and  OlmOtz,  have 
Obeyed  already  ;  and  the  regiments  here, 
Tiefeobach  and  Tosoano,  instantly 


Xo  mouth  shall  iDter]iose  itself  tn 
The  gallant  geueral  and  the  gallai 

WALI.ENSTEI 

Therein  I  vecogiiize  my  I'ajipeiiiii 
ANsruss&Di 
And  this  proposal  makes  thy  regi 
Ib  it  thy  piiq)OBe  merely  to  nrcsei 
In  thine  own  hands  this  military 

'  Which  BO  becomes  thee,  which  th 
Made  over  to  thee  by  a  covenant 
Ib  it  Uiy  purpose  merelv  to  reinai 
Supreme  commander  of  the  Austi 
We  will  stand  by  thee,  general ! 
Thy  honest  rights  against  al]  oup 
And  should  it  chanoe,  that  all  the 
Turn  froui  thee,  by  ourselves  we 
Thy  faithful  soldiers,  and,  as  is  oi 
Far  rather  let  ourselves  be  cut  to 
Than  Buffer  thee  to  fAll.  But  if  i 
As  the  emperor's  letter  says,  if  it 

.Thst  thou  in  traitorous  wiae  wilt 
To  tlie  enemy,  which  God  in  hear 
Then  we  too  will  forsake  thee,  an< 
That  letter 

WALLXNBr 
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Ye  think,  and  do  not  follow  with  the  lierd : 
And  therefore  have  I  always  showti  you  honor 
Above  all  others,  Buffered  you  to  reason ; 
Have  treated  you  as  free  men,  and  my  orders 
Were  but  tlie  echoeu  of  your  prior  suffrage. 

Moat  fair  and  noble  has  thy  conduct  been 

To  us,  my  general!     With  thy  confidence 

Tlioij  lias  honored  us,  and  shown  us  grace  and  favor 

Ilcyonil  all  other  re^unents  ;  and  thou  seest 

We  follow  not  the  Common  herd.     We  will 

Stanil  by  thee  faithfully.     Speak  but  one  word  — 

Thy  word  shall  satisfy  us  that  it  is  not 

A  treason  which  thou  medltatesl  —  that 

Thou  meanest  not  to  lead  the  anny  over 

To  the  enemy ;  nor  e'er  betray  thy  country. 

M- ALLEN  STEIN. 

Me,  rne  are  they  betraying.     The  emperor 

Hath  fl.ipriliced  mo(o  my  enemies. 

And  I  must  fall,  unless  my  gallant  troops 

Will  rescue  me.     See !     1  confide  in  you. 

And  bo  your  hearts  my  stronghold  !    At  this  breast 

The  aim  is  taken,  at  this  hoary  head. 

This  is  your  Sjianish  gratitude,  this  is  onr 

Keqnital  for  that  mnrdorous  fight  at  T.atzen  I 

For  this  we  threw  the  naked  breast  against 

The  halbert,  made  for  this  the  frozen  earth 

Our  bed,  and  the  hard  stone  our  pillow  1  never  stream 

Too  rapid  for  us,  nor  wood  too  impervious ; 

With  cheerful  spirit  we  pursued  that  blansfeldt 

Through  all  the  turns  and  windinirs  of  his  flight  w 

Yea,  our  whole  life  was  but  one  restless  march  : 

And  homeless,  as  the  stirring  wind,  we  travelled 

O'er  the  war-wasted  earth.    And  now,  even  now, 

That  we  have  well-nigh  finished  the  hard  toil, 

Tlie  unthankful,  the  curse-laden  toil  of  weapons, 

With  faithful  indefatigable  arm 

Have  rolled  the  heavy  war-load  up  the  hill. 

Behold  !  this  boy  of  the  emperor's  bears  awft; 

The  honors  of  the  peace,  an  easy  prize  I 


^  ^        ^  /  S  «  V. 


^        P^  \«  V        VI 


With  f;mu',  sljall  cm!  this  \\:u\  tl 
Thou  h'fuli'st  us  out  to  tlic*  hlood 
Of  «U*:ith  ;  tlmu  :in<l  no  otlicr  shi 
lifjoicinur,  to  till'  h)Vrly  phiins  of 
Sli.-ilt  share  witli  us  i\w  fruits  of 

\vaijj:nstki> 

What!  Think  you  thtii  at  leni^tl 
To  enjoy  the  fruits  of  toil  ?  Beli 
Xever,  no  never,  will  you  see  th 
Of  tiie  contest !  you  and  nie,  am 
This  war  will  swallow  uj> !  Wa 
Is  Austria's  wish  ;  and  therefore 
Endeavored  after  peace,  therefor 
For  what  cares  Austria  how  lon«i 
Wears  out  the  armies  and  lays  \^ 
She  will  hut  wax  and  ijrow  amid 
And  still  win  new  domains. 
[  77*6'  Ci:ik.vssip:ks  t\rpress  aqit 

Ye 
A  nolde  ra^je  flash  from  your  eyt 
Oh,  that  my  spirit  might  ])<)ssess 
DarinsT  as  once  it  led  vou  to  the 
Ye  would  stand  hv  me  with  v<>ui 
Protect  me  in  mv  riijrhts  :  an<i  tl 
Bi^  think  not  that  you  can  accoi 
Your  scanty  number !  to  no  ]>urj 


I    ■    ««    •  •   .-X        .«#««»••■  -k-m    r%  .-*  f\         «>r.«-«         «. 
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ANSPESSADB, 

Tia  then  but  tncre  appearances  wfaich  thon 
DoBt  put  on  with  the  Swede  I    Thou'lt  not  betray 
The  emperor?    Wilt  uot  turn  us  into  Swedes? 
This  is  the  only  thing  which  we  desire 
To  learn  from  thee. 

WAI,1JJNBTRIN. 

What  care  I  for  the  Swedes? 
I  hate  them  as  I  hate  the  pit  of  hell. 
And  under  Providence  I  trust  right  soon 
To  chase  them  to  their  homes  across  their  Baltic 
My  cares  are  only  for  the  whole :  I  have 
A  heart  —  it  bleede  williin  me  for  the  miseries    > 
And  piteous  groanings  of  my  fellow-Germans. 
Ye  are  but  common  men,  but  yet  ye  think 
With  minds  not  common  ;  ye  appear  to  me 
Worthy  before  all  others,  that  I  whisper  thee 
A  little  word  or  two  in  confidence! 
Hee  now  !  already  for  full  fifteen  years, 
The  war-torch  has  continued  burning,  yet 
No  rest,  no  panse  of  conflict.'    Swede  and  German, 
Papist  and  Lutheran !  neither  will  give  way 
To  the  other ;  every  hand's  against  the  other. 
Eacli  one  is  party  and  no  one  a  judge. 
Where  sliall  this  end  ?    Where's  he  that  will  anravel 
This  tangle,  ever  tangling  more  and  more 
It  must  be  cut  asunder. 
I  feel  that  I  am  the  man  of  destiny, 
And  trust,  with  your  assistance,  to  accomplish  it. 

SCBNK  XVI. 
To  these  enter  Butler. 
BUTLER  {paanottately). 
General  1  this  is  not  right  I 

WALLEMBTEIX. 

What  is  not  right? 

BUTLER. 

It  must  needs  injure  us  with  all  honest  men.  — 
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It  ia  an  open  proclamation 
Of  ioaurrection. 


Well,  well — bat  what  is  itP 

BUTLBB. 

Coant  Terzky'a  regimenta  tear  the  imperial  eagle 
From  oS  his  banners,  and  instead  of  it 
Have  reared  aloft  their  arms. 

AM8PBS8ADK  (abrrqjtiy  to  the  Cuirabsisss). 
Kight  about  I    March  I 

WALI.ENSTEIN. 

Cursed  be  this  counsel,  and  nccui'sed  who  gave  it! 

[  To  the  Ct'iRASfiiERs,  vho  are  retiring. 
Halt,  children,  hull !     ThereV  Home  itiistalce  in  thi^; 
Hark !    F  will  jmiiish  it  severely.     Stop  ! 
They  do  uot  hear.     {To  Ii.lo).     Go  after  them,  assure 

them, 
And  bring  them  back  to  inej  coat  what  it  may. 

[Illo  hurries  out. 
This  hurls  U8  headlong.    Butler!  Butler! 
Yoii  arc  my  evil  genius,  wherefore  must  yon 
Announce  it  in  their  jiresenee  ?    It  was  all 
In  a  fair  way-     They  were  half  won  I  those  madmen 
With  their  miprovidcnt  over-readinese  — 

■I  game  \a  Fortune  playinp  with  me. 


Scene  XVII. 

To  theseenter  the  Dl'chkss,  Wi«  rushes  into  the  chamber; 
TiiEKLA  Will  the  CovsTEss/olloio  her, 

DUCHKSS, 

O  Albrecbtl 
What  hast  thou  done? 
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WALLENSTEIN. 

Ani]  DOW  comes  this  beside. 

COUNTESS. 

Forgave  me,  brother !     It  waa  not  in  my  power  — 
They  Icoow  all. 

DUCtlEBS. 

What  bast  thou  done 

C'OUNTKSB  (to  TERZKY). 

Is  there  no  hope  ?    Is  all  lost  utterly  ? 

TERZKY. 

I  All  lost.    No  hope.    Prague  in  the  emperor's  bands. 
The  soldiery  have  taken  their  oaths  anew. 

<;OUt(TES8. 

That  lurking  hypocrite,  Octavio ! 
Count  Max.  is  off  too. 


Where  can  he  be?    He's 
Gone  over  to  the  emperor  with  his  father. 

[Thkkla  rushes  out  into  tlte  arms  of  her  mother, 
hiding  her  face  in  her  bosom, 
DUCHESS  {enfolding  her  in  her  arms). 
Unhappy  child!  and  more  unhappy  mother! 
WALLENSTElN  (aeide  to  teezkt). 
Quick  I     Let  a  cnn-ia<re  stan<l  in  readiness 
In  the  court  behind  the  palace.     Scherfenbei^, 
Be  their  attendant ;  he  is  faithful  to  us. 
To  Egra  he'll  conduct  them,  and  we  follow. 

5  To  Illo,  who  returns. 
5, ,... 

ILT,0. 

Ilear'st  thou  the  uproar? 
The  whole  corps  of  the  Pappenheimers  is 
Drawn  out :  the  younger  Piccolomini, 
Their  colonel,  they  rei^uire  :  for  they  affirm, 
That  he  is  in  the  palace  here,  a  prisoner; 
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And  if  thou  dost  not  instantly  deliver  him, 
They  vill  find  means  to  free  him  with  Uie  sword. 

{^Att  stand  amaztd. 

TEBZKY. 

What  ahall  we  make  of  thisF 

WALLBN8TEIN. 

Said  I  not  so  r 

0  my  prophetic  heart  I  he  is  still  here. 

He  has  not  betrayed  me  —  he  could  not  betray  me. 

1  never  doubt«d  of  it. 

COUNTESS, 

If  he  be 
Still  here,  then  all  goes  well ;  for  I  know  what  ' 

l^Emirracing  Tbbela. 
Will  keep  him  here  forever. 

TERZKY. 

It  can't  be. 
His  father  lias  betrayed  us,  is  gone  over 
To  the  emperor  — the  son  could  not  Lave  ventured 
To  stay  behiml. 

TfiKKLA  (?ier  eyeJLeedon  tfi€  door). 
There  lie  is  ! 

J  Scene  XVIII. 

To  these  enter  Max.  Piccolomimi. 

Yes,  here  he  is !     I  can  endure  no  longer 

To  creep  on  tiptoe  round  this  house,  and  lurk 

In  ambush  for  a  favorable  moment : 

This  loitering,  this  suspense  exceeds  my  powers. 

[^Adoaitcitiff  to  Tiiekla,  teko  has  throton  herself 
into  her  mother's  artns. 
Turn  not  thine  eyes  away.     O  look  upon  me  ! 
Confess  it  freely  before  all.     Fear  no  one. 
Let  who  will  bear  that  we  both  love  each  other. 
Wherefore  continue  to  conoeal  it?     Secrecy 
Is  for  the  happy  —  misery,  hopeless  misery. 
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Keedcth  no  veil !  Beneath  a  thousand  enna 
It  dares  act  openly. 

[_Me  obnerres  the  Countess  looking  on  Theki^ 
with  ecrpreseiona  of  triumph. 
No,  lady !     No  ! 
Kxpect  not,  hope  it  not.     I  am  not  come 
To  stay  ;  to  bid  farewell,  farewell  forever. 
For  thia  i  come  !     Tis  over  !  I  nnist  leave  thee  I 
Thekla,  I  must — rmist  leave  thee!     Yet  thy  hatred 
Let  inc  not  take  with  me.     I  pray  thee,  grant  me 
One  look  of  sympathy,  only  one  look. 
Say  that  tliou  dust  not  hate  me.    Say  it  to  me,  Thekla ! 
[  Graspa  her  hand, 

0  God  !  I  cannot  leave  this  spot —  I  cannot ! 
Cannot  let  eo  this  hand.  O  U'U  mo,  Thekla! 
That  thou  dost  suffi-r  with  me,  art  convinced 
That  I  cannot  act  otherwise. 

[TiiKKLA,  avoiding  his  look,  points  with  her  hand 
to  her  father.     Max.  tvmt  rovndto  the  Ddke, 
whotn  he  had  not  till  then  perceived. 
Thou  here?    It  was  not  thon  whom  here  I  sought. 

1  tinsted  never  more  to  have  beheld  thee. 
My  business  is  with  her  alone.     Here  will  I 
Receive  a  full  ac(|uiltal  from  this  heart ; 
For  any  other  I  am  no  more  concerned. 

WALLKN  STEIN. 

Think'st  thou  that,  fool-hkc,  I  shall  let  thee  go, 

And  act  the  niock-magnanimous  with  thee? 

Thy  father  is  become  a  villain  to  me; 

I  hold  thee  for  his  son,  and  nothinfr  more : 

Nor  to  no  purpose  shalt  thon  have  been  given 

Into  my  power.    Think  not,  that  I  will  honor 

That  ancient  love,  which  so  remor-felessly 

He  man[fle<l.    TLcy  are  now  passed  by,  those  hours 

Of  friendship  and  foigiveness.     Hate  and  vengeance 

Succeed  —  'tis  now  their  turn  —  I  too  can  throw 

All  feelings  of  the  man  aside  —  can  prove 

Myself  as  much  a  monster  as  thy  father  1 
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MAX.  (cfdnUy). 
Thou  will  proceed  witli  me  ."w  thou  hast  power. 
Thou  knowest  I  neitlier  brave  nor  fear  thy  rage. 
VVhat  1)09  detained  nte  here,  that  too  thou  knowest. 

[  Takitiff  TiiEKLA  by  the  fund. 
Soo,  duke  !     All  —  all  would  I  have  owed  to  tliee, 
Would  have  received  from  thy  paternal  hand 
The  lot  of  blessed  spirits.     This  hasf  thou 
Laid  waste  forever  —  that  concerns  not  thee. 
Initiifererit  thou  traniplcst  in  the  dust 
Their  hiippincss  wlio  most  are  thine.     The  god 
Wliom  thou  dost  serve  is  no  benignant  deity. 
Like  as  the  blind,  irroconcihible. 
Fierce  (.■lemnnt,  inc^kpable  of  compact. 
Thy  heart's  wild  impulse  only  dost  tliou  follow.* 


•  1  h»Ta  here  Tentnrpd  t"  oiiill  a  oniioi<U<riililo  niiiiilHT  of  1 
1  ahnnlil  n'll  liBV«  <b<ti<i  nniiwi  hml  1  Uih*-!!  tliit  llliiriy  more  1 
IwnreVBr.  lucumbeiil .« in.;  f.  gire  tht  .>riKiiiiU.  wUU  a  hura 

Inee.    KearthM 

"  W.h  daiirii,  illir  tmt  I>li'li  vmriuin.  an  IMeh 
IHc Klnlirf  llUIte  ihrm  ItlUikot  li'liiiFU, 
lM<.r\t.  vim  (kliKT  wlWliflK-ii  (le-t»lt. 

"  Ihi  arliilikTKt  i\Ai 

KKWllIWllMt,  <«  illL „ 

lu  iliPiwr  MohviirKCn  ni-u 

UI>,  iiilch  lull  nmii'nknniii  intiunlii ! 

I>vr  Alwniiul  >l-ii  vi'rH<:rklFii(eii  ili>r  {1,.~...., 

I>cn  l.lljiKiikniiilii9iUni  liw»uf,  nnil  «tellt"  llin 

I>»rEiail«'Mw:ht'iu'[ 
Itvii  ItwriLikrn  ua(  »i 


AliPrPUIIilauiai-liiirSFlIr.  '  ....  .^...„. 
IHtr  Eiailv  Miuiht  lu  irriiarMifbii !     Ipb  nig 


in  nirinn'  Lli^tir  Ilj 


"Aim!  fnr  tlinne  wlin  \Aiar  l-hi-lr  wtillilenm;  .in  tlipi-.  hbbIiiM  lli«  Iran  the 
•eonre  but  of  tbolr  Inrlnnc,  nlluriil  by  tby  tmniitbibli-  furm.  Snddt-ulT.  nn»i. 
I>tvi»llf .  In  »  miimnnt  mill  lu  nliilii.  tb.-iv  I*  a  rmneuMtlon  In  the  tiraeh- 
oniDi  cntf  i.r  lift-!  li  i)litpliiire.-i  liH-ir  wim  ranlui;  mnw.nnd  away  mm  all 

tlw  pfintatlo I  m>»  .IrlTm  tin-  wiM  mrani  In  triablful  deraataUoa. 

rt  piirlnTlnti  tbi'fiithi>r>1ii>arl!  ah  than  deurlkcM. 
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WALLKJfSTKIN. 

Tlioii  art  describing  tliy  own  fatliei-'a  heart. 

Tlie  a<)der!    Oh,  the  charms  of  hell  o'erpowered  me 

He  dwelt  within  me,  to  my  inmost  soul 

Still  to  and  fro  he  jiassed,  suf>|>eeted  never. 

On  the  wide  ocean,  in  the  starry  heaveo 

I>id  mine  eyes  seek  the  enemy,  whom  I 

In  my  heart's  heart  had  folded !     Hail  I  been 

To  Ferdinand  what  Octavio  was  to  me, 

War  liad  I  ne'er  denounced  against  him.     No, , 

1  never  could  have  done  it.     The  emperor  was 

My  austere  master  only,  not  my  friend. 

There  was  already  war  'twixt  him  and  me 

When  he  delivered  the  rommander's  staff 

Into  my  hands ;  for  there's  a  natural 

Unceasing  war  'twixt  cunning  and  suspicion ; 

I'eace  exists  only  betwixt  confidence 

And  faith.     Who  poisons  confidence,  he  murders 

The  future  generations. 

T  will  not 
Defend  my  father.     Woe  is  me,  I  cannot! 
Hard  deeiis  and  iucklesa  have  taken  place ;  one  crime 
Drags  after  it  the  other  in  close  link. 
But  we  are  innocent :  how  have  we  fallen 
Into  this  circle  of  mishap  and  guilt? 
To  whom  have  we  been  faithless?     Wlierefore  must 
The  evil  deeds  and  guilt  re(-i|irocal 
'  Of  our  two  fathers  twine  like  serpents  round  us  ? 

Why  must  our  fathers' 
Unconquerable  hate  rend  us  asunder, 
Who  love  each  other? 

WALLKNSTEIN. 

Max.,  remain  with  me. 
Go  you  not  from  me.  Max.!    Hark  !    I  will  tell  thee  — 

tb«  apirlla,  tb«  most  iktlful  In  lira.  Hud  placed  him  u  ■  Iriend  by  my  >l<le. 
Who  mny  wlCliilnii'l  tlie  powvr  cif  licll?  I  took  tlic-  bullilk  to  my  boKHn, 
■wMh  my  hpnrt's  hlood  1  nnurlnheil  hliii ;  he  ■iickcil  hlnwelf  gluCfull  at  tbs 
bresalaor  my  Lotp.  1  iwwrr  liiirh-iriKl  t'vil  tnwnnlK  him;  wide  open  did  1  leait 

slwrThBHton.elc."  We  fliia  aJilBiullyiu  beliefiiiB  Ihia  to  taTe  Wnwrttleu 
by  Schiller, 
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How  when  at  Prague,  our  winter  quarters,  thou 

Wert  brought  hito  my  lent  a  tender  boy, 

Not  yet  accustomed  to  the  Ueruian  winters  j 

Thy  hand  was  frozen  to  the  heavy  colors; 

Thou  wouldnt  not  let  them  go. 

At  that  time  did  I  take  thee  in  my  arms, 

And  with  my  mantle  did  I  cover  thee ; 

I  wns  thy  nurse,  no  woman  could  have  been 

A  kinder  to  thee  ;  I  waa  not  aahanied 

To  do  for  thee  all  little  offices, 

However  atrangcto  me;  1  tended  thee 

Till  life  returned  ;  and  when  thine  eyes  first  opened, 

I  had  tbee  in  my  arms.     Since  then,  wlien  have 

Altered  my  feelings  toward  thee?     Many  thousands 

Have  I  made  rich,  pre^ientrd  them  with  lands; 

Rewarded  them  with  dignities  and  honors; 

Thee  have  1  loved ;  my  heart,  my  self,  I  gave 

To  thee  ;     They  all  were  aliens :"  thou  wert 

Ourchitd  and  inmate.*  Max.!  Thou  canst  not  leave  me; 

It  cannot  be ;  I  may  not,  will  not  think 

That  Max.  can  leave  me. 

UAX. 

Oh,  my  God  I 

WALI.KNSTEIN 

I  have 
Held  and  sustained  thee  from  thy  tottering  childhood. 
What  holy  bond  is  there  of  natural  love, 
What  human  tic  that  does  not  knit  thee  to  me? 
I  love  thee,  Max. !     What  diil  tliy  father  for  thee. 
Which  I  too  have  not  done,  to  the  height  of  duty  ? 
Go  hence,  forsake  me,  serve  thy  em|»eror ; 
He  will  reward  thee  witli  a  pretty  chain 
Of  gold  ;  with  his  ram's  fleece  will  he  reward  thee  ; 
For  that  liic  friend,  the  father  of  thy  youth, 

r.tnslitlon  at  tha  affectionftla  ilmpUeltf 

!»<■  Blip  wnrrn  Frpinillinge,  Du  vsrat 
!>»•  Kinil  cics  HmiseB. 
1  the  whole  speech  ia  in  th«  bett  M;  1«  ol  Huibiger.      O  ti  lif 
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For  that  tlic  holiest  feeling  of  humanity, 
Was  nothing  worth  to  thee, 

MAX. 

O  God !  how  can  I 
Do  otherwise.     Am  I  not  forced  to  do  it, 
My  oath  —  my  duty  —  my  honor 

WA1.LBN8TEIS. 

How?    Thy  duty? 
Duty  to  whom  ?     Who  art  thou  ?    Mait. !  bethink  thee 
What  duties  may'st  thon  have?     If  1  am  acting 
A  criminal  part  toward  the  emperor. 
It  is  my  crime,  not  thine.     Dost  thou  belong 
To  thine  own  self?     Art  thou  thine  own  commander? 
Stand'st  Ihou,  like  me,  a  freeman  in  the  wodd. 
That  in  thy  actions  thou  Hhonldet  plead  free  agency  ? 
On  me  thou  art  planted,  I  am  thv  emperor ; 
To  obey  me,  to  belong  to  me,  this  is 
Thy  honor,  this  a  law  of  nature  to  thee  I 
And  if  the  planet  on  the  which  thou  Itvest 
And  hast  thy  dwelling,  from  its  orbit  starts 
It  is  not  in  thy  choice,  whether  or  no 
Tbou'lt  follow  it.     Unfelt  it  whirls  ihee  onward 
Tt^ther  with  his  ring,  and  all  his  moons. 
With  little  guilt  stcppest  thou  into  this  contest; 
Thee  will  the  woild  not  censure,  it  will  praise  thee, 
For  that  thou  held'st  thy  friend  more  worth  to  thee 
Than  names  and  influences  more  removed 
For  justice  ia  the  virtue  of  the  ruler, 
AffcctioD  and  fidelity  the  subject's. 
Not  every  one  doth  it  beseem  to  question 
The  far-off  high  Arcturns,     Most  securely 
Wilt  thou  pursue  the  nearest  duty  :  let 
The  pilot  fix  hb  eye  upon  the  pole-star. 

SCKNE  XIX. 
To  these  enter  Neumann. 

WALLEN8TEIH. 


TIIK    UEATtl    OK    WALLEKSTEIN. 


The  Papiiuiilii^imers  nrt^  dismotmted} 
And  are  advaneiug  now  on  foot,  dctern lined 
With  Bwoi'il  ill  blind  lo  alurin  iLe  liodee,  and  free 
The  oount,  their  colonel. 

WAJJ.KNSTKIN  (tO  TZUZKY). 

Have  the  cniinon  plantc<1. 
I  will  receive  them  witli  ohain-stiut. 

[Beit  T 
Prescribe  to  me  with  sword  in  hand  !     Go,  Nbunianik|Q 
Ti.-i  luy  command  that  tbey  rctrual  this  luomool. 
And  in  their  ranks  in  silence  wait  my  ploatiure. 

[NsuMAMN  exit-     Illo  8t^8  to  the  » 


COUNTS  S9. 
Let  hirn  iio,  I  entreat  thee,  let  him  go. 

^ 

11,1.0  (;/.  the  irimfow). 
JIcllan.liHTditiun! 

What  is  it? 

i[.[.i>. 
■They  e."ilo  tho  couti.'il-lion.,.,  the  roof's  11, 
They  lovi^l  !it  lliis  hoy^fi  tliv  i-:uiiiou  — 

1  covered, 

MAX. 

Madmen 

TKcy  aru  making'  [irfpamtioiis  now  to  fire 

on  »8. 

Merciful  liuavcn  ! 

J.it  Mir  ;;<>  tolliom! 

«-.\Ll.l!\STi;i>J. 

MAX.  (p,.,;,/;,.,,  to  t[ii.:ki.\  a,,,}  Ihc 

Not  ft  step 

nuciiEss), 
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WALLEN8TKIN. 

What  tidings  bringest  thou,  Terzky  ? 


■     SCBNK  XX. 
To  these  Terzky  retuming 


Message  and  greeting  from  our  faithful  regiraeDts. 
Their  ardor  may  noTongurbe  curbed  in. 
They  entreat  perinisHion  to  commence  the  attack ; 
And  if  thou  wouldat  but  give  the  word  of  onset 
Tliey  could  now  cliai-ge  the  enemy  in  rear, 
Into  the  city  wedge  them,  and  witli  ease 
O'erpower  them  in  the  narrow  sti'eets. 
iixo. 

Oh  come 
Let  not  their  ardor  cool.    The  soldiery 
Of  Butler's  corps  stand  by  us  faithfully ; 
We  are  the  greater  number.    Let  us  charge  them 
And  finish  here  in  PiUen  the  revolt. 

WALLKNSTKIN. 

What  ?  shall  this  town  become  a  field  of  slaughter, 

And  brother-killing  discord,  fire-eyed, 

Be  let  loose  through  its  Blreels  to  roam  and  rage  ? 

Shall  the  decision  be  delivered  over 

To  deaf  remorseless  r^e,  that  hears  no  leader? 

Here  is  not  room  for  battle,  only  for  butchery. 

Well,  let  it  be !     I  have  long  thought  of  it, 

So  lei  it  bui-st  then  ! 

[  Tiirtia  to  Max. 
Well,  how  is  it  witli  thee? 
Wilt  thou  attempt  a  heat  with  me.     Away  ! 
Thou  art  free  to  go.     Oppose  thyself  to  me. 
Front  against  front,  and  losd  them  to  the  battle ; 
Tliou'rt  skilled  in  war,  thou  hast  learned  somewhat  under 

me, 
I  need  not  be  ashamed  of  my  opponent, 
And  never  hadst  thou  fairer  opportunity 
To  pay  me  for  thy  schooling. 


True  to  the  emperor;  mm  tuio  r. 
Make  good,  or  perish      More  tu 

Kequires  of  me.     I  will  not  iight 
Unless  compelled  ;  for  tliough  ai 
Thy  head  is  holy  to  me  still, 
[  Tico  reports  of  cannon.     1 
to  the  wiiulow, 

WALLKNSTEi: 

What's  that  ? 

TERZKY. 

He  falls. 

WALLENSTBl] 

Falls! 

ILLO. 

Discharged  the  ordnance. 

wallenste: 
Upc 

ILLO. 

Your  messenger. 

WALLENSTEIN  {st^ 

Ila !    Death 
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ILLO. 

Not  yet,  my  general! 
Oh,  hold  him !  hold  him  ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Leave  me 


MAX. 

Do  it  not ; 
Not  yet !     This  rash  and  bloody  deed  has  thrown  them 
Into  a  frenzy-fit  —  allow  them  time 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Away !  too  long  already  have  I  loitered. 
They  are  emboldened  to  these  outrages, 
Beholding  not  my  face.     They  shall  beliold 

My  countenance,  shall  hear  my  voice 

Are  they  not  my  troops  ?     Am  I  not  their  general. 

And  their  long-feared  connnander!     Let  me  see, 

Whether  indeed  Uiey  do  no  longer  know 

That  countenance  which  was  their  sun  in  battle  I 

From  the  balcony  (mark!)  I  show  myself 

To  these  rebellious  forces,  and  at  once 

Revolt  is  mounded,  and  the  high-swollen  current 

Shrinks  back  into  tlie  old  bed  of  obedience. 

[JSuf^  WALLENSTEIN ;  Illo,  Tebzky,  and  Butler 

Scene  XXI. 

Countess,  Duchess,  Max.,  atid  Thekla. 

COUNTESS  (to  the  duchess). 
Let  them  but  see  him  —  there  is  hope  still,  sister. 

DUCHESS. 

Hope  !  I  have  none ! 

Max.  (toho  during  the  last  scene  has  been  standing  at  a 
distance y  in  a  visible  struggle  offediugs  (uHoances). 

This  can  I  not  endure. 
With  most  determined  soul  did  I  come  hither ; 
My  purposed  action  seemed  unblamable 
To  my  own  conscience  —  and  I  must  stand  here 
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Like  one  abhorred,  a  Imri],  inhuman  being: 
Yea,  longed  with  tlie  curse  of  al)  I  love  1 
Must  see  all  whom  I  love  in  this  sore  anguish. 
Whom  I  with  one  word  can  make  happy  —  01 
My  heart  revolts  within  me,  and  two  voices 
Make  themselves  audible  within  my  bosom. 
My  soul's  benighted  ;  I  no  longer  can 
Distinguish  the  right  track.     Oli,  well  and  trnlj 
Didst  thou  say,  father,  I  relied  too  much 
On  my  own  heart.    My  mind  moves  to  and  fro  — 
I  know  not  what  to  do. 


What !  you  know  not  ? 
Does  not  yonr  own  lieart  tell  you  ?    Oh  !  then  I 
Will  tell  it  yoH.     Your  father  is  a  traitor, 
A  friglitfnl  traitor  to  us  —  he  has  plotted 
Against  oitr  gi'neral's  life,  has  plunged  us  all 
In  misery  —  and  you're  his  son  !     'Tis  yours 
To  make  the  amends.     Miike  you  the  son's  tidelitj 
Outweigli  the  father's  trc.ison,  that  the  name 
Of  Piccolomini  bo  not  a  proverb 
Of  infamy,  a  lommoii  form  of  cursing 
To  the  posterity  of  Wallenstein. 


Where  is  that  voire  of  truth  whirh  I  dare  follow  I 
It  Bpeaks  no  longer  in  my  heart.     We  all 
But  utter  what  our  pasiiioiiiitc  wishes  dictate: 
Oh  that  an  angel  would  descend  from  heaven, 
And  scooj)  for  mo  the  riglit,  the  uncorruiited. 
With  a  pure  hand  from  the  pure  Fount  of  light. 

[JIls  t;/eit  glance  on  Tiiekla. 
What  other  angel  s«>ck  I  ?     To  this  heart, 
To  this  unerring  heart,  will  I  submit  it; 
Will  ask  thy  love,  which  hns  the  power  to  bless 
The  happy  nmii  alone,  averted  ever 
From  tlie  disquieted  and  guilty  —  canst  thou 
Still  love  me,  if  I  stay  ?     Say  that  tliou  canst, 
And  I  am  the  dnkc's 
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COUNTESS. 

Think,  niece 

MAI. 

Tliink  nothing,  Theklat 
Speak  what  thou  feeleet. 

COUNTESS. 

Think  upon  your  father, 

MAX. 

T  (li<1  not  question  thee,  as  Friedtand'g  daughter. 

Thee,  tiie  Wloved  and  tlie  unciTiui;  God 

Witliin  iliy  heart,  I  question.     What's  at  stake  ? 

Not  whether  iliadem  of  royalty 

Be  to  be  won  or  not  — that  inii^htcBt  thou  tliink  on. 

TIty  friend,  and  Ids  ooul's  iinict  »re  at  etake  : 

The  fortune  of  n  thousand  gallant  men. 

Who  will  all  follow  me;  shall  I  forswear 

My  oath  and  duty  to  tlie  einpenjr? 

Say,  shall  I  send  into  Oi-tavio's  camp 

The  parncidal  ball  ?     For  when  the  hall 

Has  left  its  cannon,  and  is  on  its  flight, 

It  is  no  longer  a  dead  itistrutiient ! 

It  lives,  a  spirit  passes  into  it ; 

The  avenging  furies  seiwj  posseBsion  of  it, 

And  with  sure  malice,  guide  it  the  worst  way. 

TIIEKL.V. 

Oh!  Max. 

MAX.  {interriipti7iy  fter). 
Nay,  not  precipitately  either,  Tliekla. 
I  understand  thee.    To  thy  noble  heart 
The  hardest  duly  niijjht  appear  the  highest. 
The  human,  not  ttie  i-n-.it  p.irl,  would  I  act, 
Kvcn  from  my  childliiHid  to  tlila  pn-sent  honr, 
Thiuk  what  the  ilnke  hiis  <1one  for  me,  how  loved  me 
And  think,  too,  how  my  fiither  has  repaid  him. 
Oh  likewise  the  free  lovely  impulses 
Of  liospitality,  the  pious  friend's 
Faithful  attachment,  these,  too,  are  aboly 
ItcligioD  to  the  heart;  and  heavily 
The  shudderings  of  nature  do  avenge 


Thy  heart's  first  tVeliiig 

COl.NTKS 

(.] 

TIIKKLA 

Is  it  possible,  that  that  can  ho  tl 
The  which  thy  tender  lieart  did 
Detect  and  seize  with  instant  in 
Fulfil  thy  duty  !  I  shouUl  ever 
Whate'er  thou  hast  chosen,  thou 
Nobly  and  worthy  of  thee  —  bu 
Shall  ne'er  disturb  thy  soul's  fai 

MAX. 

Must  leave  thee,  must  part  from 

TIIEKLA 

To  tliinc  own  self,  thou  art  faitli 
If  our  fates  part,  our  hearts  rem 
A  bloody  hatred  will  divide  fore 
The  houses  Piccolomini  ;ind  Frii 
But  we  belong  not  to  our  houses 
Quick  !  quick  I  and  separate  thy 
From  our  unholy  and  unbh»ssed 
Tlie  curse  of  heaven  lies  upon  oi 
'Tis  dedicate  to  ruin.     Kven  nie 


V 
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Scene  XXII. 

To  the  above  enter  Terzky. 

COUNTESS  {meeting  him).  ^ 

What  meant  that  cry  ?    What  was  it  ? 

TEBZKY. 

All  is  lost ! 

COUNTESS. 

What !  they  regarded  not  his  countenance  ? 

TERZKY. 

'Twas  all  in  vain. 

DUCHESS. 

They  shouted  VivcU  I 

TERZKY. 

To  the  emperor. 

COUNTESS. 

The  traitors 

TERZKY.  * 

Nay !  he  was  not  permitted 
Even  to  address  them.     Soon  as  he  began, 
With  deafening  noise  of  warlike  instruments 
They  drowned  his  words.     But  here  he  comes. 

Scene  XXIII. 

To  these  enter  Wallenstein,  accompanied  by  Illo  and 

Butler. 

WALLENSTEIN  (flw  he  enters). 

Terzky  I 

TERZKY. 

My  general ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Let  our  regiments  hold  themselves 
In  readiness  to  march ;  for  we  shall  leave 
Pilsen  ere  evening.  [^Exit  Tkrzky. 

Butler ! 

BUTLER. 

Tes,  my  general. 


THK    IIKATII    OF    WAI.I.ENSTKW. 


WALLKN'RTBIS. 

The  Governor  of  Egra  is  your  friend 
And  countryman.     Write  tiitn  hialimtly 
By  a  post  courier.     He  must  be  ndviswl, 
That  we  are  with  him  cariy  on  the  morrow. 
You  follow  us  yourstilf,  jour  legimvnt  with  yon, 

BL'Tl.KK. 

It  shall  be  done,  my  general  1 
WAi.i.KMHTUiN  Utrp*  htUmXn  max.  nnt/rtiKKLA,  who  h 
rftnitiiftJ  tturi/iff  thin  tinf  m  fic^  olher"*  arin»). 
Tart ! 

MAX. 

OGodl 
[CuiBARHisiu  mtarvith  drawi  Mnrds^un^  aeaa 
ifi  t/M  baekffroutiH.     At  tha  aittM  t6m  lAere  i 

/,..,„-.//.,..,>    h.l ,„.   .im-iU:!  p.J....; 

the  I'liiqi'iihtiiii    March,  ir/iic/i  seem   to  ttdili-eaa 

;.STKI.\  (to  the  ruiHAssiERs), 
at  liberty  :   I  kt'e|>  him 

•ifij,  (Old  sliiiiifg  so  (hat  Max.  cannot 
II  It'll-  ii}-j-ro<uh  (At  I'ltixcKsa. 


Ileivheia,  heis 
No  Ioniser. 

[Ih   t.n;.s  i,.^ 
jxtss  by  hi. 


Thou  know'st  that  I  hnvo  nut  vet  leamt  to  live 
Without  tlico!   I  jro  forth  inloa  .U'sert, 
Leaving  my  :ill  hfliiml  inv.      Oh,  ih>  not  tuiu 
Tiiino  I'vi's  www  friiTii  me !     Oh,  once  more  show  me 
Thv  ('vi>r  .h'.'ir  ini^l  h.-imrr.l  .■uinitrn^inoe. 

[Ma\.  ,iii..,.,.t^  h.  t.ik,'  hh  huii.l.  but  is  rq>eneil:  he 

l^  Ih.'Vi'  -JO  vv  tliHl  li;ts  11  hi.tk  of   i-ity  for  me? 

[  Tl..:  ('..rsi  i;,ss  titfus  tiimy  from  him  ;  he  turns  to 

(hn  l)l(Il|.:-.S. 

My  niothf^r! 

nucHEss. 
(io  wh<'re  .hity  cnlls  you.     Haply 
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A  true  friend,  a  good  angel  at  the  tbrone 
Of  the  emperor. 

MAX. 

You  give  rae  hope ;  you  tronld  not 
Suffer  me  wholly  to  despair.     No !  no ! 
Mine  is  a  certain  luisery.     Thanks  to  heaven  ! 
That  offers  nie  »  ineans  of  ciiiling  it. 

[The  militttri/  tinisic  beifint  ai/ttin.     TTie  stage ^ia 
more  and  mora  vith  atittetl  men.     Max.   see$ 
BuTi.sB  and  addre'«e«  Aim. 
And  you  here,  Colonel  Kiitler —  and  will  yon 
Not  follow  mo  ?     Well,  tlxiii,  lemain  more  faithful 
To  your  new  loril,  than  you  h.ive  proved  yourself 
To  the  emperor.     Come,  Butler !  promise  me. 
Give  me  your  hand  uimju  it,  that  you'll  be 
The  giiardi.iii  of  his  life,  its  shield,  its  watchman. 
He  in  attainted,  .ind  his  ]>rincely  head 
Fair  hooty  for  each  slave  that  trades  in  murder. 
Now  lie  doth  need  the  faithful  eye  of  friendship. 

And  those  whom  here  I  see 

[  Cuslhtff  suepiciottg  lookt  on  I1J.0  aud  Butleb. 

ILLO. 

Go — seek  for  traitors 
In  Gallas*,  in  your  father's  quarters.     Here 
Is  only  one.     Away  !  away  !  and  free  us 
From  his  detested  sight !     Away ! 

[Max.  atlenipts  wire  more  to  approach  Thbkla. 
Wali.knbtein  prevents  him.  Max.  atwuU  irreso- 
lute, and  in  af^xtn-.iit  ani/ttisfi.  In  the  meatitime 
t/ie  stage  JlUs  more  mid  tnore  ;  and  l/ie  koms 
sonwi  _firotn  /Wee  hnuli^  mid  louder,  and  each 
time  (ijier  a  shorter  i/iteriuil. 

MAX. 

Blow,  blow  !     Oh,  were  it  hul  the  Swedish  trumpets, 
And  all  tiie  naked  swords,  which  I  see  here, 
Were  plunged  into  my  breast!     What  purpose  you? 
You  come  to  tear  me  from  this  place !    Beware, 
Ye  drive  me  not  to  desperation.    Do  it  not ! 
Ye  may  repent  It ! 

[  77ie  stage  is  entirely  filled  wit/i  armed  men. 


I  lie  iurnts  (.1/  11^'^  .,v.v,..,, - 

ami  violent  worejHtfU  (nn 
thty  stfrroiind  hitff^  ^'''<^  ^ 
tuniidt.  Wau>:nstkin' 
TiiKKLA  siuks  into  her  tno 
tain  falls.  The  music  hi 
poweriuf/,  ami  passes  into 

the  iyrcheatra  joins  it  — 

the  interval  betioeeti  the  «« 

ACT  IV. 

SCKXE   I. 

The  Burgomaster's  he 
BUTLER  U^i»t  ar 
Here  then  he  is  by  his  destiny  co 
Here,  Fricdland  1  and  no  further 
Thy  meteor  rose,  traversed  the  si 
And  here  upon  the  borders  of  Be 

Must  sink. 

Thou  hast  forsworn 

Blind  man  !  yet  trustost  to  thy  :i 
Profaner  of  the  altar  an<l  the  hea 
Against  thv  emperor  and  fellow- 
Thou  meanest  to  wai,^'  the  war. 
The  evil  spirit  of  revenirc  in»]>t'li 
Beware  thou,  that  revenge  desti 
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His  princely  lieait  attainted  <     Oh,  my  God  t 
Tell  me,  general,  I  implore  tlice,  tell  me 
In  full,  of  all  those  saa  evotita  at  Pilsen. 

BUTLZB. 

You  have  received  the  letter  which  I  sent  yon 
By  a  pout-con  nor? 


Yes :  and  in  obedience  to  it 
Opened  the  stronji^hold  to  him  without  scruple, 
Fur  an  imperial  letter  orders  mc 
To  follow  your  coinmands  implicitly, 
but  yot  foi^ive  me !  when  even  now  I  saw 
The  duke  himself,  my  Bcru]>lcs  recommenced. 
For  truiy,  not  iiko  lui  attainted  man, 
Into  tliis  town  did  Friedland  make  his  entrance; 
His  wonted  majesty  beamed  from  his  brow, 
And  calm,  as  in  the  days  wliou  all  was  right. 
Did  he  receive  from  inc  the  accounts  of  office. 
'Tig  said,  that  fallen  pride  learns  condescensicn. 
But  sparing  and  with  dignity  the  duke 
Weighed  every  syllable  of  approbation, 
As  masters  praise  a  servant  who  has  done 
His  duty  and  no  more. 

RVTLKU. 

'Tis  ail  [jrfcisely 
As  I  related  in  my  .etter.     Friedland 
Haa  sold  the  army  to  the  enemy. 
And  pledged  liimnelf  to  give  up  Prague  and  Egra. 
On  this  report  thu  rcginients  all  forsook  him, 
Tliu  five  excepted    that  belong  to  Terzky, 
And  which  have  followed  him,  as  thou  hast  seen. 
The  sentence  of  attainiler  is  passed  on  him, 
And  evei-j^  ioj-al  subject  is  required 
To  give  him  in  to  justice,  dead  or  living. 

CORDON. 

A  traitor  to  the  emperor.    Such  a  noble  I 

Of  such  high  talents  1     What  is  human  greatnefla  ? 

I  often  said,  this  can't  end  happily. 

His  might.  Ilia  greatness,  and  this  obscure  power 
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Are  but  a.  covci-ecl  pitfall.     The  human  being 

May  not  be  trusted  to  self-government. 

T]ie  clear  and  written  taw,  the  dee[>-trod  footmarks 

Of  ancient  cuBtom,  are  nil  necessary 

To  keep  him  in  the  road  of  faith  and  duty. 

The  authority  intrusted  to  this  man 

Was  unexample<1  and  unnatural, 

It  placed  him  on  a  level  with  his  emperor, 

Till  the  proud  soul  iiidcarned  submission.     Woe  IB  me ! 

I  mourn  for  him !  for  where  he  fell,  I  deem 

Might  none  stniid  firm.    Alas !  dear  general, 

We  in  our  lucky  mediocrity 

Have  ne'er  experienced,  c.innot  ealcnlato. 

What  dangerous  wishes  such  a  height  may  breed 

In  the  heart  of  such  a  man. 

nv.f.KR. 

Spare  your  laments 
Till  ho  noeil  sympiithy;  for  iit  this  jireBcul 
He  is  still  mighty,  ami  still  formidable. 
The  Swedes  advance  to  Egra  by  forced  itiai-clies, 
And  <)uick]y  will  the  junction  be  accomplished. 
This  must  not  bo  !     The  duke  must  never  It'ave 
Tliis  stronghold  on  frt-c  footing ;  for  I  have 
Pledged  life  and  honor  hereto  hoh)  him  prisoner, 
And  your  assistance  'lis  on  whith  I  calculate. 

<i(mooN\ 
O  that  I  had  not  lived  to  see  this  day ! 
From  his  h;ind  I  received  tliis  dignity, 
He  did  himself  intrust  this  stroughoid  to  me, 
Which  I  am  now  reipiireil  to  inaki;  his  dungeon 
We  subalterns  hiive  no  will  of  our  own  : 
The  free,  the  ml-hlv  nimi  :done  mi.v  listen 
To  the  fair  iitipnlsc  of  his  human  nalui-e. 
Ah  !  we  are  but  the  ].,>.>r  tools  of  the  law, 
Obedience  the  sole  virtue  we  dai'c  aim  at! 

BfTI.KR. 

Nay!  let  it  not  afflict  yon,  that  yonr  power 
Is  circumscribed.     Much  liberty,  much  error  1 
The  narrow  path  of  duty  is  securest. 
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And  all  thco  have  deserted  him  you  say? 
He  Lae  built  up  the  luck  of  many  thousands 
For  kingly  was  his  spirit :  his  full  hand 
Was  ever  open!     Many  a  one  from  dust 

[  With  a  sly  glance  on  BuTLBB. 
Hath  he  solectpd,  from  the  very  dust 
Hath  laiiic'l  him  into  dignity  and  lionor. 
And  yet  no  friend,  not  one  friend  hath  he  pnrchaaed. 
Whose  heart  beats  true  to  him  in  the  evil  hour. 

BUTLEB. 

Here's  one,  I  see 

I  have  enjoyed  from  him 
No  grace  or  favor,     I  could  almost  doubt, 
If  ever  in  his  greatness  he  once  thought  on 
An  old  friend  of  his  vouth.     For  still  my  office 
Kept  me  at  dir^tance  from  him ;  and  when  first 
He  to  this  citadel  appointed  me. 
He  was  sincere  and  serionB  in  hia  duty. 
I  do  not  then  abuse  his  confidence, 
If  I  preserve  my  fealty  in  that 
Which  to  my  fealty  was  first  delivered. 

nuTi^B. 
Say,  then,  will  yon  fulfil  the  attainder  on  him, 
And  lend  your  aid  to  take  him  in  arrest? 

OOBDON  ( pauses,  refitting  —  (Aen  tw  in  detp  Section). 
If  it  be  so  —  if  all  be  as  you  say — 
If  he've  betrayed  the  emperor,  his  master. 
Have  sold  the  troops,  have  purjHJsed  to  deliver 
The  strongholds  of  the  country  to  the  enemy  — 
Yea,  truly  !  —  there  is  no  redemption  for  him  ! 
Yet  it  js  hard,  that  me  the  lot  should  destine 
To  be  the  Instrument  of  his  perdition  ; 
For  we  were  pages  at  the  court  of  Bergau 
At  the  same  period;  but  I  was  the  senior. 

BUTLEB. 

I  have  heard  so 
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'Tie  full  Uiirty  years  since  then, 
A  youth  who  .scarce  had  seen  his  tweatietb  year 
Was  Wallenstein,  when  he  and  I  were  friends: 
Yet  even  then  he  had  a  daring  soul : 
His  frame  of  mind  was  serious  and  severe 
Beyond  his  years :  his  dreams  were  of  great  objects 
He  walked  amidst  us  of  a  silent  spirit, 
Commuiiine  with  himself ;  yet  1  have  known  him 
TraDsporte<l  on  a  sudden  into  utterance 
Of  strange  uonceptions ;  kindling  into  splendor 
His  soul  revealed  itself,  and  he  sjiakc  so 
i'liat  we  looked  roiiii'l  per])lexed  uj)on  each  other, 
Not  knowing  whether  it  wfre«razinefis, 
Or  whether  it  were  a  '^o<\  tliat  spoke  ia  him. 


But  was  it  whore  ho  fell  two  story  high 

Prom  a  window-lodge,  on  which  he  had  fallen  asleep 

And  rose  up  free  from  injury  ?    From  this  day 

Sis  reported)  he  betrayed  clear  marks 
a  distempered  fancy. 

GORI>0^. 

lie  became 
Doubtless  more  sclf-on wrapped  an<1  melancholy; 
lie  made  himself  a  Catholic*     Marvellously 
His  marvellous  preservation  had  transformed  him. 
Thenceforth  ha  held  himself  for  an  exempted 
And  privileged  beinij,  and,  as  if  he  were 
Incapable  of  dizziness  or  fall, 
He  ran  along  tlic  unsteady  rope  of  life. 
But  now  our  destinies  drove  us  asunder; 
Hit  |)aced  with  rapid  step  the  way  of  greatness, 
Was  count,  and  prince,  duke-rogent,  and  dictator, 
And  now  is  all,  all  this  too  little  for  him  ; 
He  stretches  forth  his  hands  for  a  king's  crown, 
And  plunges  in  unfathomable  ruin. 

*  It  nppeurf  thai  the  ncenunt  at  hin  conrrrslon  beiiie  (laiiacl  hy  Fiich  i 
till,  BUd  olb»t  Bton<»  ot  bin  iMvquUii  clioraclor,  nre  not  wcli  auttieiiUc^itcil. 
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fiUTLEB. 

No  more,  he  comes. 

Scene  III. 

To  these  enter  Wallenstein,  in  conversation  with  the 

Burgomaster  of  Egra. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

You  were  at  one  time  a  free  town.    I  see 
Ye  bear  the  lialf  eagle  in  your  city  arms. 
Why  the  half  eagle  only  ? 

BURGOMASTER. 

We  were  free, 
But  for  these  last  two  hundred  years  has  Egra 
Remained  in  pledge  to  tlie  Bohemian  crown ; 
Therefore  we  bear  the  half  eagle,  the  other  half 
Being  cancelled  till  the  empire  ransom  us. 
If  ever  that  should  be. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Ye  merit  freedom. 
Only  be  firm  and  dauntless.    Lend  your  ears 
To  no  designing  whispering  court-minions. 
What  may  your  imposts  be  ? 

BURGOMASTER. 

So  heavy  that 
We  totter  under  them.    The  garrison 
Lives  at  our  costs. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I  will  relieve  you.    Tell  me, 
There  are  some  Protestants  among  you  still  ? 

[  The  Burgomaster  hesitates. 
Yes,  yes ;  I  know  it.     Many  lie  concealed 

Within  these  walls.     Confess  now,  you  youi-sclf 

[_Eixes  his  eye  on  him.      The  Burgomaster 
alarmed. 
Be  not  alarmed.    I  hate  the  Jesuits. 
Could  my  will  have  determined  it  they  had 
Been  long  ago  expelled  the  empire.    Trust  me  — 
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Masvbook  or  Hibli?,  'lix  all  one  to  inc. 
Of  t)ini  tlic  world  haif  hail  suflicioiit  proof. 
I  built  a  church  for  the  ilufornied  in  (ilugaa 
At  my  own  instance,     llark  yo,  burgomaater ! 
What  is  your  unme? 

BUEIiOM  ASTER. 


Paclihalbel,  inv  il  please  yon.,  ] 


Hark  ye!     But  hit  il  ^>  iiu  further,  what  1  now 
DiscloBii  to  you  in  confidence, 

[Ltii/in;/  hin  /iitiirl  tm  Uit  KuROouABTEs's  »houldar 
with  II  certain  iKjieriiniiy. 

Tlic  times 
Draw  near  to  their  fuISIment,  bui^master  I  _^l 

The  high  will  fall,  tlifi  low  will  be  eiilled.  ^ 


Hark  V 
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GORDON. 

Distinctly.    The  wind  brought  it  from  the  south. 

BUTLEB. 

It  seemed  to  come  from  Weiden  or  from  Neustadt. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

'Tis  likely.    That's  the  route  the  Swedes  are  taking. 
How  strong  is  the  garrison  V 

GORDON. 

Not  quite  two  hundred 
Competent  men,  the  rest  are  invalids. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Good !     And  how  many  in  the  vale  of  Jochim  ? 

GORDON. 

Two  hundred  arquebusiers  have  I  sent  thither 
To  fortify  the  posts  against  the  Swedes. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Good !    I  commend  your  foresight.    At  the  works  too 
You  have  done  somewhat  ? 

GORDON. 

Two  additional  batteries 
I  caused  to  be  run  up.    They  were  needless ; 
The  Rhinegrave  presses  hard  upon  us,  general ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

You  have  been  watchful  in  your  emperor's  service. 
I  am  content  with  you,  lieutenant-colonel. 

[  To  Butler. 
Release  the  outposts  in  the  vale  of  Jochim, 
With  all  the  stations  in  the  enemy's  route. 

[7b  Gordon. 
Governor,  in  your  faithful  hands  I  leave 
My  wife,  my  daughter,  and  my  sister.     I 
Shall  make  no  stay  here,  and  wait  but  the  arrival 
Of  letters  to  take  leave  of  you,  together 
With  all  the  regiments, 
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SCEKB   IV. 

To  thete  eiOer  Count  Tebzkt. 

TBBZKT. 

Joy,  general,  joy !    I  bring  you  welcome  tidioge. 

WALI.KN8TK1N. 

And  what  may  they  be  f 

TERZKT. 

There  )iaa  beeo  an  engagement 
At  Noustadt;  the  Swedes  gntoed  the  victory. 

WALIJfNBTBIX. 

From  whence  did  you  receive  the  intelligence  P 

TEttZKY. 

A  countryman  from  Tirschenrciit  conveyed  it. 
Soon  after  stiiiriao  did  the  fi^ht  be^in ! 
A  tvoop  of  the  iniperiiLliBtii  from  Tncliiiu 
Had  forced  their  way  into  the  Swedish  camp; 
The  cannonade  continued  full  two  lioui-s ; 
There  were  left  dfatl  upon  the  field  a  thousand 
Imperialiets,  topether  with  their  colonel; 
Further  than  thie  ho  did  not  know. 

WALLKNSTKIN. 

How  came 
Imperial  troops  at  Neustiidt?    Altringer, 
But  yestcrtlay,  stood  sixty  miles  from  there. 
Count  Gallas  forco  collects  at  Frauenberg, 
And  have  not  tho  full  conipleiricnt.     Is  it  possible 
That  Suys  perchance  hiul  ventured  so  far  onward  ? 
It  cannot  bo, 

Wc  sliall  soon  know  the  whole, 
For  hero  cornea  IIlo,  full  of  haste,  and  joyous. 

SCENK   V. 

To  these  enter  lLrx>. 
ir.Lo  [to  wallrnstein). 
A  courier,  duke!  ho  wishes  to  speak  with  thee. 
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TEBZKT  (eagerlf/). 
Does  he  bring  oonfirmation  of  the  victory? 

WALLENSTEiN  (ot  the  Same  time). 
What  does  he  bring?    Whence  comes  he? 

ILLO. 

From  the  Rhinegrave, 
And  what  he  brings  I  can  announce  to  you 
Beforehand.     Seven  leii^ues  distant  are  the  Swedes ; 
At  Neustadt  did  Max.  Ficcoloraini 
Throw  himself  on  them  with  the  cavalry ; 
A  murderous  fight  took  place !  o'erpowered  by  numbers 
The  Pappenheiraers  all,  with  Max.  their  leader, 

[Wallenstein  shudders  and  turns  pale. 
Were  left  dead  on  the  field. 

WALLENSTEIN  (c{fter  a  patise^  in  a  low  voice). 

Where  is  the  messenger?    Conduct  me  to  him. 

[Wallenstein  is  going^  when  Lady  Neubbunn 
rushes  into  the  room.  Some  servants  follow 
her  and  run  across  the  stage. 

NEUBBUNN. 

Help !  Help ! 

ILLO  and  TEBZKT  (at  the  same  time). 
What  now  ? 

NEUBBUNN. 

The  princess  I 

WALLENSTEIN  Cmd  TEBZKT. 

Does  she  know  it  ? 
NEUBBUNN  (at  the  same  time  with  them). 

She  is  dying ! 

[^Ilurries  off  the  stage,  when  Wallenstein  and 
Ti&BZKY  follow  her. 

Scene  VI. 
BuTLEB  and  Gobdon, 

OOBDON, 

What's  this? 


Roporteth,  that  the  Swedes  are  conquere 
And  marching  hitherward. 

GOKDOX. 

Too  well  I  he 

BUTLER. 

They  are  twelve  regiments  strong,  and  tl 
Close  by  us  to  protect  the  duke.  We  ha 
Only  my  single  regiment ;  and  the  garris 
Is  not  two  hundred  strong. 

GORDON. 

'Tis  even  so. 

BUTLER. 

It  is  not  possible  with  such  small  force 
To  hold  m  custody  a  man  like  him. 

GORDON. 

I  grant  it. 

BUTLER. 

Soon  the  numbers  would  die 
And  liberate  him. 

GORDON. 

It  were  to  be  fean 
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GORDON. 

Butler!    What? 
Do  I  understand  you  ?    Gracious  God !     You  oonld  — 

BUTLBB. 

He  must  not  live. 

OOBDON. 

And  you  can  do  the  deed  ? 

BUTLSB. 

Either  you  or  I.     This  morning  was  his  last. 

GOBDON. 

You  would  assassinate  him  ? 

BUTLEB. 

Tis  my  purpose. 

60BD0N. 

Who  leans  with  his  whole  confidence  upon  you ! 

BUTLEB. 

Such  is  his  evil  destiny ! 

GOBDON. 

Your  general  I 
The  sacred  person  of  your  general  I 

BUTLBB. 

My  general  he  has  been. 

GOBDON. 

That  'tb  only 
An  "  has  been  "  washes  out  no  villany, 
And  without  judgment  passed. 

BuTLEB.   ' 

The  execution 
Is  here  instead  of  judgment. 

GOBDON. 

This  were  murder. 
Not  justice.    The  most  guilty  should  be  heard. 

BUTLEB. 

His  guilt  is  clear,  the  emperor  has  passed  judgment, 
And  we  but  execute  his  will. 
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OOBDON. 

We  Bfaonld  not 
HoTTf  to  reilize  ft  bloody  sentence. 
A  word  may  be  recalled,  a  life  never  can  be. 

BDTLEB. 

Despatch  in  service  pleases  sovereigns. 

QOBDON. 

Ko  honest  man's  ambitions  to  press  forward 
To  the  hangman's  service. 

BUTLBB. 

And  no  brave  man  lose* 
His  color  at  a  daring  enterprise. 

OOBDOX. 

A  brave  man  hazards  life,  but  not  his  conscience. 

BUTLKB. 

What  then?    Shall  he  go  forth  anew  to  kindle 
The  unextinguishable  ttame  of  war? 

GORDON. 

Seize  him,  and  hold  him  prisoner  —  do  not  kill  him. 


Had  not  the  emperor's  army  been  defeated 
I  might  have  done  so.    But  'tis  now  passed  by. 

GOBDON. 

Oh,  wherefore  opened  I  the  stronghold  to  him  P 


His  destiny,  and  not  the  place  destroys  liim. 

GORDON. 

Upon  these  ramparts,  ns  beseemed  a  soldier, 
I  had  fallen,  defending  the  emperor's  citadel  t 

IIUTLKR. 

Yes !  and  a  thousand  gallant  men  have  perished  I 

GORDON. 

Doing  their  duty  —  that  adorns  the  man  ! 

But  murder's  a  nlaok  deed,  and  nature  curses  it. 
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BUTLEB  {brings  out  a  paper). 
Here  is  the  manifesto  which  commands  na 
To  gain  possession  of  his  person.  See  — 
It  is  addressed  to  you  as  well  as  me. 
Are  you  content  to  take  the  conseuuences, 
If  through  our  fault  he  escape  to  the  enemy  ? 

GOBDOH. 

17    Gracious  God  I 

BDTMB. 

Take  it  on  yourself. 
Come  of  it  what -may,  on  yon  I  lay  it. 

GOBDON. 

Ob,  God  in  heaven ! 

BUTLEE. 

Can  you  advise  aught  else 
Wherewith  to  execute  the  emperor's  purpose  f 
Say  if  you  can.    For  I  desire  his  fall, 
Not  his  destruction. 

GOKDON. 

Merciful  heaven  I  what  moat  be 
I  see  as  clear  as  you.    Yet  still  the  heart 
W'thin  my  bosom  beats  with  other  feelings  1 

BUTLKR. 

Mine  is  of  harder  stuff !     Necessity 

In  her  rough  school  hath  steeled  me.     And  this  IIlo, 

And  Tcrzky  likewise,  tliey  must  not  survive  him. 

GOEDON. 

I  feel  no  pang  for  these.     Their  own  bad  hearts 
Impelled  them,  not  the  influence  of  the  stars. 
'Twas  they  who  strewed  the  seeds  of  evil  passions 
In  his  calm  breast,  and  with  officious  villany 
Watered  and  nursed  the  poisonous  plants.     May  they 
Receive  their  earnests  to  the  uttermost  mite ! 

BUTLEB. 

And  their  death  shall  precede  hia  ! 

We  meant  to  have  taken  them  alive  this  evening 

Amid  the  menymaluDg  of  a  feast, 


1    r^l\£Ai\    a    a 


Our  luck  is  on  the  turn.  Tomorrow  c 
The  SwcmU^s  — twelve  thousand  trallant 
Then  strai'Hitwise  for  Vienna.  C'heeril 
What !  meet  such  news  with  such  a  mo 

ILLO. 

It  lies  with  ns  at  present  to  prescrihe 
Laws,  and  take  vengeance  on  those  wor 
Those  skulkint;  cowards  that  deserted 
One  has  alrea4ly  done  his  bitter  jKMianc 
The  Piceolomini :  be  his  the  fate 
Of  all  M'ho  wish  us  evil !     Tins  flies  sui 
To  the  old  man's    heart ;  be  has  his  wh 
Fretted  and  toiled  to  raise  his  ancient  h 
From  a  count's  title  to  the  name  of  pri 
And  now  must  seek  a  grave  for  his  onl 

IJUTLEK. 

'Twas  pity,  though  !  A  youth  of  sucli 
And  gentle  temperament  !  The  duke 
'Twas  easily  seen,  how  near  it  went  to 

II.LO. 

Hark  ye,  old  friend !     That  is  the  very 
That  never  j)leased  me  in  our  general 
He  ever  gave  the  preference  to  the  Ita 
Yea,  at  this  very  moment,  by  my  soul 
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Come  1  we  will  keep  s  merry  caniiral  — 

The  Djght  for  once  be  day,  and  'mid  full  glasses 

Will  we  expect  the  Swedish  avant-garde. 

ILLO. 

Yes,  let  us  be  of  good  cheer  for  to-day, 

For  there's  hot  work  before  us,  friends !    This  sword 

Shall  have  do  rest  till  it  is  bathed  to  the  hilt 

In  Austrian  blood. 

OOBDOIf. 

Shame,  shame  t  what  talk  is  this. 
My  lord  field-marshal?    Wherefore  foam  you  so 
Against  your  emperor? 

BtJTI-KK, 

Hope  not  too  much 
From  this  first  victory.    Bethink  you,  sirs ! 
How  rapidly  the  wheel  of  fortune  tnms ; 
The  emperor  still  is  formidably  strong. 

ILLO, 

The  emperor  has  soldiers,  no  commander, 

For  this  King  Ferdinand  of  Hungry 

Is  but  a  tyro.     Gallas?     He's  no  luck, 

And  was  of  old  the  ruiner  of  armies. 

And  then  this  viper,  this  Octavio, 

Is  excellent  at  stabbing  in  the  back, 

But  ne'er  meets  Friedland  in  the  open  field. 


Trust  me,  my  friends,  it  cannot  but  succeed  ; 
Fortune,  we  know,  can  ne'er  forsake  the  duke  1 
And  only  undi^r  Wnllenstein  can  Austria 
Be  conqueror. 

II.LO. 

The  dnkc  will  soon  assemble 
A  mighty  army:  all  come  crowding,  streaming 

To  banners,  dedicate  by  destiny 
To  fame,  and  proaperous  fortune.     I  behold 
Old  times  come  back  again  !  he  will  become 
Once  more  the  mighty  lord  which  he  has  been. 
How  will  the  fools,  who've  how  deserted  him, 


Well  merits  it. 

I  ;iin  content  alref 
And  wish  to  dinib  no  liiglier  ;  when 
The  fall  must  need:}  be  i^reat.     "(th 
deptli. " 

ILLO. 

Here  you  have  no  more  business,  foi 
The  Swedes  will  take  possession  of 
Come,  Terzky,  it  is  supper-time.  V 
Nay,  shall  we  have  the  town  ilium ii 
In  honor  of  the  Swede  ?  And  who 
To  do  it  is  a  Spaniard  and  a  traitor 

TKRZKY. 

Nay!  nay!  not  that,  it  will  not  j>lc 

ILLO. 

What ;  we  are  masters  here  ;  no  sc 
Avow  himself  imperial  where  we'v 
(lordon!  i^ood-night,  and  for  the  1; 
A  fair  leave  of  the  place.  Send  <)• 
To  make  secure,  the  watchword  m 
At  the  stroke  of  ten  deliver  in  the 
To  the  duke  himself,  anrl  then  yoi 
Your  wardship  of  the  gates,  for  oi 
''iM.,.  s:„.,..i,,^  ^^..|i|  t;|]^Q  ])ossession  o 
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SCBKB  VIIL 

Gordon  cmd  Butleb. 

GOBDON  (looking  afler  them). 

Unhappy  men  !     How  free  from  all  foreboding ! 

They  rash  into  the  outspread  net  of  murder 

In  the  blind  drunkenness  of  victory  ; 

I  have  no  pity  for  their  fate.     This  Illo, 

This  ovei-flowing  and  foolhardy  villain. 

That  would  fain  bathe  himself  in  his  emperor's  blood. 

BUTLER. 

Do  as  he  ordered  you.     Send  round  patrols, 
Take  measures  for  the  citadel's  security ; 
When  they  are  within  I  close  the  castle-gate 
That  nothing  may  transpire. 

GORDON  (toith  earnest  anxiety). 

Oh !  haste  not  so  I 
Nay,  stop ;  first  tell  me 

BUTLEB. 

You  have  heard  already, 
To-morrow  to  the  Swedes  belongs.    This  night 
Alone  is  ours.    They  make  good  expedition. 
But  we  will  make  still  greater.     Fare  you  well. 

GOBDON. 

Ah  !  your  looks  tell  roe  nothing  good.     Nay,  Butler, 
I  pray  you  promise  me ! 

BUTLEB. 

The  sun  has  set ; 
A  fateful  evening  doth  descend  upon  us, 
And  brings  on  their  long  night !     Their  evil  stars 
Deliver  them  unarmed  into  our  hands, 
And  from  their  drunken  dream  of  golden  fortunes 
The  dagger  at  their  hearts  shall  rouse  them.     Well, 
The  duke  was  ever  a  great  calculator ; 
His  fellow-men  were  figures  on  his  chess-board 
To  move  and  station,  as  his  game  required. 
Other  men's  honor,  dignity,  good  name. 
Did  he  shift  like  pawns,  and  made  no  conscience  of 
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Still  calculating,  calculating  still ; 
And  yet  at  lust  his  calculation  provai 
Erroneous;  the  whole  game  is  lost;  and  lowl 
His  own  life  will  be  found  among  the  forfeits. 

GORDON. 

Oh,  think  not  of  his  errors  now !  remember 
His^eatness,  his  munificence;  tbink  on  all 
Thelovely  features  of  his  character, 
On  all  the  noble  exploits  of  his  life. 
And  let  them,  like  an  angePs  arm,  unseen. 
Arrest  the  lifted  sword. 

BUTLBB. 

It  is  too  late. 
I  suffer  not  myself  to  foel  compassion, 
Dark  tlioughts  and  bloody  are  my  duty  now. 

fGranpinff  GoKDON'a  Aand, 
pi'ct«!ii(J  not 
To  love  the  duke,  and  have  no  cause  to  love  him). 
Yet  'tis  not  now  my  hatred  that  impels  me 
To  be  his  murderer.     'Tib  his  evil  fate. 
HoatUe  occurrences  of  many  events 
Control  and  subjugate  me  to  the  office. 
In  vain  the  human  being  meditates 
Free  action.    He  is  but  the  wire-worked  •  puppet 
Of  the  blind  Power,  which,  out  of  its  own  choice. 
Creates  for  him  a  dread  necessity. 
What  too  would  it  avail  him  if  there  were 
.  A  something  pleading  for  him  in  my  heart-~- 
iStilt  I  must  kill  him. 

GORDOX. 

If  your  heart  speak  to  yon 
Follow  its  impulse.    Tis  tlie  voice  of  God. 
Think  you  your  fortunes  will  grow  prosperous 
Bedewed  with  blood  —  his  blood  ?    Believe  it  not  1 

nUTI-ER. 

You  know  not.     Ask  not !     Wherefore  should  it  happen 
That  the  Swedes  gained  the  victory,  and  hasten 


moutli  ot  v>y  chuicLet^ 


ipriely  of  putUng  h 
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With  such  forced  marches  httherwards  ?    Fain  would  I 
Have  given  him  to  the  emperor'a  meroy.     Gordon  I 
I  do  not  wish  his  blood,  ~- but  I  must  ransom 
The  honor  of  my  word,  —  it  lies  in  pledge  — 

And  he  mnst  die,  or 

^^PaaaioHOteiy  grasping  Gobdott's  hantL 
Listen,  then,  &nd  know 
I  am  dishonored  if  the  duke  escape  us. 


BUTLER. 

What! 

GORDOS. 

It  is  worth 
A  sacrifice.    Come,  friend  !    Be  noble-minded  I 
Our  own  heart,  and  not  other  men's  opinions, 
Forms  our  true  honor. 

BUTLEK  (ut'M  a  c<M  and  haughty  air). 
Ho  is  a  great  lord, 
This  duke,  and  I  am  of  but  mean  importance. 
This  is  what  you  would  say !     Wherein  concerns  it 
The  world  at  large,  you  mean  to  hint  to  me. 
Whether  the  man  of  low  extraction  keeps 
Or  blemishes  his  honor — 
So  that  the  man  of  princely  rank  be  saved? 
We  all  do  stamp  our  value  on  ourselves: 
The  price  wc  cliallonge  for  ourselves  is  given  ua. 
There  does  not  live  on  earth  the  man  so  stationed 
That  I  despise  myself  compared  with  him. 
Man  is  made  great  or  little  by  his  own  will; 
Because  I  am  true  to  mine  therefore  he  dies ! 


I  am  endeavoring  to  move  a  rock. 
Thou  hadst  a  mother,  yet  no  human  feelings. 
I  cannot  hinder  you,  but  may  some  Ood 
Rescue  him  from  you  I 

lExsit  GOBDON. 
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BUTLBB*  (atone). 
I  treannred  my  good  name  all  my  life  long; 
The  dnke  has  cheated  me  of  life  s  best  jewel. 
So  that  I  bluih  before  this  poor  weak  Gordon! 
He  prizes  above  all  hi§  fealty; 
Hie  coneoioos  soul  aoouBCs  him  of  nothing; 
In  opposition  to  bis  own  soft  heart 
He  BUDJugntes  himself  to  an  iron  dnty. 
Me  in  a  weaker  moment  passion  warped ; 
I  stand  beside  him,  and  must  feel  myself 
The  worst  man  of  the  two.    What  thoagb  the  world 
Is  ignorant  of  my  purposed  treason,  yet 
One  man  docs  know  it,  and  can  prove  it,  too  — 
High-minded  Ficcolomini ! 
There  lives  the  man  who  can  dishonor  me  ! 
This  ignominy  blood  alono  can  cleanse  ! 
Duke  Friedland,  thou  or  I.     Into  my  own  hands 
Fortune  delivers  me.    The  dearest  thing  a  man  has  is 
himself. 

Scenic  IX. 

[^A  gothic  and  gloomy  apartm&U  at  the  Duchkss  Fried, 
land's.  Thekla  on  a  seat,  paie,  her  eyes  dosed. 
The  Duchess  and  Lady  Neubhunn  mated  about 
her.  Wallenstein  attd  the  Covntebb  in  ctmversa- 
Hon. 

WALLKNSTKIN. 

How  knew  she  it  so  soon  ? 

COIINTKSS. 

She  seems  to  have 
Foreboded  some  niisfortune.    The  report 
Of  an  engagement,  in  which  had  fallen 
A  colonel  of  the  imperial  army,  frightened  her. 
I  saw  it  instantly.     She  flew  to  meet 
The  Swedish  courier,  and  with  sudden  questioning, 
Soon  wrested  from  him  the  disastrous  secret. 

*  [This  ■nlllnqiiy,  wlilch,  tKcnnUng  to  th*  Munsr  HTmniniDsnt,  eooMltDtcd 
thn  whnle  nf  KCiie  Ix..  tuiil  cniirLudcil  lh«  fuDrth  act.  I*  omltWd  to  all  tba 
printed  Hcnrui  allllnni.  Il  Kems  )>rnlKble  Iliat  It  eilalad  Id  tbe  ortglDa) 
nwinucript  ftum  wbkli  Mr.  Coleridge  tnuulnlal.  —  Ed.J 


THE   DEATH   OF   WALLEN8TEIN.  403 

Too  late  we  missed  her,  hastened  after  her. 
We  found  her  lying  in  his  arms,  all  pale, 
And  in  a  swoon. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

A  heavy,  heavy  blow ! 
And  she  so  unprepared  !     Poor  child  !  how  is  it? 

[  Turning  to  the  Duchess. 
Is  she  coming  to  herself  ? 

DUCHESS. 

Her  eyes  are  opening 

COUNTESS. 

She  lives ! 

THBKLA  (looking  around  ker). 

Where  am  I  ? 

WALLENSTEIN  (steps  to  Aer,  raising  her  up  in  his  arms). 

Come,  cheerly,  Thekla !  be  my  own  brave  girl ! 
See,  there's  thy  loving  mother.    Thou  art  m 
Thy  father's  arms. 

THEKLA  {standing  up). 

Where  is  he?    Is  he  gone ? 

DUCHESS. 

Who  gone,  my  daughter  ? 

THEKLA. 

He  —  the  man  who  uttered 
That  word  of  misery. 

DUCHESS. 

Oh,  think  not  of  it ! 
My  Thekla ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Give  her  sorrow  leave  to  talk ! 
Let  her  complain  —  mingle  your  tears  with  hers, 
For  she  hath  suffered  a  deep  anguish  ;  but 
She'll  rise  superior  to  it,  for  my  Thekla 
Hath  all  her  father's  unsubdued  heart. 
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I  am  not  ill.    See,  I  have  power  to  stand. 
Why  does  my  mother  weep?    Have  I  alarmed  hei-? 
It  is  cone  by  —  I  recollect  myself, 
J"  Sne  coats  her  ei/e»  round  the  room,  at  seelcing  aome  om 
where  is  he  ?    Please  you,  do  not  hide  him  from  roe. 
You  see  I  have  strength  enough  :  now  I  will  hear  him. 

DDCHESS. 

No ;  never  shall  this  meBsenger  of  evil 
Enter  agun  into  thy  presence,  Thekla  I 

THEKLA. 

My  father 

WALl.EXSTEIN. 

Dearest  daughter ! 

THEKLA. 

I'm  not  weak. 
Shortly  I  shall  be  quite  niysdf  again. 
You'll  grant  me  one  request  ? 


Name  it,  my  daughter. 

THKKI.A. 

Permit  the  stranger  to  he  called  to  me. 
And  grant  me  leave,  that  by  myself  I  may 
Hear  his  report  and  question  hitii. 

DUCHESS. 

No,  never ! 

COU.STKSS. 

Tis  not  advisable  —  assent  not  to  it. 

WALI.KNSTEIS, 

Hush !     Wherefore  wouldst  thou  speak  with  him,  my 
daughter  ? 

THEKLA. 

Knowing  the  whole,  I  sli.ill  be  more  collected  ; 
I  will  not  be  deceived.     My  mother  wishes 
Only  to  Bpare  me.     I  will  not  be  spared  — 
The  worst  is  said  already :  I  can  hear 
Nothing  of  deeper  .inguiiili ! 


\ 
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C0UKTE88  and  DUCHESS. 

Do  it  not. 

f 

THSKLA. 

The  horror  overpowered  me  by  surprise, 

My  heart  betrayed  me  in  the  stranger's  presence : 

He;  was  a  witness  of  my  weakness,  yea, 

I  sr.nk  into  his  arms ;  and  that  has  shamed  me. 

I  must  replace  myself  in  his  esteem, 

And  I  must  speak  with  him,  perforce,  that  he. 

The  stranger,  may  not  think  ungently  of  me. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I  see  she  is  in  the  right,  and  am  inclined 

To  grant  her  this  request  of  hers.    Go,  call  him. 

[Lady  Neubeunn  ffoes  to  call  him, 

DUCHJBSS. 

But  I,  thy  mother,  will  be  present 

THEKLA. 

*Twere 
More  pleasing  to  me  if  alone  I  saw  him ; 
Trust  me,  I  shall  behave  myself  the  more 
Collectedly. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Permit  her  her  own  will. 
Leave  her  alone  with  him  :  for  there  are  sorrows, 
Where  of  necessity  the  soul  must  be 
Its  own  support.    A  strong  heart  will  rely 
On  its  own  strength  alone.     In  her  own  bosom, 
Not  in  her  mother's  arms,  must  she  collect 
The  strength  to  rise  superior  to  this  blow. 
It  is  mine  own  brave  girl.     I'll  have  her  treated 
Not  as  the  woman,  but  the  heroine.  [  Oaing, 

COUNTESS  {detaining^  him). 

Where  art  thou  going  ?    I  heard  Terzky  say 
That  'tis  thy  purpose  to  depart  from  hence 
To-morrow  early,  but  to  leave  us  here. 
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WALI.BNSTBIK. 

Yes,  ye  stay  here,  plsced  under  the  protection 
Of  gallant  men. 

COUNTESS . 

Oh,  take  us  with  yon,  brother. 
Leave  us  not  in  this  gloomy  solttnde.  t- 

To  brood  o'er  anxious  thoughts.    The  mists  of  doabt  ' 
Magnify  evils  to  a  shape  of  horror. 

WALLENSTBIN. 

Who  speaks  of  evil  ?    I  entreat  you,  sister, 
Use  words  of  better  omen. 

COUNTESS. 

Then  take  us  with  yon. 
Oh  leave  us  not  behind  you  in  a  place 
That  forces  us  to  sncli  sad  omens.     Heavy 

And  sick  within  me  is  my  heart 

These  walls  breathe  on  mo  like  a  churchyard  vault. 
I  cannot  tell  you,  brother,  how  this  place 
Doth  go  against  my  nature.     Take  us  with  you. 
Come,  sister,  join  you  your  entreaty  !     Niece, 
Yours  too.     We  all  entreat  you,  take  us  with  you ! 

WAI.r.EN  STEIN. 

The  place's  evil  omens  will  I  change, 

Making  it  that  which  shields  and  shelters  for  me 

My  best  beloved. 

LADY  SEURRUNN  (retumi?iff). 
The  Swedish  officer. 

WALLENSTBIN. 

Leave  her  alone  with  me. 

nuoETESs  (to  THEKLA,  irfto  staHs  and  shivers). 
There  —  pale  as  death  !     Child,  'tis  impossible 
That  thou  sliouldst  speak  with  him.    Follow  thy  mother, 

THEKLA. 

The  Lady  Neubrunn  then  may  stay  with  me. 

\_Ihxunt  DUCUESS  aW  OO0NTB8B. 
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SCENS  X. 

Thekla,  THE  Swedish  Captain,  Lady  Nbubruwn. 

CAPTAIN  (reapectfuUy  approaching  Iter). 

Princess  —  I  must  entreat  your  sjentle  pardon  — 
My  inconsiderate  rash  speech,    llow  could  I 

THEKLA  {with  dignity). 

You  have  beheld  me  in  my  agony. 
A  most  distressful  accident  occasioned 
You  from  a  stranger  to  become  at  once 
My  confidant. 

CAPTAIN. 

I  fear  you  hate  my  presence, 
For  my  tongue  spake  a  melancholy  word. 

THEKI.A. 

The  fault  is  mine.     Myself  did  wrest  it  from  you- 
The  horror  which  came  o'er  me  interrupted 
Your  tale  at  its  commencement.    May  it  please  yon, 
Continue  it  to  the  end. 

CAPTAIN. 

Princess,  'twill 
Renew  your  anguish. 

THEKLA. 

T  am  firm, 

I  will  be  firm.     Well  —  how  began  the  engagement? 

CAPTAIN. 

We  lay,  expecting  no  attack,  at  Neustadt, 
Intrenched  but  insecurely  in  our  camp, 
When  towards  evening  rose  a  cloud  of  dust 
From  the  wood  thitherward  ;  our  vanguard  fled 
Into  the  camp,  and  sounded  the  alarm. 
Scarce  had  we  mounted  ere  tlie  Pappenheimers, 
Their  horses  at  full  speed,  broke  through  the  lines, 
And  leaped  the  trenches ;  but  their  heedless  courage 
Had  borne  them  onward  far  before  the  others  — 
The  infantry  were  still  at  distance,  only 


I 
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The  Pappenheimers  followed  daringly  '  ^ 

Their  daring  le»der 

ITuBKLAoetrai/s  affitation  in  her  gesture*.  TTieoffice^' 
pauses  tiU  she  makes  a  tign  to  him  to  proceed. 

CAPTAIN. 

Both  in  van  and  flanks 
With  our  whole  cavalry  we  now  received  them ; 
Back  lo  ttie  trenches  drove  them,  where  the  foot 
Stretched  out  a  solid  ridge  of  pikes  lo  meet  them. 
They  neither  could  advance,  nor  yet  retreat; 
And  as  they  stood  on  every  side  wedged  in, 
The  Rhinegrave  to  their  leader  called  aloud, 
Inviting  a  surrender;  but  tlieir  leader, 

Young  Hccolomini 

[Thkkla,  as  ffiddy,  prasps  n  cAuCr. 
Known  by  his  plume,        JH 
And  his  long  hrir,  ^ve  stgnd  (or  the  trencbeg ;        ^^ 
Himsfit  lpn[icd  first:  thi'  ri?;,'imcnl  nil  [ilutigcd  aft^. 
His  charger,  liy  a  halljerl  guroil,  rcaivd  iiji, 
Flung  him  with  violence  off,  and  over  him 

The  horses,  now  no  longer  to  be  curbed, 

[Thekla,  who  has  aeconijHim&l  the  last  speech  with  all 
the  marks  of  increaxinff  nffoiii/,  trembles  through 
her  whole  frame  and  is  fallin/f.  The  L\dy  Ned- 
BRUSN  runs  to  Iter,  and  receives  her  in  her  arms. 

NEUHltlTNN. 

My  dearest  lady 


I  retire. 

THEKLA. 

'Tie  over. 
Proceed  to  the  conclusion. 

CArxAiv, 

Wild  despair 
Inspired  the  troops  with  frenzy  when  they  saw 
Their  leader  pensh  ;  every  thoii<rht  of  rescue 
Was  spurned;  they  foiij^lit  like  wounded  tigers;  their 
Frantic  resistance  roused  our  soldiery ; 
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A  murderous  fight  took  place,  nor  was  the  contest 
Finished  before  their  last  man  fell. 

THEKLA  {faUering), 

And  where — 
Where  is  —  you  have  not  told  me  all. 

CAPTAIN  {after  a  pause)* 

This  morning 
We  buried  him.    Twelve  youths  of  noblest  birth 
Did  bear  him  to  interment ;  the  whole  army 
Followed  the  bier.    A  laurel  decked  his  coffin ; 
The  sword  of  the  deceased  was  placed  upon  it, 
In  mark  of  honor  by  the  Rhinegrave's  self. 
Nor  tears  were  wanting ;  for  there  are  among  us 
Many,  who  had  themselves  experienced 
The  greatness  of  his  mind  and  gentle  manners ; 
All  were  affected  at  his  fate.     The  Rhinegrave 
Would  willingly  have  saved  him  ;  but  himself 
Made  vain  the  attempt  —  'tis  said  he  wished  to  die. 

KBUBBUNN  {to  THEKLA,  foho  hos  hidden  her  countenance). 
Look  up,  my  dearest  lady 

THEKLA. 

Where  is  his  grave  ? 

CAPTAIN. 

At  Neustadt,  lady ;  in  a  cloister  church 

Are  his  remains  deposited,  until 

We  can  receive  directions  from  his  father. 

THEKLA. 

What  is  the  cloister's  name  ? 

CAPTAIN. 

Saint  Catherine's. 

THEKLA. 

And  how  far  is  it  thither  ? 

CAPTAIN. 

Near  twelve  leagues. 

THEKLA. 

And  which  the  way? 
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CAPTAIN. 

Ton  go  by  Tirechenreut 
And  Faikenbei^,  through  our  advanced  poets- 

TUEKLA 

Who 

Is  their  commander  ? 

CAPTAIW. 

Colonel  Sockendorf. 
[ThivKI.a  st^it  to  tlie  table,  and  takes  a  ring  from  a 
canket. 

TIIKKLA. 

Yon  have  beheld  me  in  my  agony. 

Ami  Hhown  a  feeling  heart.    Please  you,  accept 

[  Giving  him  the  ring. 
A  stnall  memorial  of  this  hour.     Now  go! 
CAPTAIN  {confitseilli/). 

Princess 

[TiiEKi.A  sifei'fl;/  7nii/,vit  nvjns  tohim  Co  go,  and  turns 
from  him.  The  rapfain  lingers,  and  is  about  to 
apeak.  Lady  Nkliukl.ns  repeats  t/ie  signal,  and 
he  retires. 

SCE.NK    XI. 

TiiEKTA,  Lady  Nrubkuxn. 
TiiEKi.A  (falls  oil  r.AiJV  neubku.vn's  neck). 
Now"cnlle  Neiihninn,  show  irie  the  affection. 
Which  thou  hast  ever  jirotiiisoil  — prove  thyself 
My  own  true  friend  and  fiiilhfiil  fellow-pilgrim. 
Thin  night  we  must  away  ! 

NKII11IU'N>I. 


TIIKKI.A. 

Whitlier!     There  is  but  one  placo  in  the  world. 
Thither,  where  ho  lies  buried  !     To  his  cofiia! 

NKUBKUN.V. 

What  would  yon  do  there? 
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TUBKIiA. 

What  do  there  ? 
That  woaldBt  thou  not  have  asked,  hadst  thoa  e'er  loved. 
There,  that  is  all  that  Btill  remaius  of  hiin ! 
That  single  spot  is  the  whole  earth  to  me. 

NKITBRUNN. 

That  place  of  death 

THEKLA. 

Is  now  the  only  place 
Where  life  yet  dwells  for  ine  :  detain  me  not ! 
Come  and  make  preparations ;  let  us  think 
Of  means  to  fly  from  hence. 

NEUBBUNK. 

Your  father's  rage 

THEKLA. 

That  time  is  past 

And  now  I  fear  no  human  being's  rage. 

NEUBRUNN. 

The  sentence  of  the  world !    The  tongue  of  calumny ! 

THEKLA. 

Whom  am  I  seeking  ?    Him  who  is  no  more. 

Am  I  then  hastening  to  the  arms O  God ! 

I  haste  but  to  the  grave  of  the  beloved. 

NEUBRUNN. 

And  we  alone,  two  helpless,  feeble  women  ? 

THEKLA. 

We  will  take  weapons :  my  arm  shall  protect  thee. 

NEUBRUNN. 

In  the  dark  night-time  ? 

THEKLA. 

Darkness  will  conceal  us. 

NEUBRUNN. 

This  rough  tempestuous  night 
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THBKLA. 

Had  he  a  soft  bed 
Under  the  hoofs  of  his  war-horses? 

NEITBBUNK. 

Heaven ! 
And  then  the  many  posts  of  the  enemy ! 

THEKLA. 

They  are  human  beings.    Misery  travels  free 
Through  the  whole  earth. 

NEUBRUNN. 

The  journey's  weary  length- 

THEKLA. 

The  pilgrim,  travelling  to  a  distant  shrine 

Of  hope  and  healing  doth  not  count  the  leagues. 

NEUBEUNN. 

How  can  we  pass  the  gates  ? 

THEKLA. 

Gold  opens  them. 
Go,  do  but  go. 

NEUBRUNN. 

Should  we  be  recognized 

THEKLA. 

In  a  despairing  woman,  a  poor  fugitive, 

Will  no  one  seek  the  daughter  of  Duke  Fried  land. 

NECBRUNX. 

And  where  procure  we  horses  for  our  flight  ? 

THEKLA. 

My  equerry  procures  them.     Go  and  fetch  him. 

NKUBRUNN. 

Dares  he,  without  the  knowledge  of  his  lord  ? 

THEKLA. 

He  will.    Go,  only  go.     Delay  no  longer. 

XEUBRUNN. 

Dear  lady  !  and  your  mother  ? 
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TUBKLA. 

Oh!  my  mother! 

NEUBRUNN. 

So  much  as  she  has  suffered  too  already ; 
Your  tender  mother.     Ah !  how  ill  prepared 
For  this  last  anguish  ! 

THEKLA. 

Woe  is  me    my  mother ! 
60  instantly. 

NEUBBUNN. 

Bat  think  what  you  are  doing ! 

THEKLA. 

What  can  be  thought,  already  has  been  thought. 

NEUBRUNN. 

And  being  there,  what  purpose  you  to  do? 

THEKLA. 

There  a  divinity  will  prompt  my  soul. 

NEUBBimN. 

Your  heart,  dear  lady,  is  disquieted ! 

And  this  is  not  the  way  that  leads  to  quiet. 

THEKLA. 

To  a  deep  quiet,  such  as  he  has  found. 

It  draws  me  on,  I  know  not  what  to  name  it, 

Resistless  does  it  draw  me  to  his  grave. 

There  will  my  heart  be  eased,  my  tears  will  flow. 

Oh  hasten,  make  no  further  questioning ! 

There  is  no  rest  for  me  till  I  have  left 

These  walls  —  they  fall  in  on  me  —  a  dim  power 

Drives  me  from  hence  —  oh  mercy  !     What  a  feeling! 

What  pale  and  liollow  forms  are  those  !     They  fill. 

They  crowd  the  place !  I  have  no  longer  room  here ! 

Mercy  !    Still  more !  More  still  I    The  hideous  swarm, 

They  press  on  me ;  they  chase  me  from  these  walls  — 

Those  hollow,  bodiless  forms  of  living  men ! 


I 
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NEUBRUKN. 

You  frighten  me  so,  lady,  that  no  longer 

I  dare  stay  here  myself.     I  go  and  call 

Rosenberg  instantly.  {^Mcit  Lady  Nsubeunx. 

Scene  XII. 

thekla. 

His  spirit  'tis  that  calls  me  :  'tis  the  troop 

Of  his  true  followers,  who  offered  up 

Themselves  to  avenge  his  death  :  and  they  accuse  me 

Of  an  ignoble  loitering  —  they  would  not 

Forsake  their  leader  even  in  his  death ;  they  died  for  him. 

And  shall  I  live  ? 

For  me  too  was  that  laurel  garland  twined 

That  decks  his  bier.     Life  is  an  empty  casket : 

I  throw  it  from  me.     Oh,  my  only  hope ; 

To  die  beneath  the  hoofs  of  trampling  steeds  — 

That  is  a  lot  of  heroes  upon  earth ! 

[Bxit  Thekla.* 
(T/ie  Curtain  drops,) 

Scene  XIIL 
Toekla,  Lady  Neubrunn,  and  Rosbnbebo. 

NEUBRUNN. 

He  is  here,  lady,  and  he  will  procure  them. 

THEKLA. 

Wilt  thou  provide  us  horses,  Rosenberg  ? 

ROSENBERG. 

I  will,  my  lady. 

TITEKLA. 

And  go  with  us  as  well? 

ROSENBERG. 

To  the  world's  end,  my  lady. 

•  The  soliloquy  of  Thekla  conslpU  in  the  original  of  gix-and-twenty  linM, 
twenty  of  which  are  in  rhymes  of  i  rregular  recurrence.  I  thought  it  pmdent 
to  abridge  it.  Indeed  the  whole  scene  l>etween  Thekla  and  Lady  Keilbniiiii 
might,  perhaps,  have  been  omitted  without  injury  to  the  pUiy. — C. 
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THSKJLA. 

But  consider, 
Thou  never  canst  return  unto  the  duke. 

ROSENBERG. 

I  will  remain  with  thee. 

THEKLA. 

I  will  reward  thee. 
And  will  commend  thee  to  another  master. 
Canst  thou  unseen  conduct  us  from  the  castle  ? 

ROSENBERG. 

I  can. 

THEKLA. 

When  can  I  go  ? 

ROSENBERG. 

This  very  hour. 
But  whither  would  you,  lady  ? 

THEKLA. 

To Tell  him,  Neubrunn. 

NEUBRUNN. 

To  Neustadt. 

ROSENBERG. 

So ;  I  leave  you  to  get  ready.      [^£/xit 

NEUBRUNN. 

Oh,  see,  your  mother  comes. 

THEKLA. 

Indeed !    O  Heaven  ! 

Scene  XIV. 
Thekla,  Lady  Neubrunn,  the  Duchess. 

DUCHESS. 

He's  gone !     I  find  tliee  more  composed,  my  child. 

THEKLA. 

I  am  so,  mother;  let  me  only  now 

Retire  to  rest,  and  Neubrunn  here  be  with  me. 

I  want  repose. 
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DUCHESS. 

My  Tiiekla,  lliou  alialt  have  It. 
I  leave  ibee  now  cooeoled,  since  I  can  caba 

TLy  fatlier's  heart. 

THKKia. 

Go(k1  niglil,  beloved  mother ! 

{Fulling  on  her  neck  awf  cmbruciiig  her  with  d 

emotion). 


Thou  scarcely  art  compoaed  e'en  now,  my  d&ugbt« 
Thou  IrembleBt  atronnly,  and  I  feel  thy  heart 
Beat  audibly  oo  miue. 

TIIKKI_*. 

Steep  will  appease 
Its  beating :  nov  good-nigb^  good-night,  dear  mother. 

(.-Ik  she  withdrairs  from  her  mot/ier's  anus  the 
airlain  falh). 

ACT  V. 

SruNK   I. 

li'it'',-'s    Vhwher. 

liLTI.KJf,    ami    .MA.IU1!   UkkaI.IUN. 


i;  dragoons,  arm  them  with  pikes 


Find  me  twelve  st 
For  there  must  be 
Conceal  thorn  soniewliere  near  the  hanr]iiel.rooni. 
And  soon  :i.s  the  iloxKert  ts  served  up,  rush  .til  in 
And  cry  — "  Who  is  loyal  to  iht-  I'lnptTor?" 
I  will  overtMVii  the  Inblc  —  \vliili>  \(.ii  attiick 
osnd  Terzky,  Hnd  .les]>iit.(.-li  llicin  b.-lli. 
e  castle-palace  iw  well  barred  nnd  iruardcd, 
lit  no  inteinif<-nc-c  of  this  jirwc^fdiiii; 
^'gnuke  its  way  to  the  Juke.     Go  iust.intly  ; 
FOn  yet  sent  for  C.iptain  Devercux 
B  Macdonald  ? 

GERALDIX. 

They'll  be  here  anon. 

{^Exit  Gkbaldin. 
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BUTLER. 

Here's  no  room  for  delay.    The  citizens 
Declare  for  him — a  dizzy  drunken  spirit 
Possesses  the  whole  town.     They  see  in  the  dnke 
A  prince  of  peace,  a  founder  of  new  ages 
And  golden  times.    Arms,  too,  have  been  given  out 
By  the  town-council,  and  a  hundred  citizens 
Have  volunteered  themselves  to  stand  on  guard. 
Despatch !  then,  be  the  word ;  for  enemies 
Threaten  us  from  without  and  from  within. 

Scene  II. 
BuTLEB,  Captain  Deyereux,  and  Macdonald. 

MACDONALD. 

Here  we  are,  general. 

DBVEBEUZ. 

What's  to  be  the  watchword  ? 

BXJTLEB. 

Long  live  the  emperor ! 

BOTH  (recoiling). 
How? 

BUTJJSB. 

Live  the  house  of  Austria. 

DEVEREUX. 

Have  we  not  sworn  fidelity  to  Friedland  ? 

MACDONALD. 

Have  we  not  marched  to  this  place  to  protect  him  ? 

BUTLER. 

Protect  a  traitor  and  his  country's  enemy  ? 

DEVEREUX. 

^•^y*  y^  •  ^  his  name  you  administered 
Our  oath. 

MACDONALD. 

And  followed  him  yourself  to  Egra. 
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I  did  it  tlie 
So,  then ! 


BUTLER. 

urely  to  destroy  h 

DEVEaEUX. 


BUTLKR  (to  DEVKKEUl). 

Tliou  wretched  mi 
So  easily  leavest  thoa  tliy  oath  aod  colors  ? 

DSVSRKVX. 

The  devil!     I  but  followed  your  example; 
If  you  could  prove  a  villain,  why  not  we? 

MACDOMALD. 

We've  naught  to  do  with  tliinVine  —  thatV  vour  business. 
Van  arc  our  '^onural,  au.l  give  oiil  llir  oidfVs; 
We  follow  you,  itioii.'h  tlie  Hack  lead  lo  iiell. 


lUTl.liU 

>"/'/*«■■ 

^u/). 

Good, 

then 

!  wek 

now  each 

ION/ 
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BOTH. 

We  attend. 

BUTLER. 

It  is  the  emperor's  will  and  ordinance 

To  seize  the  person  of  the  Prince-Duke  Friedland 

Alive  or  dead. 

DEYEREUX. 

It  runs  so  in  the  letter. 

MACDONALD. 

Alive  or  dead  —  these  were  the  very  words. 

BUTLKE. 

And  he  shall  be  rewarded  from  the  state 
In  land  and  gold  who  proffers  aid  thereto. 

DEVEREUX. 

Ay  I  that  sounds  well.     The  words  sound  always  well 
That  travel  hither  from  the  court.     Yes !  yes ! 
We  know  already  what  court-words  import. 
A  golden  chain  perhaps  in  sign  of  favor, 
Or  an  old  charger,  or  a  parchment-patent, 
And  such  like.    The  prince-duke  pays  better. 

MACDONALD. 

Yes, 

The  duke's  a  splendid  paymaster. 

BUTLER. 

All  over 
With  that,  my  friends !     His  lucky  stars  are  set. 

MACDONALD. 

And  is  that  certain  ? 

BUTLER. 

You  have  my  word  for  it. 

DEVEREUX, 

His  lucky  fortune's  all  passed  by? 

BUTLER. 

Forever. 
He  is  as  poor  as  we. 
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MacdonaM,  ^ 


MACDONA.LU. 

Aa  poor  aa  ve? 
e'll  dcHert  hiin. 


Full  twenty  thousand  have  done  that  already  ; 
We  must  (10  more,  inj-  couatrymen  !  In  short 
We  —  we  must  kill  liim. 

BOTH  {starting  back). 
Kill  him  1 

BUTLKB. 

Tes,  mnst  ktU  faira ; 
And  for  that  purpose  have  I  chosen  you. 


You,  Captnin  Devereux, 


nd  the 


Us! 

Macdonald. 

pause). 


Thou,  with  full  lliirty 

Thou  conscicnlious  of  a  siidilor 


l!l  Tl.KK. 

What:  an  ilaalardly 


rfor- 


To  ass;is.si(i:itf  our  lord  :i 


Nny 


To  whom  wc  sw 


Ik  null,  for  Friodlaud  i, 
No,  no !  it  ifl  too  bad  ! 
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MACDONALD. 


Yes,  by  my  soul ! 
It  is  too  bad.    One  has  a  conscience  too  — 


DEYEBEUX. 

If  it  were  not  our  chieftain,  who  so  long 

Has  issued  the  commands,  and  claimed  our  duty 

BUTLER. 

Is  that  the  objection  ? 

DEYEBEUX. 

Were  it  my  own  father, 
And  the  emperor's  service  should  demand  it  of  me, 
It  might  be  done  perhaps  —  but  we  are  soldiers, 
And  to  assassinate  our  chief  commander. 
That  is  a  sin,  a  foul  abomination. 
From  which  no  monk  or  confessor  absolves  us. 

BUTLEB. 

I  am  your  pope,  and  give  you  absolution. 
Determine  quickly ! 

DEYEBEUX. 

Twill  not  do. 

MACDONALD. 

-    'Twont  do! 

BUTLEB. 

Well,  off  then  I  and  —  send  Pestalutz  to  me. 

DEYEBEUX  (hcsitates). 
The  Pestalutz 

MACDONALD. 

What  may  you  want  with  him  ? 

BUTLEB. 

If  you  reject  it,  we  can  find  enough 

DEYEBEUX. 

Nay,  if  he  must  fall,  we  may  earn  the  bounty 
As  well  as  any  other.     What  think  you, 
Brother  Macqonald  ? 


t22  rnK  ukatii  uf   w  \h.ksstv.is. 

Why,  if  he  miieil  fati, 
Ami  will  fnll,  an<l  it  oan'l  bo  otlierwlite. 
One  would  not  give  pliicu  Lt»  ihia  PwlululK. 

DKVKiiKUX  (  nfl«r  smiie  refleetion). 
When  do  ynti  i>iir|iogc  lie  hIiuuIiI  f^l  ? 

UUTLKB. 

This  nighUfl 
To-HiuiTiiw  will  the  Swedes  be  at  our  gaU'M. 

DKVKnKVX. 

You  t:ikt'  ujioii  you  nil  ilic  cotisG(|)icn(!«s  F 

BUTLKB. 

I  take  tliu  whole  upon  mo. 

DKVERKUir. 

Ami  it  is 
Tin;  uni|.rror's  will,  liis  .■\ln■.■^.^  jilw.Iutc  will? 
K.ir  wu  li:iv.>  iiist:iiircs  lli;it   folks  may  liku 
'I'lm  miii-aiT,  :iri.|  jt^l  liam,'  tliL^  tmir.k-iLT. 


Ay  !  ;iml  l.lirii  Tor/ky  s 
With  liios^.  you  >l,ull  I.. 
U(,w'.     Auil  must  Uu'V 


'I'liey  tlip  first. 
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DEYEREUX. 

Have  you  a  man  for  that  ?    Commission  me 


BUTLER. 

'Tis  given  in  trust  to  Major  Geraldin  ; 
T&is  is  a  carnival  night,  and  there's  a  feast 
Given  at  the  castle  —  there  we  shall  surprise  them, 
And  hew  thera  down.    The  Festal utz  and  Lesley 
Have  that  commission.    Soon  as  that  is  finished  — 


DEVKBEUX. 

Hear,  general !     It  will  be  all  one  to  you  •— 
Hark  ye,  let  me  exchange  with  Geraldin. 

BUTLER. 

'Twill  be  the  lesser  danger  with  the  duke. 

DEVEBEUX. 

Danger !    The  devil !    What  do  you  think  me,  general, 
'Tis  the  duke's  eye,  and  not  his  sword,  I  fear. 

BUTLER. 

What  can  his  eye  do  to  thee  ? 

DEVEBEUX, 

Death  and  hell ! 
Thou  knowest  that  I'm  no  milksop,  general ! 
But  'tis  not  eight  days  since  the  duke  did  send  me 
Twenty  gold  pieces  for  this  good  warm  coat 
Which  I  have  on  !  and  tlien  for  him  to  see  me 
Standing  before  him  with  the  pike,  his  murderer; 
That  eye  of  his  looking  upon  this  coat  — 
Why  —  why  —  the  devil  fetch  me !     I'm  no  milksop ! 

BUTLEB. 

The  duke  presented  thee  this  good  warm  coat, 

And  thou,  a  needy  wight,  hast  pangs  of  conscience 

To  run  him  througli  the  body  in  return, 

A  coat  that  is  far  better  and  far  warmer 

Did  the  emperor  give  to  him,  the  prince's  mantle. 

How  doth  he  thank  the  emperor?    With  revolt 

And  treason, 


I 
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DSYSBBUX. 

That  is  true.    The  devil  take 
Such  thankers !    Ill  despatch  him. 

BUTLEB. 

And  would'st  quiet 
Thy  coDScience,  thou  hast  naught  to  do  but  simply 
Pull  off  the  coat ;  so  canst  thou  do  the  deed 
With  light  heart  and  good  spirits. 

DEYERKUX. 

You  are  rights 
That  did  not  strike  me.    I'll  pull  off  the  coat  — 
So  there's  an  end  of  it. 

MACDONALD. 

Yes,  but  there's  another 
Point  to  be  thought  of. 

BUTLER. 

And  what's  that,  Macdonald  ? 

MACDONALD. 

What  avails  sword  or  dagger  against  him  ? 
He  is  not  to  be  wounded  —  he  is 

BUTLER  (starting  up). 

What! 

MACDONALD. 

Safe  against  shot,  and  stab,  and  flash !     Hard  frozen. 
Secured  and  warranted  by  the  black  art ! 
His  body  is  impenetrable,  I  tell  you. 

DBVEREUX. 

In  Ingolstadt  there  was  just  such  another : 

His  whole  skin  was  the  same  as  steel ;  at  last 

We  were  obliged  to  beat  him  down  with  gunstocks. 

MACDONAI.D. 

Hear  what  I'll  do. 

DEVEREUZ. 

I  Well. 

'  MACDONALD. 

In  the  cloister  here 
There's  a  Pominican,  my  countryman. 
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I'll  make  him  dip  tny  sword  and  pike  for  me 
In  boty  water,  and  say  over  them 
One  of  hie  Btroogest  bleseings.     That's  probcUtan  / 
Nothing  oaD  stand  'gainst  that. 

BDTLBB. 

So  do,  Macdonald  I 
But  now  go  and  select  from  out  the  I'egimeDt 
Twenty  or  thirty  able-bodied  fellows, 
And  let  them  take  the  oaths  to  the  emperor. 
Then  when  it  strikes  eleven,  when  the  first  rounds 
Are  passed,  conduct  them  silently  as  may  be 
To  the  house.    I  will  myself  be  not  far  oS. 


But  how  do  we  get  through  Ilartschier  and  Gordon, 
That  stand  on  guard  there  in  the  inner  chamber? 

BUTLEB. 

I  bave  made  myself  acquainted  with  the  place, 

I  lead  yon  through  a  back  door  that's  defended 

By  one  man  only.     Me  my  rank  and  office 

Give  access  to  the  duke  at  every  hour. 

Fll  go  before  you  — with  one  poinard^troke 

Cut  Hartschier's  windpipe,  and  make  way  for  you. 


And  when  we  are  there,  by  what  means  shall  we  gtun 
The  duke's  bed-chamber,  without  his  alarming 
Tlie  servants  of  the  court  ?  for  he  has  here 
A  numerous  company  of  followers. 

BUTLEB. 

The  attendants  fills  the  right  wing:  he  hates  kuatlet 
And  lodges  in  the  left  wing  quite  alone. 

DBVBREUX. 

Were  it  well  over  —  hey,  Macdonald  !    I 
Peel  queerly  on  the  occasion,  devil  knows. 

UACDOMALD. 

And  I,  too.    'Tis  too  great  a  personage. 
People  will  hold  us  for  a  brace  of  villains. 


THE    DKATil    OF 


B0TLSR. 

In  jilenly,  honor,  sjilendor — you  may  safely 
Laugli  ai  tlie  peofle's  bablfle. 


If  the  bu  sin  ess 
yqiiHiL'S  with  one's  honor —  if  that  he  quite  certain. 

8et  your  hearts  quite  at  cns>\     Ye  save  for  Ferdinand 
His  urown  and  empire.     The  reward  can  be 
No  small  one. 

DEVKREUX. 

And  'lis  his  purpose  to  dethrone  the  emperor? 


Yes  I    Yes !  to  rob  iota  of  his  crown  and  life. 

DBVliKEU.t. 

And  riHist  ho  fall  by  the  oxeculioiier's  haiiJs, 
ShoiiKl  we  delivfr  him  iiii  to  thci  cmporur 
Alive  ? 


i 


It  were  liia  ccrtiiiii  deatioy. 

M\-ll  !    Well  !    Come  ihrii,  llacdonald,  lip  shall  not 
Lie  long  in  puin. 

[^J■JJ^eullt  HiTLEit  throuyh  one  door,  Macdunalu 
and  DKVJiKEUx  through  the  other. 

K.KNK    III. 

A  mloon,  tfrmuiati'd h/  ii  '/<ilhri/,  irhkh  ej-ttnds  far  info 

the  liakyroiaid. 

Wali.knstjn-  xittuu/  id  .<  liihh'.      Th.'  SwKnisn  Captain 

^ta,Hlh..j  t,<f,nx  him. 


Oonimond  t\w  In  yonr  lord.  1 
In  hi.*  !;...»!  fortune  :  and  if  vo 
Deficient  in  the  ex|i 


of    th..    jov, 
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Which  auch  a  victory  might  well  demand, 

Attribute  it  to  no  Jack  of  good-will, 

For  henceforth  are  our  fortunee  one.     Farewell, 

And  for  your  trouble  take  my  thanks.    To-morrow 

The  citadel  shall  be  surrendered  to  you 

Od  your  arrival. 

IThe  Swedish  Captain  retires.  Wallknstbin 
aits  lost  in  thouff/U,  hin  eyea  _^xed  vacantly,  attd 
his  head  auatained  by  hie  hand.  The  Count- 
BSe  TsRZKY  enters,  stands  before  him  for  awhiU, 
wiobserved  by  him;  at  ietiyth  he  starts,  sees  her 
and  recollects  himself. 

WALLENSTKIN. 

Comest  tbon  from  her  ?    Is  she  restored  ?    How  is  she  ? 

COUNTEBB. 

My  sister  tells  me  she  was  more  collected 
After  her  conversation  with  the  Swede. 
She  has  now  retired  to  rest. 

W  ALLEN  STKIN. 

The  pang  will  soften 
She  will  shed  tears. 

I  find  thee  altered,  too, 
My  brother!    After  such  a  victory 
I  had  expected  to  have  found  in  thee 
A  cheerful  spirit.     Oh,  remain  thou  firm  1 
Sustain,  uphold  us  1    For  our  light  tliou  art, 
Our  sun. 

WAI.LEN8TEIN. 

Be  quiet.    I  ail  nothing.     Where's 
Tliy  husband  f 

boUNTESS. 

At  a  banquet  — he  and  Illo. 
WALLKNBTKiN  (rises  and  strides  across  the  saloon). 
The  night's  far  spent.    Betake  tbee  to  thy  chamber. 

COUNTESS. 

Bid  me  not  go,  oh,  let  roe  stay  with  thee  1 
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WAI.LEN9TKIX  (mooes  to  t/lf.  wtnrf(>w)i 
T)iert>  is  »  buny  motion  in  the  heaven, 
The  wind  dolti  chase  the  flA;^  npon  the  tower, 
Fast  sweep  the  cluiids,  the  sickle  *  of  the  moon, 
Struggling,  darts  snalohes  of  iincertain  light. 
No  form  of  stn^v  is  visible!     That  one 
White  statn  of  light,  thai  siiiji^le  gliiniiiering  yondei 
Is  from  Cassiopeia,  and  therein 
Ib  Jupiter.     {Apaitge.)     But  now 
The  blackness  of  the  troubled  element  hides  him ! 
[fle  einki  info  ^tro/iiHnd  melanchot;/,  and  toi 
vacantly  into  the  Uintatice. 

{looks  on  him  mouriifuUy.,  tften  graspt  I 

Ma  hatid). 
lou  brooding  on? 

WALLKN3T8IN. 

M,^hitiks 
■  hint,  'twouM  lie  well  with  me. 
»r  of  my  nativity, 
larvfllously  Imlli  his  Jispect 


roi'XTEss). 
Sec  him  ag.iin  ? 


inhUe  with  nhs^nt  mind,  then 
mill  turning  awMvnli/  to  the 


•  Tlieso  four  liii-s  art-  rui.reaw.l  ii 

11  It riSi-ml  wim  e..|Ul9it8  felWl J  :  - 

lh-»  'rhi.r...»>  KJ.T.I.C 

jiiai  At,  Wii„l.  sciinell  (ebt 

IXT  W..ll,-r.  Z.1K,  .Ii. 

.  .M..».k».i.,lul  «:>,ikt. 

Uml.t.m'lMlkNVl. 

■niewnnl"mo..i.-«i.'kl,.."  nu.li..l 

la  luc  iif  11  iHisna)^  111  lliirriii.  09  quoted  b; 

.J..l.n«.n.  uii.le.tl«w..M"ftil.'««i.' 

iia-1i.«>k,  nlii.'li  Ih  vhil.;  Hhc  Is  iDniliiK  from 

tt'nrn  In  Ih.^  fiTm  i>r  a  nU'ltlo  .11  rcHiii 

)^,iii  tl.e  i..'W  ino-ni  to  the  full:  Ijut  b«m 

™i,}:"' """  **^"  *'"  "'""'""^"" 

i  van  a|.|<u>n  Klbbous.and  ibe  d»r»/oi- 

Enillsh  iFi>rJg,  hy  wli"li   "v  aii.^i 
iwfi.ntic.  or  iK.l  ..r  s.im.ii.i.llj  ipiir 
TUB  l)raft.  ihc  rnicesijluii  uf  Cluu.ls, 

■lai  ii'["|.l'?"l'l"  "' ftl'-'l'^'r  WoikelJ'zS""- 
Tkc  Ma»8V!i  ul'  llie  Olnudl  sniKp  oiioknl 
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COUNTESS. 

How? 

WALLBNSTBIN. 

He  is  gone  —  is  dust. 

COUNTESS. 

Whom  meanest  thou,  then? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

He,  the  more  fortunate !  yea,  he  hath  finished ! 

For  him  there  is  no  longer  any  future, 

His  life  is  bright  —  bright  without  spot  it  was. 

And  cannot  cease  to  be.     No  ominous  hour 

Knocks  at  his  door  with  tidings  of  mishap, 

Far  off  is  he,  above  desire  and  fear ; 

No  more  submitted  to  the  change  and  chance 

Of  the  unsteady  planets.     Oh,  His  well 

With  him  !  but  who  knows  what  the  coming  hour 

Veiled  in  thick  darkness  brings  us  ? 

COUNTESS. 

Thou  speakest 
Of  Piccolomini.    What  was  his  death  ? 
The  courier  had  just  left  tliee  as  I  came. 

[Wallenstein  by  a  motion  of  his  hand  makes  signs 
to  her  to  be  silent. 
Turn  not  thine  eyes  upon  the  backward  view. 
Let  us  look  forward  into  sunny  days. 
Welcome  with  joyous  heart  the  victory, 
Forget  what  it  has  cost  thee.    Not  to-day. 
For  the  first  time,  thy  friend  was  to  thee  dead ; 
To  thee  he  died  when  first  he  parted  from  thee. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

This  anguish  will  be  wearied  down,*  I  know ; 

What  pang  is  permanent  with  man  ?    From  the  highest, 

As  from  the  vilest  thing  of  every  day, 

^  A  very  inadequate  translation  of  the  original :  — 

Yerschmerzen  werd'  ich  diesen  Scblag,  das  weiss  ich, 
Denn  was  Terschmerzte  nicht  der  Mensch ! 

LITERALLT. 

I  shall  ari«r«  down  thiH  blow,  of  that  Vm  conscious : 
What  does  not  man  grieve  down  ? 
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He  kariis  to  wean  himself:  for  tlie  xtroug  houn 
CoiiqiKT  him.     Vet  I  feel  what  1  have  lost 
In  him.     Tlie  bloom  is  vaniahed  from  mj  life, 
For  oh,  lie  Blood  beside  nje,  like  my  youth, 
Transformed  for  me  the  real  to  a  di-eam, 
Clothing  the  palpabk  and  tlie  familiar 
"With  golden  exhalations  of  tlie  dawn, 
Whatever  folium's  wait  my  future  toils. 
The  beautiful  ie  vanished  —  and  returns  not. 


Oh,  be  not  Ireach^roua  to  thy  own  [lower. 
Thy  heart  is  rich  enough  to  vivify 
Itself.    Thou  |ov6st  and  priiest  virtues  in  hiai, 
The  whidi  tbyaelf  didst  plant,  thyself  unfold. 


WALLimsTetN  {stepping  p>the  a 

Who  interni]-l9  us  now  ;it  this  late  hour 
It  is  tJio  u'ovfiTKir.     Ik-  lniiii;a  the  ke\8 
Of  the  citu.k-].     Tis  midnight.     LciivV  i 

mo,  sister  1 

COUNTKSS. 

Oh,  'tis 
A  bodin 

so  liiird  to  me  tliis  night  to  leavi 
g  fear  i>osBOsses  me  ! 

WALl.EN  STEIN. 

.■thee; 

1-Var!     Wherefore? 

COl-NTESS. 

Shoul.lsi 
Never  n 

t  thou  (leparl  tliis  iiight,  and  we 
lore  find  ihec ! 

at  w.iking 

COUNTESS. 

Oh,  my  fioul 
IIjis  Ions  hern  weiijhod  down  liv  these  liark  foreliodings, 
And  if  I  eoTtibat  and  rf]K>]  them  uakinp, 
They  still  crush  di)wii  ujinn  iiiv  hcnrt  in  dreams, 
I  saw  thee,  jestfniight  with  Ihy  fii-sl  wife 
Sit  at  a  hanijuot,  gorgeously  attired. 
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This  was  a  dream  of  favorable  omon, 

That  marris^e  being  the  founder  of  my  fortunes. 

COUMTEBS. 

To-day  I  dreamed  that  I  was  seektog  thee 

In  thy  own  chamber,     Aa  I  entered,  lo ! 

It  was  no  more  a  chamber :  the  Chartreuse 

At  Gitechin  'twas,  wliich  thou  thyself  hast  founded, 

And  where  it  is  thy  will  that  tliou  ahouldst  be 

Interred. 

WAIXKNSTEIN. 

Thy  soul  is  busy  witti  tliese  thoughts. 

COVNTHSB. 

What  I  doet  thou  not  believe  that  oft  in  dreams 
A  voice  of  warning  speaks  prophetic  to  us? 

WALLEMBTKIN. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  there  exist  such  voices, 

Yet  I  would  not  call  them 

Voices  of  warning  that  announce  to  us 

Only  the  inevitable.    As  the  sun, 

Ere  it  is  risen,  sometimes  paints  its  image 

In  the  atmosphere,  bo  often  do  the  spirits 

Of  great  events  stride  on  before  the  events, 

And  in  to-day  already  walks  to-morrow. 

That  which  we  read  of  the  fourth  Henry's  death 

Did  ever  vex  and  haunt  me  like  a  tale 

Of  my  own  future  destiny.     The  king 

Felt  in  his  breast  the  phantom  of  the  knife 

Long  ere  Ravaillac  armed  himself  therewith. 

His  quiet  mind  forsook  Iiiin  ;  the  phantasma 

Started  him  in  his  Louvre,  chased  him  forth 

Into  the  open  air ;  like  funeral  knells 

Sounded  that  coronation  festival; 

And  still  with  boding  sense  he  heard  the  tread 

Of  those  feet  that  even  then  were  seeking  him 

Throughout  the  streets  of  Paris. 

COUNTESS. 

And  to  thee 
The  voice  within  thy  soul  bodes  nothing? 
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WALLBNSTEIN. 

Nothing. 
Be  wholly  tranquil. 

COUNTESS. 

And  another  time 
I  hastened  after  thee,  and  thou  rann^st  from  me 
Through  a  long  suite,  through  many  a  spacious  hall. 
There  seemed  no  end  of  it ;  doors  creaked  and  clapped ; 
I  followed  panting,  but  could  not  overtake  thee ; 
When  on  a  sudden  did  I  feel  myself 
Grasped  from  behind,  —  the  hand  was  cold  that  grasped 

me; 
'Twas  thou,  and  thou  didst  kiss  me,  and  there  seemed 
A  crimson  covering  to  envelop  us. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

That  is  the  crimson  tapestry  of  my  chamber. 

COUNTESS  {gazing  on  hifn). 

If  it  should  come  to  that  —  if  I  should  see  thee, 

Who  standest  now  before  me  in  the  fulness 

Of  life [_/She  falls  on  his  breast  andtoeeps. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The  emperor's  proclamation  weighs  upon  thee  — 
Alplmbets  wound  not  —  and  he  finds  no  hands. 

COUNTESS. 

If  he  should  find  them,  my  resolve  is  taken  — 
I  bear  about  me  my  support  and  refuge. 

[Meit  CouxTBSS. 

Scene  V. 
Wallenstein,  Gordon, 
wallenstein. 
All  quiet  in  the  town  ? 

GORDON. 

The  town  is  quiet. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I  liear  a  boisterous  music  !  and  the  castle 
Is  lighted  up.     Who  are  the  revellers  ? 
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GORDON. 

There  is  a  banqnet  given  at  the  castle 

To  the  Count  Terzky  and  Field-Marshal  Illo. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

In  honor  of  the  victory  —  this  tribe 

Can  show  their  joy  in  nothing  else  but  feasting. 

[^JRings,     2 he  Groom  of  the  Chamber  enters. 
Unrobe  me.     I  will  lay  me  down  to  sleep. 

[Wallenstein  takes  the  keys  from  Gordon. 
So  we  are  guarded  from  all  enemies, 
And  shut  in  with  sure  friends. 
For  all  must  cheat  me,  or  a  face  like  this 

[^Fixin(j  his  eyes  an  Gordon. 
Was  ne'er  a  hypocrite's  mask. 
[The  Groom  op  the  Chamber  takes  off  his  mantle^ 
coUar^afid  scarf. 

wallenstein. 

Take  care  —  what  is  that  ? 

groom  of  the  chamber. 

The  golden  chain  is  snapped  in  two. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Well,  it  has  lasted  long  enough.     Here  —  give  it. 

\_Iie  takes  and  looks  at  the  chain. 

'Twas  the  first  present  of  the  emperor. 

He  hung  it  round  me  in  the  war  of  Friule, 

He  being  then  archduke;  and  I  have  worn  it 

Till  now  from  habit 

From  superstition,  if  you  will.     Belike, 

It  was  to  be  a  talisman  to  me  ; 

And  while  I  wore  it  on  my  neck  in  faith. 

It  was  to  chain  to  me  all  my  life-long 

The  volatile  fortune,  wliose  first  pledge  it  was. 

Well,  be  it  so !     Henceforward  a  new  fortune 

Must  spring  up  for  me  ;  for  the  potency 

Of  this  charm  is  dissolved. 

[Groom  of  the  Chamber  retires  tttth  the  vest- 
metits.  Wallenstein  rises^  takes  a  stride 
across  the  room,  and  stands  at  last  before 
Gordon  in  a  posture  of  meditation. 
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How  the  old  time  riilunw  upon  nic  !     I 
BflioM  myself  once  moi-e  at  Uiir^^itu,  where 


We  two  « 


op-^e 


I  of  tht'  court  losethw. 


We  oftentimes  diBpulefi  :  thy  iritentio 

Wii8  tver  gooil ;  hut  tliou  were  wont  to  play 

The  tnoraliat  and  preiicbcr,  and  woiildrt  ml  at  E 

That  I  strove  after  tilings  too  high  for  me, 

Giving  my  faith  to  bold,  nnlawful  dreamB, 

And  still  extol  to  me  the  golden  mean. 

Thy  wisdom  hath  twen  jinived  a  tli'iftleas  friend.^ 

To  thy  own  nelf.     See^  it  has  made  tliee  early 

A  Huper.'innu.'ited  miin,  and  fbul 

That  my  munificent  BtsrB  will  inlervene) 

Would  let  thee  in  some  miBerable  corner 

Go  ont  like  an  untcnded  lamu. 


With  lii;lit  heart  the  poor  Hshtr  inoois  his  boat, 
An.I  wniclicH  from  llii>  shore  the  lofty  ship 
Stranded  anilil  the  storm. 


WALLKN-fiTEIX. 

Art  thou  already 

In  lini-l 

K.r,  then,  old  man?     Well!    I  an,  not. 

The  nil 

(■..ii.jin-ri'il  spirit  drives  me  nVr  life's  liillowi 

Mv  ph. 

iiks  still  (inn,  my  eaiivas  swelliii.K  prondly. 

Ilopui; 

^  my  ^'uddrss  slill,  iind  youth  my  inmate; 

And  «■■ 

liih-  we  st:ind  ihiis  fnmt  to  front  almost. 

1  iiiiiiht 

presume  to  sav,  that  the  swift  years 

llavi;  p 

;(sse<l  by  |.o».;rless  o'er  my  unblanehed  hair 

[/A'i 

mor-s  irlth  hm;/  ^/.ri-kx  dcros.i  the  wlovii,  -u 

iiii'ii'is  o/i    f/iv    ••pii'ixito    side   over  ugiiin 

Who  n. 

ow  persists  in  ealliiii;  fortune  false? 

To  TIR. 

she  has  proved  faiilifiil  ;  with  fond  love 

And  likea  mother  goddess,  with  strong  a 
Cnrrii'd  me  swiflly'up  the  steps  of  life". 


s  of  my  han<i.     Who  dares 
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Interpret  then  my  life  for  me  as  'twere 
One  of  the  undtBlinguiBhablc  many  ? 
True,  in  Ihia  pieHont  moiiient  I  appear 
Fallen  low  indeed ;  but  I  shall  rise  a^in. 
The  high  flood  will  soon  follow  on  this  ebb; 
The  fountain  oC  my  fortune,  which  now  stops, 
Repreaaed  and  bound  by  some  malicious  star, 
Will  soon  in  joy  play  forth  from  all  its  pipes. 


And  yet  remember  I  the  good  old  proverb, 
*'  Let  the  night  come  before  we  praise  the  day." 
I  would  be  slow  from  long-continued  fortune 
To  gather  hope :  for  hope  ia  the  companion 
Given  to  the  unfortunate  by  pitying  heaven. 
Fear  hovers  round  the  head  of  prosperous  men, 
For  still  UDSteady  are  the  acalcs  of  fate. 

WALLBM8TBIN  (gmiling). 
I  bear  the  very  Gordon  that  of  old 
Was  wont  to  preach,  now  once  more  preaching ; 
I  know  well,  that  all  sublunary  thinga 
Are  still  the  vasaela  of  vicissitude. 
The  uupropitious  gods  demand  their  tribute. 
This  long  ago  the  ancient  pagans  knew : 
And  therefore  of  their  own  accord  they  offered 
To  themselves  injuries,  so  to  atone 
The  jealousy  of  their  divinities  : 
And  human  sacrifices  bled  to  Typhon. 

{After  a  pause,  serious,  and  in  a  more  subdued  manner. 
I  too  have  sacriflced  to  him  — for  me 
There  fell  the  dearest  friend,  and  through  my  fault 
He  fell !     No  joy  from  favorable  fortune 
Can  overweigh  the  anguish  of  this  stroke. 
The  envy  of  my  destiny  ia  glutted : 
Life  pays  for  life.     On  his  pure  head  the  lightning 
Was  drawn  off  which  would  elae  have  ahattered  me. 
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Sc-KNE    V. 

To  these  enter  Sbni. 

WALI.EN  STEIN, 

Ib  not  thalSeni  1  and  besi<je  liinieelf, 

If  oae  can  trust  liis  looks?     What  brings  thoc  bitfacr  j 

At  this  late  hour,  Baptists? 

asm. 

Terror,  duke ! 
On  thy  account. 

WALLKNSTKtH. 

What  now  ? 

SEN  I. 

Flee  ore  tbe  day  break ! 
Trust  not  thy  parsoD  to  the  Swedes  1  w 

WALLBMSTKIM.  ^| 

What  now 
Isintby  tboughlR? 

sKN'i  (fO(7A  louder  voice). 
Trust  not  thy  iierson  to  tbe  Swedes. 

WALLEN  STEIN. 

Wbat  is  it,  then? 

SKNi  {still  tnore  vrffenth/). 
Oil,  wait  nni  tbe  arrival  of  tliose  Swudcs! 
An  ovil  near  at  hand  is  threatentnt;  thee 
From  false  friends.     All  the  sif,'iis -stand  full  of  horror! 
Kear,  near  at  baiul  the  net-wm-k  of  jierdilion  — 
Yea,  even  now  'tia  beinj,'  ciist  around  tbee  ! 

Rajitista,  thou  art  dreaniiii,^  !  —  tear  befools  thee. 

Believe  not  that  an  ciTi|>1y  fear  deludes  me. 
Come,  read  it  in  the  planetary  aspecis; 
Head  it  tbvself,  Ibat  ruin  threatens  thee 
From  false  friends. 

WAI.MIVSTKTN. 

i-'riitii  the  falseness  of  my  friends 
Has  risen  the  whole  of  my  iiii prosperous  fortunes. 
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The  warning  ahouM  have  come  before !    At  present 
I  need  no  revelation  from  the  stars 
To  know  that. 

8KNL 

Come  and  see !  tmst  thine  own  eyes. 
A  fearfnl  sign  stands  Id  the  hoase  of  life  — 
An  enemy ;  a  fiend  lurks  close  behind 
The  radiance  of  thy  planet.     Oh,  be  warned  t 
Deliver  not  up  thyself  to  these  he.ithens,  , 

To  wage  a  war  against  our  holy  church. 

WALLENSTEiy  {laughing  gently). 
The  oracle  rails  that  way  I  Yes,  yes  !  Now 
I  recollect.  This  junction  with  the  Swedes 
Did  never  please  thee  —  lay  thyself  to  sleep, 
Baptista  I  Signs  like  these  I  do  not  fear. 
OOBDON  (toAo  during  the  whole  of  this  dialogue  ha*  shoton 

marks  of  extreme  agtlaliun,  and  now  turns  to  wallkn- 

strin). 
My  duke  and  general !    May  I  dare  presume  ? 

W  ALLEN  STEIN, 

speak  freely. 

aORDON. 

What  if  'twere  no  mere  creation 
Of  fear,  if  God's  h^h  providence  vouchsafed 
To  interpose  its  aid  for  your  deliverance, 
And  made  that  mouth  its  organ  ? 

WALLENBTEIN. 

YeVe  both  feverish ! 
How  can  mishap  oonte  to  me  from  the  Swedes  ? 
They  sought  this  junction  with  me  — 'tis  their  interest. 

GORDON  {icith  di^culty  suppressing  his  emotion). 
But  what  if  the  arrival  of  these  Swedes  — 
What  if  this  were  the  very  thing  that  winged 
The  rain  that  is  flying  to  your  temples? 

[Flings  himsdf  at  his  feet. 
There  is  yet  time,  my  prince. 

SENl. 

Oh  hear  him !  hear  him  ! 
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aoKDOK  (rises). 
The  Rhinegrave's  still  far  off.     Give  but  the  orders, 

This  citadel  shall  cioae  its  gates  upon  him. 

If  then  he  will  besiege  iis,  let  him  try  it. 

But  this  I  say;  he'll  find  \na  own  destruction. 

With  his  whole  force  before  these  ramparts,  sooner 

Than  weary  down  tho  valor  of  our  snirit. 

He  sliali  experience  what  a  band  of  heroes. 

Inspirited  by  an  heroic  leader, 

Is  able  to  perform.    And  it  indeed 

It  be  thy  serious  wish  to  make  amend 

For  that  whiuh  thou  hoat  done  amiss,  —  this,  this 

Will  touch  and  reconcile  the  emperor. 

Who  gladly  turns  bis  heart  to  thoaghta  of  tneroy; 

And  Frledland,  who  returns  repentant  to  bim, 

Will  stand  yet  higher  in  his  emperor's  favor 

Then  e'er  he  stood  when  he  hacl  never  fallen. 

WALLGNSTiciy  (i-oiit<'m]il<.ites  hhn  ^ntk  surprise,  remains 

silent  ti while,  betrui/iit'/  strong  emotion). 
(lOrdon  —  your  zeal  and  fervor  lead  yon  far. 
Well,  well  —  an  old  friend  hiis  a  privilege. 
Blood,  Gordon,  has  been  flowing.     Never,  never 
Can  the  emperor  pai-dim  mc  :  and  if  he  could, 
Yet  T —  r  ne'er  cotdd  let  myself  bo  pardoned. 
Had  I  foreknown  what  now  has  t.ikcn  place. 
That  he,  niv  dearest  friend,  would  fall  for  me, 
Jkly  first  derail  offering;  and  had  the  heart 
Spoken  to  me,  as  now  it  has  done  —  Gordon, 
It  may  be,  I  might  have  bethought  myself. 
It  may  be  loo,  I  might  nut.     Might  or  might  not 
Is  now  an  idle  (|iLestion.     All  too  seriously 
Has  it  begun  to  end  in  nothing,  Gordon  ! 
Let  it  then  have  its  course,  [>Yiyipi«^  lo  the  tcindow. 

All  dark  ami  silent  —at  the  e.iatic  too 
All  is  now  hnshod.     Light  me,  chamberlain  ? 

IT/ie  Groom  ok  the  CirAMn'EE,  irf)0  had  entered 
during  the  lant  ilinl-'i/ne,  andhndbeen  standi/iff 
fit  a  dii^tiiii'-c  iiiiil  listfiiiiiff  to  ft  leith  I'lsi'We  ea> 
pressions  i-f  the  dcpent  Inttrcsl,  adt'emces  in 
extreme  iit/itafion  <i/id  throita  himself  at  the 
Hij-KK's/e'c(. 
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And  thou  too  1    But  I  knov  why  thou  dost  wish 

M.y  reconcilement  with  the  emperor. 

Poor  man !  he  hath  a  small  estate  in  Carinthio, 

And  feare  it  will  be  forfeited  because 

He's  in  my  service.     Am  I  then  so  poor 

That  I  DO  longer  can  indemnify 

My  servants?    Well !  to  no  one  I  employ 

Means  of  eompulsion.     If  'tis  tby  belief 

That  fortune  has  fled  from  me,  go  !  forsake  me. 

This  night  for  the  last  lime  mayst  thou  unrobe  me, 

And  then  go  over  to  the  emperor. 

Gordon,  good-night  I  I  think  to  make  a  Ions; 

Sleep  of  It :  for  the  struggle  and  the  turmoil 

Of  this  last  day  or  two  was  great.    May't  please  yon  t 

Take  care  that  they  awake  me  not  too  early, 

[Meit  Waixbnhteix,  the  Groom  oir  ths  Chaubkr 
ligfuing  him.  Skni  foRov3»,  Gordon  remains 
on  the  darkened  stage,  foUomng  the  DtrKK  with 
hit  eye,  tiU  he  disappears  at  the  further  end  of 
the  gallery :  then  by  his  gestures  the  old  nuat 
espresees  the  depth  of  his  anguish,  and  atO/ndt 
leaning  against  a  pittar. 

SCKNB  VI. 
GoRDoiT,  BuTLKK  (otJirBt  behind  the  scenes). 
BUTLER  (not  y^  come  into  view  of  the  stage). 
Here  stand  in  silence  till  I  |^ve  the  signal. 

ooBDOiT  (starts  vp). 
Tis  he !  he  has  already  brought  the  murderers. 

BUTLEB. 

The  lights  are  out.    All  lies  in  profound  sleep. 

OOBDON. 

What  shall  I  do,  shall  I  attempt  to  save  him  ? 
Shall  I  call  up  the  house?  alarm  the  guards? 

BUTLER  (appears,  but  scarcely  on  the  stage). 
A  l^ht  gleams  hither  from  the  corridor. 
It  l^B  directly  to  the  duke's  bed-chamber. 


But  then  I  break  my  oath  to  the  emperor; 
If  he  escape  and  slrengthiMi  the  enemy. 
Do  I  not  hereby  call  down  on  my  bead 
All  the  dread  consequence*. 

BUTLKK  {jiUpinnff/ori/xtrd}. 

Hark !     Who  speaks  tbl 

GO BOON , 

'Tis  better,  I  resign  it  to  the  hands 
Of  Providence.     For  what  am  I,  that  I 
Slioulii  take  upon  myself  so  great  a  deed  ? 
I  have  not  murdered  him,  if  he  be  murdered  ; 
But  all  his  rescue  were  my  act  and  deed; 
Mine  —  and  whateTcr  be  the  conseqaeiiceB 
I  must  sustain  them. 

BUTLEii  {G(ipances). 

I  should  know  that  voice. 


'Tis  Gordon.     What  do  yon  want  here? 
Was  it  80  late,  then,  when  the  duke  dismissed  you? 

Yonr  hand  bound  up  and  in  a  scarf? 

'Tis  wonnded. 
That  Illo  fought  as  he  were  fr.intic,  till 
At  last  we  threw  him  on  the  ground. 
GOKi>ON  (shtidilennff). 

Both  dead  ? 

BUTLKR. 

Is  he  in  bed  ? 

Ah,  Sudor! 

Is  he?  speak. 
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GORDON. 

He  shall  not  perish !    Not  tlirough  you !     The  heaven 
Refuses  your  arm.     See  —  'tis  wounded ! 

fiUTLEB. 

There  is  no  need  of  my  arm. 

GORDON. 

The  most  guilty 
Have  perished,  and  enough  is  given  to  justice. 

[  Tfie  Grooh  op  thk  Chamber  advances  fratn  the 
gaUery  xcith  his  finger  a?i  his  mouth  command- 
ing silence, 

GORDON. 

He  sleeps !    Oh,  murder  not  the  Jholy  sleep ! 

BUTLER. 

No !  he  shall  die  awake.  \^Is  going. 

GORDON. 

His  heart  still  cleaves 
To  earthly  things  :  he's  not  prepared  to  step 
Into  the  presence  of  his  God ! 

BUTLER  {going). 

God's  merciful ! 

GORDON  {holds  him). 
Grant  him  but  this  night's  respite. 

BUTLER  {hurrying  off). 

The  next  moment 
May  ruin  all. 

GORDON  {holds  him  still). 

One  hour ! 

BUTLER. 

Unhold  me !    What 
Can  that  short  respite  profit  him? 

GORDON. 

Oh,  time 
Works  miracles.     In  one  hour  many  thousands 
Of  grains  of  sand  run  out ;  and  quick  as  they 


Ui 
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Tbonght  follows  thought  within  the  human  soul. 
Only  oue  honr  !     Your  heart  may  change  its  i>ur|>oae, 
His  liiiirt  may  change  its  pur|K)se  —  some  new  tidings 
May  tome;  §ome  fortunate  event,  decisive, 
Miiy  fall  from  heaven  and  resuue  him.     Oh,  what 
May  not  one  hour  a<;hiev«l 


How  precious  every  i 


lirTLKB. 

You  but  remind  me 

[Jle  «t^iipg  ott  thejioor. 


I 

1 


SOKNK    VII. 

To    these   enter   Uacdoitald    a/nl  Dkvbukux,  with   tha 

HAI.aKSDlKKS.  J 

GORDON  (throirirtff  himadf  between  him  and  Cfietn).     ^^ 

No,  monster! 
First  over  my  Jead  Loily  tiiou  slL;ik  Iroail. 


I  w 

ill  not  li\ 

■e  to  see  ll 

lu  iiucursiid  ( 

K-ed  ! 

uiiTLEit  (forviiiy  hiin  out 
Weak-liemled  dolanl  ! 

of  the  way). 
!  /nfiri/  ill  the  distance. 

DEVEItKI 

iX     "„./    M.U 

iioNAi.n. 

Tin 

■  .Swedes 

before  llji 

Hi.rlv!     TI|. 
■  nLiii|iarts! 

e  Swcdii 
Let  us 

4)1  trunipels! 
liaBlen ! 

Oh, 

,  Cod  of  1 

mercy ! 

,»,N    (,■«./,.,-■ 

out). 

y.VTLvA: 

(C'if/iuf/  ii/fcr  /,i))'). 

\VI 

lo  dart's 

'  J'""'  1'"^ 

nher..?      H, 

(htn-rh. 
Lsli!     Tl 

S   ill), 

ledukcsle.-ps. 

1 

)KVKKKi:x 

(tr.V,  h.ul,  1 

;,„.s/,  „o 

,«). 

Fri 

end,  it  is 

time  nutt 

tu  maku  lar 

urn. 

Hdpl 
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BUTLRB. 

Down  with  him ! 

GROOM    07   THE    CHAUBKR   {ruti  through  the  body  by 
DBVKBEUX,  falls  ol  the  aUrance  of  the  gaUery.) 
JesuB  Maria  1 

BUTLKR. 

Buret  the  doors  open. 

[  They  rush  over  the  body  into  the  gallery  —  (wo  doora 
are  heard  to  crash  one  after  the  other.  Voices,  dead- 
ened by  the  distance  —  vlaeh  of  arms  —  then  all  at 
once  a  profound  aiUnce. 

suKNE  vm. 

COUNTESS  TBBZKY  [yoith  a  Ugh£). 
Her  bedchamber  is  emplj ;  she  herself 
Is  nowhere  to  be  found  1     Tlje  Neubrunn  too, 
Who  watched  by  her,  is  mis»<iiijr,     If  she  should 

Be  llowu but  whither  tlown  ?    We  must  call  ap 

Every  soul  in  the  house.     How  will  the  duke 

Bear  up  against  these  worst  bad  tidings  ?     Oh, 

If  that  my  husband  now  were  but  returned 

Home  from  the  banquet !     Hark  I     I  wonder  whether 

The  duke  is  still  awake!     I  thought  I  heard 

Voices  and  tread  of  feet  here!     I  will  go 

And  listen  at  the  door.     Hark !  what  is  that? 

'Tis  hastening  up  the  steps ! 

SCBNE  IX. 
Counters,  Gordon. 
GORDON  (rushes  in  out  of  breath). 
'Tis  a  mistake ! 
Tib  not  the  Swedes ;  ye  must  proceed  no  further- 
Butler  I    Ob,  God !  where  is  he  ? 

ooBi>OM  {observing  the  coimTBBs). 

CoimteBa  1    Say 


444  THE   D£ATR  OF  WALLENSTEIK. 

COUNTESS. 

You  are  come  then  from  the  castle  ?  Where's  my  husband  ? 

GORDON  (in  an  agony  of  affright) » 
Your  husband !    Ask  not !     To  the  duke 

COUNTESS. 

Not  till 
You  have  discovered  to  me 

GORDON. 

On  this  moment 
Does  the  world  han^.    For  God's  sake !  to  the  duke. 

While  we  are  speakmg [  Calling  loudly. 

Butler!  Butler!  God! 

COUNTESS. 

Why,  he  is  at  the  castle  with  my  husband. 

[Butler  comes  from  the  gallery, 

GORDON. 

'Twas  a  mistake.     'Tis  not  the  Swedes — it  is 
The  imperialists'  lieutenant-general 
Has  sent  me  hither  —  will  be  here  himself 
Instantly.     You  must  not  proceed. 

BUTLER. 

He  comes 
Too  late.        [Gordon  dasJies  himself  against  the  toall, 

GORDON. 

Oh,  God  of  mercy ! 

COUNTESS. 

What,  too  late? 
Who  will  be  here  himself?    Octavio 
In  Egra?    Treason  !     Treason  !     Where's  the  duke? 

[^She  rushes  to  th€  gallery. 

Scene   X, 

/Servants  run  across  the  stage  full  of  terror.     The  whole 
scene  must  be  spoken  entirely  without  pauses. 

8ENI  (from  the  gallery). 
Oh,  bloody,  frightful  deed  ! 
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COUNTERS. 

What  is  it,  Seni? 

PAGE  {from  the  gallery). 

Oh,  piteous  sight ! 

[  Other  servants  hasten  in  with  torches. 

COUNTESS. 

What  is  it?    For  God's  sake ! 

SENI. 

And  do  you  ask? 
Within  the  duke  lies  murdered  —  and  your  husband  * 
Assassinated  at  the  castle. 

[  IVie  Countess  stands  motionless, 

FEMALE  servant  {rushing  across  the  stage). 
Help!  help!  the  duchess! 

BUBGOMASTEB  (enters). 

What  mean  these  confused 
Loud  cries  that  wake  the  sleepers  of  this  house? 

GORDON. 

Your  house  is  cursed  to  all  eternity. 

In  your  house  doth  the  duke  lie  murdered ! 

BURGOMASTER  (rushing  out). 

Heaven  forbid ! 

FIRST   SERVANT. 

Ply !  fly !  they  murder  us  all ! 

SECOND  SERVANT  (carrying  silver-plate). 

That  way  !  the  lower 
Passages  are  blocked  up. 

VOICE    (from  behind  the  scene). 

Make  room  for  the  lieutenant-general ! 
[At  t?iese  words  the  Gottstk&s  starts  from  her  stupor^ 
collects  herself^  and  retires  suddenly. 


from  out  the  corrid<rr  ^rim  uw  ^^"7;-— 
.rKiN^s  dead  hnd.f  is  curm*>d  orer  the  hm 
,tar,  iornppcd  in  a  jnrcc  oj  cruHSOn  tapt 
OcTAVio  {aitrrifKj  uhruptly). 
It  must  not  be  !     It  is  not  possible ! 
Butler!  Gordon! 

I'll  not  believe  it.     Ssiy  no !  . 

rGoRDON,  without  answering,  points  wx 
the  bodi/  of  Wallenstein  as  it  is  co 
back  of  the  stage.     Octavio  looks 
stamls  overpoiecred  tcith  horror, 

DEVKREUX   {to  BUTLER). 

Here  is  the  golden  fleece  — the  duke's  sv 

MACDONALD. 

Is  it  your  order 

BUTLER  (pointing  to  octavio] 

Here  stands  he  who 

Hath  the  sole  power  to  issue  orders. 

TDevkreux  ami  Macdonald  retire  \ 

obeisance.      Om  droits  away  after  th 

Butler,   Octavio,  and  Gordon   ^ 

stage. 

wTAVio  {turning  to  butler 

Was  that  my  ]>urposo,  IJutlor,  when  we 
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Uercilcas  raau ! 
Thus  to  abuse  the  orders  of  thy  \oni  — 
And  etaia  tby  emperor's  holy  name  with  murder, 
With  bloody,  roost  accursed  aasasBination  1 

BDTLER  (cahnly). 
IVe  but  fulfilled  the  emperor's  own  sentence. 

0CT4T10. 

Oh,  curse  of  kings, 

Infusing  a  dread  life  into  their  words. 

And  linking  to  the  sudden,  transient  thooght 

The  unchanging,  irrevocable  deedi 

Was  there  necessity  for  such  an  eager 

Despatch?    Couldst  tfaou  not  grant  the  merciful 

A  time  for  mercy?     Time  is  man's  good  angel. 

To  leave  no  interval  between  the  sentence, 

And  the  fulfilment  of  it,  doth  beseem 

God  only,  the  immutable ! 


For  what 
Rail  yon  ^^ainst  me?    What  is  roy  offence? 
The  empire  from  a  fearful  enemy 
Have  I  delivered,  and  expect  rewaRl. 
The  single  diffurcnte  betwixt  you  and  me 
Is  this  :  you  placed  the  aiTow  in  the  bow ; 
I  pulled  the  string.     You  sowed  blood,  and  yet  stand 
Astonished  that  blood  is  come  up.    I  always 
Knew  what  I  did,  and  therefore  no  result 
Hath  power  to  frighten  or  surprise  my  spirit. 
Have  you  aught  else  to  order;  for  tlita  instant 
I  make  my  best  speed  to  Vienna;  place 
My  bleedmg  sword  before  my  emperor's  throne, 
And  hope  to  gain  the  applause  which  uudelaying 
And  punctual  obedience  may  demand 
From  a  just  judge.  [Bxit  Bdtlbk. 
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Scene  XIL 

To  these  enter  the  Countess  TERZKY,/>a7€  and  disordered. 
Her  vtterance  is  slow  and  feeble^  and  unimpassioned. 

ocTAVio  {meeting  her). 

Oh,  Countess  Terzky  !     These  are  the  results 
Of  luckless,  unblest  deeds. 

COUNTESS. 

They  are  the  fruits 
Of  yonr  contrivances.     The  duke  is  dead, 
My  husband  too  is  dead,  the  duchess  struggles 
In  the  pangs  of  death,  my  niece  has  disappeared ; 
This  house  of  splendor,  and  of  princely  glory, 
Doth  now  stand  desolated :  the  affrighted  servants 
Rush  forth  through  all  its  doors.     I  am  the  last 
Therein ;  I  shut  it  up,  and  here  deliver 
The  keys. 

ocTAVio  (with  a  deep  anguish). 

Oh,  countess !  my  house,  too,  is  desolate. 

COUNTESS. 

Who  next  is  to  be  murdered  ?     Who  is  next 
To  be  raaltre.'ited?     Lo!  the  duke  is  dead. 
The  emperor's  vengeance  may  be  pacified  ! 
Spare  the  old  servants ;  let  not  their  fidelity 
Be  imputed  to  tlie  faithful  as  a  crime  — 
The  evil  destiny  surprised  my  brother 
Too  suddenly :  he  could  not  think  on  them. 

OCTAVIO. 

Speak  not  of  vengeance  !     Speak  not  of  maltreatment ! 

The  emperor  is  appeased  ;  the  heavy  fault 

Hath  heavily  been  expiated  —  nothing 

Descended  from  the  father  to  the  daughter, 

Except  his  glory  and  his  services. 

The  empress  honors  your  adversity. 

Takes  part  in  your  afflictions,  opens  to  you 

Her  motherly  arms.     Therefore  no  further  fears. 

Yield  yourself  up  in  hope  and  confidence 

To  the  imperial  grace  I 
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oouNTBSS  (with  her  eye  raided  to  Jieaven) 

To  the  grace  and  mercy  of  a  greater  master 

Do  I  yield  up  myself.    Where  shall  the  body 

Of  the  dake  have  its  place  of  final  rest  ? 

In  the  Chartreuse,  which  he  himself  did  found 

At  Gitschin,  rests  the  Countess  Wallenstein ; 

And  by  her  side,  to  whom  he  was  indebted 

For  his  first  fortunes,  gratefully  he  wished 

He  might  sometime  repose  in  death  !     Oh,  let  him 

Be  buried  there.    And  likewise,  for  my  husband's 

Remains  I  ask  the  like  grace.    The  emperor 

Is  now  the  proprieter  of  all  our  castles  ; 

This  sure  may  well  be  granted  us  —  one  sepulchre 

Beside  the  sepulchres  of  our  forefathers ! 

OCTAVIO. 

Countess,  you  tremble,  you  turn  pale ! 

COUNTESS   (reassembles  all  her  powers^  and  speaks  vnth 

en/ergy  and  dignity). 

Tou  think 
More  worthily  of  me  than  to  believe 
I  would  survive  the  downfall  of  my  house. 
We  did  not  hold  ourselves  too  mean  to  grasp 
After  a  monarch's  crown  —  the  crown  did  fate 
D3ny,  but  not  the  feeling  and  the  spirit 
That  to  the  crown  belong !     We  deem  a 
Courageous  death  more  worthy  of  our  free  station 
Than  a  dishonored  life.    I  have  taken  poison. 

OCTAVIO. 

Help !    Help !    Snpport  her ! 

COUNTESS. 

Nay,  it  is  too  late. 
In  a  few  moments  is  my  fate  accomplished. 

\Exit  Countess. 

GOBDON. 

Oh,  house  of  death  and  horrors ! 

\An  Officer  enters^  and  brings  a  letter  with  the  great 
seal.    Gordon  stqps  forward  a?id  meets  him. 
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What  is  this  I 
It  is  the  imperial  aeal. 

\_He  reads  the  address,  and  delivera  the  letter  to  OcTj 
Tio  loitha  look  of  rgyroacA,  artdviiifi  an  «mpAaa<»' 
on  the  word. 
To  the  Prince  Piccolomini. 

[OcTAvio,  with  his  whole  frame  exprtaaiv*  of  tuddot 
anguish,  raises  his  eyes  to  /leauen. 

The  Curtain  drops. 
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